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INTRODUCTION 


The plays in this volume are all comedies — althou^ comedies of 
vanous kmds James Agate, when called upon once to give a short 
hst of his likes and dislikes, mcluded my senous plays among his hkes 
and my comedies among his dishkes On the other hand, I know an 
equally distmguished man of the Theatre who greatly prefers my 
comedies to my senous plays The playgomg pubhc appears to have 
no preference one way or the other, and this seems to me very sensible 
of It, and here I applaud its sound judgment There are some men 
who should never try to be funny and there are others who are least 
effective when they are in gnm earnest But most of us are some- 
where between these two extremes And for my part I would bitterly 
resent bemg compelled to restnct my wntmg for the stage to either 
one form or the other On the whole I think I find it easier to plan 
and then to wnte a senous play than I do a comedy (and to this point 
I shall return), but I enjoy the actual stagmg of a comedy more than 
I do that of senous play, and if asked to produce one of my own 
plays I would certainly choose a comedy Nor do I think it diflicult 
to explam these preferences There is about a serious play that is 
properly constructed a natural sweep forward, an inevitable progress, 
that makes it easier to wnte, so that often a big scene of considerable 
techmcal mtncacy will almost wnte itself But m the detailed pre- 
sentation of a conuc scene on the stage, where inflections and timmg 
are all-important, I find myself more at home and happier on the 
job than I do with the more senous plays And it is, of course, far 
easier to test the value of your work m comedy, if only because the 
lau^ter of the audience tells you what is happemng 
There is, however, an important pomt to be made here To my 
mmd It IS only m the broadest farce that “anythmg for a laugh” is 
legitimate In the production of comedy this can be a very dangerous 
pohcy Many productions of Shakespeare’s comedies have been 
rumed for me by antics more smtable to the Crazy Gang at the 
Victoria Palace The fun was there, of course, but it was not the fun 
that Shakespeare mtended For example, m the glonous orchard 
scene in Henry IV Part Two it is easy enou^ to provoke laughter 
by tummg Shallow and Silence mto knockabout buffoons, but it is 
equally easy m this way to ruin one of the finest scenes in aU comic 
hterature The producer of comedy should set himself the task of 
discovenng and then exploiting to the full the particular kmd of 
comic effect the author mtended, mstead of gomg anywhere and 
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doing anything for a laugh Falling about or throwing custard pies 
will always produce bigger laughs than the most adroit examples of 
mental absurdity I dehght in wild clowmng myself, but it is dehghtful 
only in its own place Actors are often at fault here, because, having 
been given a comic part, they feel that every laugh, no matter how 
obtamed, is a personal contnbution of value to the production in 
hand, whereas they may easily be sacrificing the whole structure and 
value of a scene, and any lasting impression it can make, by these 
dubious tnumphs Every comedy worth playmg has its own par- 
ticular atmosphere, flavour, and appeal, and these should not be 
sacnficed to the dangerous notion that “every laugh is worth five 
pounds” It IS always possible that a few five-pound laughs may 
finally cost several thousands 

I have already suggested that — ^to me at any rate — the wnting of 
a comedy is not as easy as pie The point is worth makmg if only 
because more than once when a comedy of mine has been produced, 
some cntics have told their readers in effect that I have merely been 
filling in a gap with a hasty bit of fooling, probably knocked off in 
a few days Nothmg could be further from the truth I have usually 
spent far more time and trouble, done far more re-constructing and 
re-writmg, demanded far more additional rehears^, m the comedies 
than m the serious plays To take two examples from the plays 
selected for this volume, which, incidentally, does not mclude all the 
comedies I have wntten and had produced When We Are Married 
and Ever Since Paradise Duiing the provmcial try-out of When 
We Are Married I wrote and re-wrote many scenes, and we were 
actually presenting one version of the play in the evenings while we 
were rehearsmg an altered version of it during the day Ever Since 
Paradise was first wntten in 1939, it was substantially re-wntten 
durmg the war, and then much of it was changed before it was 
finally produced m 1946, and even then, durmg its provmcial tour, 
some scenes were re-wntten The cmtic who was not amused is 
clearly at hberty to retort that the result was not worth all this labour 
That IS a matter of opmion But, at the risk now of bemg accused 
of wasting my time and energy, I do firmly declare that no comedy 
of mine ever amved m a London theatre as a hasty bit of foolmg, 
to which not sufficient attention had been given 

These comedies, I repeat, are of various kmds, and I shall try to 
give some mdication of how I see them myself in discussing the 
mdividual plays But ftey all more or less fall mto one large division 
of comedy, although that again can be easily sub-divided These 
large divisions, I fanqy, are High, Light and Broad Hi^ Comedy, 
whidh has a particular appeal to Latin and Central European mmds, 
has never been popular with En^h wnters and audiences, thou^ 
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I think we might fairly claim Somerset Maugham’s The Circle as 
a successful example of this form The preference here, especially 
among the stalls pubhc, has been for Light Comedy, partly because 
It IS a form that provides admirable vehicles for popular and highly 
skiUed star performers, without whom these flimsy pieces are apt to 
look very thm indeed (This is a fact that Repertory and amateur 
producers ignore at their peril ) It is a form of comedy that I do not 
much care about myself, and I have not included in this selection the 
two attempts of mine made some years ago My ovm choice is 
Broad Comedy, which is stronger in situation and ncher m its 
charactensation than Light Comedy, and more frankly farcical and 
less austerely mteUectual in its approach than High Comedy It is, 
I believe, pecuharly suitable to the Enghsh temperament, and as I 
consider I possess a fairly thick slab of this temperament, this is the 
field of comedy in which I have chosen to work One final point the 
reader who is also a London playgoer must not confuse the real 
existence of these plays with their hfe on London playbills Thus, 
the earhest of them, Laburnum Grove, is still being widely played, 
and the latest. Ever Since Paradise, has been produced from Stock- 
holm to Madrid and has lately enjoyed much success throughout 
Central Europe 

LABURNUM GROVE This comedy of suburban life, which 
brought back that fine actor, Edmund Gwenn, to the stage after some 
years’ absence in films, was onginally produced at the Duchess 
Theatre m the autumn of 1933 It had a very long run, which I 
dehberately broke (for I was the management too) to send the com- 
pany to New York, where the play did reasonably well It is a great 
favourite with Repertory and amateur compames here, but, perhaps 
because it is very Enghsh in atmosphere and humour, it has not been 
as widely and successfully produced abroad as many of my other 
plays have The droll busmess with the bananas, which has amused 
thousands of audiences and appears to remam in their memory, owes 
nothing to me but was a happy invention of my friend. Sir Cedric 
Hardwicke, who produced the play At the time I wrote it, when I 
was also gathenng material for English Journey, I was very suspiaous 
about our finanaal system, if only because the banks appeared to 
flourish when mdustry was faihng, and this explams certain references 
in the text Frequently m the Theatre, as most people who work in 
it will agree, either everythmg goes nght or everythmg goes wrong 
With Laburnum Grove, which I planned m a nursmg home and wrote 
rapidly durmg convalescence, everything went n^t We had a good 
cast, headed by Edmund Gwenn and Mary Jerrold, Ethel Colendge 
and Melvdle Cooper, and this production brought me to the Duchess 
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Theatre and a long and happy association with its owner, J P 
Mitchelhill 

BEES ON THE BOAT DECK This was an attempt to write 
pohtical satire in terms of farcical comedy A few cntics — seem to 
remember an encouraging notice in Tke Times — saw that I was trying 
to do somethmg new and rather difficult, and there were people — 
Humbert Wolfe was one of them — ^who were tremendously enthusi- 
astic about the piece But for most people, it did not quite come off, 
m spite of the fact that the production, which opened, without any 
prehminaiy tour, at the L 5 mc in May 1936, had an astomshing cast, 
which mcluded Kay Hammond, Rene Ray, Ralph Richardson, 
Laurence Ohvier, Raymond Huntley, Richard Goolden, John Laurie, 
Alan Jeayes It was produced by Richardson and Ohvier, who were 
my partners in the enterprise Some good judges have told me that 
we made a mistake in choosing a fairly large theatre and a big reahstic 
set, that the symbohsm of the piece demanded a different type of 
setting and production It has always been a favounte of mine, and 
I consider that one or two of its scenes contam the nchest comic 
writing I have contrived for the stage How it reads today, I cannot 
imagine, for I cannot look at the text without remembenng, with 
pleasure and with regret, the superb acting of that unusually fine cast 

WHEN WE ARE MARRIED Produced at the St Martm’s in 
October 1938, and transferred to the Prmce’s at the end of March 
1939 It has been very popular ever since I enjoyed wnting this 
broadly farcical comedy because I had a lot of fun remembenng and 
then usmg vanous aspects of West Ridmg life and manners known 
to my boyhood The plot is nonsensical but the characters and their 
attitudes and their talk are all authentic The play was magnificently 
cast and produced by Basil Dean, who m my opimon has a great 
flair for this kmd of comedy It was dunng the early part of its run 
that I had to take over, at twenty-four hours notice, the part of 
Henry Ormonroyd, the innken photographer, and thus did some 
actmg, of a sort, about which I have boasted ever since 

GOOD NIGHT CHILDREN After a long provmcial tour, this 
play araved at the New Theatre in February 1942, but was withdrawn 
after a short run It has at least one admner, and a most distmguished 
one, namely, James Bndie, who considers it to be among the very 
best of Its kind, really excellmt vintage nonsense The play may have 
all manner of faults not apparent to me, but I am certam that the 
chief reason why it failed to attract people m 1942 was that at that 
time people took then Iwoadcastmg very senously and resented any 
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easy mockeiy of radio performers and ofScials Perhaps too it is one 
of those pieces that are too much of a private joke, with a speaal 
appeal to an inner circle, ever to be vwdely popular 

THE GOLDEN FLEECE This play, which has had a curious 
history, has never been produced in London, because I have long felt 
that It would not succeed if it were produced It was onginally written 
just before the war and was then called Bull Market I put it aside 
when the war came because I felt that its story of sudden vast gains 
m speculation would seem old-fashioned or unreal to wartime 
audiences, even though, as we now know, such fortunes were actually 
being made But being asked to help with a new play by both the 
Bradford Civic Playhouse and the Glasgow Citizens Theatre, I gave 
both of them Bull Market and both of them did very well out of it 
Later, after some re-wntmg and a change of title to The Golden Fleece, 
the play went out on tour with Betty Warren and Mervyn Johns 
playmg the two leads, but somehow it failed to capture pubhc interest, 
chiefly, I thmk, because audiences foxmd the mam theme mcredible, 
and so was withdrawn I put a great deal of work, at vanous times, 
into this play, though as a piece of wntmg it still remains rather rough- 
and-ready I still find the story itself attractive and beheve the two 
chief characters to be admirable playing parts, but it may well be 
that the film and not the Theatre is the proper medium 

HOW ARE THEY AT HOME’ This topical wartime comedy was 
produced at the Apollo m May 1944 But it was never mtended to 
be a contribution to the West End Theatre It was wntten specially 
to be performed by ENSA compames to service men overseas hence 
the title I have mcluded it here because of its wartime topical mterest, 
and because many of the men and women who saw performances of 
It durmg their service abroad might hke to have a copy of the text 
Those who played in it at the Apollo — and it had an excellent cast — 
are not likely to forget the wammgs and buzz-bombs that punctuated 
most performances 

EVER SINCE PARADISE This experimental comedy, as I have 
already explained, was onginally wntten m 1939 and then much 
re-wntten at odd mtervals Wili some extremely adroit music by 
Dennis Arundell, with Ursula Jeans and Roger Livesey playmg Helen 
and Wilham (and all that that involved), in a production I directed 
myself, with much valuable help from Roger Livesey and Osmund 
Willson, Ever Since Paradise started on a long and very successful 
provmaal tour m the summer of 1946 At the end of that tour there 
was no theatre for us m London, so we laid off the production for 
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SIX months, and then opened at the New m June 1947 I think it is 
true, as several knowledgeable persons have told me, that we achieved 
a sparkle and gaiety m the original touring production that we never 
qmte recaptured afterwards Nevertheless, the reception this play 
had m London (though it ran for several months and made many 
fnends) was a shock and a bitter disappomtment to me To begm 
with, I felt that the astonishmgjy versatile and bnUiant performances 
by Ursula Jeans and Roger Livesey never received the attention and 
the praise they deserved And then many of the notices were not 
merely inadequate but downnght wilfully stupid Let me give one 
example One cntic who, I know from personal observation, was 
not even in the auditonum durmg the funmest scenes of the play, 
condemned me — ^in this of all plays — ^for solemn preachmg Being 
producer as weU as author, I often looked in at this play, and always 
the audiences appeared to be havmg an uproanously good time (as 
they have done since with it in many Continental capitals), yet it is 
a fact that fifty per cent of the Press was sullenly hostile And why, 
I cannot imagme, unless it was because I was at least trymg to do 
somethmg new One final point, which bnngs me back to what I 
said earher about my comedies in general, is that although this play, 
if properly produced and acted, should often have the air of bemg 
a gay charade, it was m fact wntten and re-wntten with great care 
and made far greater demands on such techmcal knowledge as I 
possess than any of the other plays m this volume But it was worth 
the time and trouble, not only because of all the fun we and the 
audiaices had with it, but also because here and there it seemed to 
me to create a new and valuable relationship between players and 
audience, and because it might possibly drop a hmt or two to younger 
and more hopeful playwn^ts 

J B Priestley 


January, 1949 
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LABURNUM GROVE 

An Immoral Comedy in Three Acts 



TO 

EDMUND GWENN 



CHARACTERS 


(in order of appearance) 

Elsie Radfern 
Mrs (Lucy) Baxley 
Bernard Baxley 
George Radfern 
Harold Russ 
Joe Fletten 

Mrs (Dorothy) Radfern 
Inspector Stack 
Sergeant Morris 


ACT I 

Sunday Evening 
ACT II 

Scene I Early Monday Morning 
Scene II Monday Afternoon 

ACT III 
Monday Evening 

The whole action takes place in the Imng-room of the Radfems’ 
house, Femdale, Laburnum Grove, Shooters Green, a suburb of 
North London 



Laburnum Grove— Copyright, 1933, by John Boynton Priestley 


“Laburnum Grove” was first produced in London on November 28th, 
1933 , at the Duchess Theatre with the following cast 

Ei^ie Radfern Margery Pickard 

Mrs (Lucy) Baxley Ethel Coleridge 

Bernard Baxley Melville Cooper 

George Radfern Edmund Gwenn 

Harold Russ Francis James 

Joe Flbtten James Harcourt 

Mrs (Dorothy) Radfern Mary Jerrold 
Inspector Stack David Hawthorne 

Sergeant Morris Douglas Payne 

Produced by Cedric Hardwicke 



ACT I 


The Scene is the Imng-room in the Radeerns’ house, '"Femdale"\ 
Laburnum Grove, Shooters Green — a suburb in North London 
The time is Sunday evening in late summer, still daylight at first 
On the back wall from right to left are a small window, then a door 
that can lead directly into a greenhouse, then a larger window look- 
ing out on to a back garden In the right wall, downstage, is a 
door into a small hall, leading to the front dbor of the house and 
the stairs In the left wall is a door leading into the kitchen Against 
this wall, beyond the door, is a small sideboard with whisky decanter, 
soda syphon, and several bottles of beer on it In the comer, be- 
tween the left wall and the large window, is an oval or round table, 
on easy castors, that is laid for supper but is covered with two cloths 
In the opposite corner is a small table on which is a telephone, and 
near it a loud-speaker and wireless set There are one or two easy 
chairs and several dining-room chairs in the room, which is brightly, 
comfortably furnished in a suburban style When the curtain rises 
Mrs Baxley and Elsie are discovered seated at a small card table 
in the centre Mrs Baxley is a woman in her forties, dressed in 
a smart-shabby style, a mixture of silliness and calculating selfish- 
ness Elsie is a pretty but rather petulant and discontented girl of 
twenty or so, the kind you see in the High Street of every fairly 
prosperous suburb Elsie is shuffling a pack of cards and when she 
has finished she cuts them into two, towards Mrs Baxley, who 
then proceeds to put them together and deal them face downward 
on the table into six packs 

Mrs Baxley {as she finishes dealing the cards) To yourself 
your home your wish Have you wished, Elsie 

Elsie Yes, auntie Very definitely 

Mrs Baxley What you do expect— what you don’t expect and 
what’s sure to come true Mind you, I’m not always in the mood, 
you know Sometimes I can’t see thmgs at all, and then at other times, 
it’s all as clear as anything, and everything I tell people comes true 
It’s a gift, you kno^ One can’t control it 

Elsie (with signs of excitement) Well^ you must be in the mood 
to-mght, Aunt Lucy 

Mrs Baxley Why? What’s exciting you to-mght? Iknowthore’s 
somethmg 
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Elsie I’ll tell you afterwards It would spoil it if I told you now 
You must tell me things first 

Mrs Baxley AU nght, but I hope your mother won’t come back 
in the middle of it, because she doesn’t like me to read the cards for 
you — she told me so, the other day 
Elsie Mother won’t be back from Mrs Repmgton’s until after 
supper That’s why she got supper all ready {indicating table in corner) 
before she went So you needn’t worry about her 
Mrs Baxley All right then 

Picks up first lot of cards and examines them, and does the same 
with succeeding lots throughout the speeches that follow She 
assumes the usual far-away mystical air of the clairvoyant, which 
IS tn sharp and comic contrast to her tone and manner when making 
remarks not directly concerned with the fortune-telling 
Mrs Baxley Um Um Well, the first thing I see, Elsie, 
is a great surpnse Yes, you’re gomg to have a great surpnse 
Elsie A surpnse*^ When‘> 

Mrs Baxley Very soon 
Elsie How soon*? Next week*^ 

Mrs Baxley Perhaps sooner 

Elsie Well, it can’t be much sooner It’s Sunday night and nearly 
next week now 

Mrs Baxley Well, it’s coming very soon And it isn’t a mce 
surpnse I don’t think you’ll like it 
Elsie {reproachfully) Oh — ^Aunt Lucy> 

Mrs Baxley I can’t help it I’m only telhng you what’s here in 
the cards 

Elsie What’s it abouf^ 

Mrs Baxley {broodmg over more cards) I think it’s something to 
do with a medium-coloured man 
Elsie {thmkmg hard) A medium-coloured man*^ Is he young‘s 
Mrs Baxley No, I don’t think he is Your home comes mto it 
Elsie {disappointed) Oh' 

Mrs Baxley Yes, I think the medium-coloured man must be 
your father 

Elsie Is it — is it about an engagement’ 

Mrs Baxley No, I don’t see an engagement conneeted with it 
I think you’re sunply gomg to get a great surpnse from your father 
Else {disgusted) That’s just like the cards They’re always like 
that A great surpnse — ^from Dad — of all people' I suppose the great 
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surprise will be that he’s grown two tomatoes in his greenhouse Or 
they’re gomg to play Handel’s Largo for him on the wireless Or he 
can’t find his pipe or one of his silly detective stones or somethmg 
Dad' 

Mrs Baxley Well, it’s all here — qrate plam 

Elsie Perhaps you’re not in the mood to-m^t, auntie 

Mrs Baxley {coldly) As a matter of fact, I am seeing very clearly 
to-m^t But It was you who asked me to read the cards, Elsie, and 
if you don’t choose to accept what I see. I’ll stop 

Elsie No Sony Go on 

Mrs 'Qhsim {examining more cards) Also a great surprise for two 
people staymg in your house And they’re going to leave qmte soon 

Elsie That must be you and Uncle Bernard You’re the only 
people staying in the house, besides Dad and Mother and me 

Mrs Baxley {not pleased at this) Humph' Very queer I can’t 
imagme what surpnse we’ll get and anyhow we hadn’t thought of 
leavmg you yet and nothmg’s been said about our gomg Humph' 
Perhaps I’m not getting it nght after all 

Elsie Go on Tell me some more 

Mrs Baxley {examining last lots of cards) You’re going to travel 
And quite soon 

Elsie {excitedly) I’m not, am V 

Mrs Baxley You are It’s all here A journey Strange beds 
Crossing water And it’U come as a great surprise Tlus isn’t the same 
surpnse as the other, though That’s quite different You’re gomg on 
a long journey veiy soon, across water 

Elsie It sounds too good to be true You’re not just makmg this 
up to please me, are you’ 

Mrs BiiSxm {on her dignity) Certainly not I neva: make up any- 
thmg to please anybody 

Elsie Then it’s just the cards again They call anythmg a long 
journey, just to make it exatmg They’ve had me before like that 
They teU you about a journey and crossing water and a strange bed 
and a fair woman and a dark man until you think you’re m for some- 
thmg marvellously exciting, and then it turns out you’re going to 
spend the ni^t at Aunt Flome’s at Sydenham I’ll believe m this 
long journey when I see it I’ll bet it turns out to be like that great 
surpnse from the medium-coloured man— just somethmg dull about 
Dad 

Mrs Baxley {putting the cards together) Next time you’d bdter 
tell your own fortune I’ve told you all I could see 
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Elsie Bat you’ve missed the really important thmg Wasn’t there 
anythmg about an engagement for mt’f 
Mrs Baxley Not a sign of one 

F.r5!tR (iriimphcmtly) Well, that’s where they’re wrong— and it just 
shows you — ^because I’m really engaged now, and I’ll be properly 
engaged to-night 

Mrs Baxley Engaged* Well, I am suipnsed 

Elsie You don’t sound very pleasantly surpnsed. Aunt Lucy 

Mrs Baxley If you must know. I’m not 

Elsie Why‘> 

Mrs Baxley Because I think you’re too young to be engaged 
Elsie I’m not too young I’m twenty 

Mrs Baxley Well, what’s twenty You’re not old enough to 
know your own mind 

Elsie Yes, I am I don’t see what age has got to do with knowing 
your own mmd I’ve always been old enough to know my own mmd 
Mrs Baxley That’s what you thmk Is it that yoimg man who 
was here the other mght"? 

Elsie Yes, Harold Russ And I’m brmgmg him here to supper 
to-night and he’s going to ask Dad 
Mrs Baxley Funny time to come, isn’t it, when he’s had all day 
to do It in? 

Elsie He couldn’t help it He’s been helping a fnend of his to sell 
second-hand cars, and he had to take a man out m one of them to- 
mght He wants to start in the second-hand car busmess for himself, 
whmi he gets some capital 

Mrs Baxley Well, I can tell you one thmg, Elsie Your Dad 
doesn’t like him much 

Else I know that But then Dad doesn’t really know him And 
you know what Dad is If Harold was as duU as ditchwater and hved 
here m Laburnum Grove or somewhere m Shooters Green, and went 
into the Qty m the morning and came home at mght and pottered 
about m a greenhouse, Dad would think he was marvellous But just 
because Harold’s smart and wants to get on and once laughed at 
Laburnum Grove ^d Shooters Greea 

Enter Bernard Baxley, a rather glossy, shifty fellow in his 
forties, edways either over-confident or uneasy 

Mrs Baxley Well, I don’t see anythmg to Wgh at 
Baxley Who’s laughmg at whaf^ 

Elsie I’m talking about Harold Russ, uncle 



act 1 LABURNUM GROVE 

Baxley Oh — ^your boy fnend who was here the other night 

Elsie Yes Dad doesn’t like him because he once made fun of 
Laburnum Grove here and Shooters CJreen 

Mrs Baxley And I see nothmg to laugh at It’s a very mce, 
respectable, refined neighbourhood 

Elsie That’s just it It’s all so deadly dull, all shppers and green- 
houses Nothmg ever happens except that the people at Ben Machree 
have bought a new car or the woman at Heather Brow is going to have 
a baby 

Mrs Baxley Well, wait until you’re going to have a baby, you’ll 
find It excitmg enough 

Baxley Ah — ^Elsie’s hke me She doesn’t care for this ultra- 
respectable, humdrum, suburban sort of existence I don’t mmd 
paying it a visit — ^hke tlus— just while I’m wondenng what to do next, 
but I couldn’t hve m it I want life There’s no life here What is 
there here for a man who’s been out East"? 

Mrs Baxley {emphatically) I can tell you what there is for a 
woman who’s been out East — three decent meals a day and a good 
mght’s sleep 

Baxley Yes, but Lucy, you never got mto the life out there 

Mrs Baxley Well, you didn’t seem sorry to get out of it 

Elsie Well, I agree with Uncle Bernard And I know Harold does 
too Oh — ^what time is it? 

Baxley Just after nine 

Elsie I pronused to meet bitn at the Tube station m ten mmutes 
I must fly {Humes out ) 

Baxley What’s on*^ 

Mrs Baxley She’s got herself engaged to that chap, and she’s 
bnngmg him here so that he can ask George’s permission 

Baxley Oh— that’s it, is it*^ 

Mrs Baxley Yes, and another thmg What he’s after is borrow- 
ing some money from George to set him up m the second-hand car 
busmess 

Baxley How do you know*? 

Mrs Baxley I don’t know But it’s a good guess — ^from some- 
thing that Elsie let drop Besides, that chap wouldn’t bother asking 
her father’s permission if he wasn’t after somethmg 

Baxley Well, how does that afiect us? 

Mrs Baxley Did you see that man ? 

Ba xl ey Simpson? Yes And th^ won’t look at me unless I can 
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put down four hundred and fifty poimds, and they only give me until 
Wednesday 

Mrs Baxley Then the sooner we ask for that four hundred and 
fifty pounds the better 

Baxley Shall I do it direct through him or had you better try and 
work It through Dorothy‘S 
Mrs Baxley Not through Dorothy 
Baxley Why not*^ After all, she’s your sister 
Mrs Baxley Yes, but I think she’s gettmg a bit fed-up with us 
We’ve been here nearly a fortmght this time, and it’s the third time 
we’ve stayed with them dunng this last year And she knows you’ve 
been borrowing pretty freely from George How much have you had 
out of him now*^ 

Baxley Well, you know 

Mrs Baxley {grimly) Oh no, I don’t I only know about the 
amounts you’ve mentioned to me, that’s all 
Baxley Well, that’s all there’s been 
Mrs Baxley And the rest' 

Baxley There might be— perhaps ten bob here and there— just 
something and nothing 

Mrs Baxley Too many somethmgs and nothings Dorothy may 
be my sister and easy-going as a rule, but I think she’s had about 
enough She’s been rather sharp with both of us, I’ve noticed, these 
last few days So you try George himself He’s good-natured enough 
for anythmg 

Baxley So he ought to be Nothmg to worry about Just stuck 
m the one business and let it keep him Money for nothmg You’ve 
only got to look at him to see that it must be money for nothmg He 
doesn’t know he’s bom 

Mrs Baxley He ought to be married to you for a bit and then 
he would 

Baxley All right, all nght The point is, are we gomg to try him 
to-night‘> 

Mrs Baxley We’d better try him now, before Elsie’s darling 
Harold begins borrowing 
Baxmy Is Dorothy m? 

Mrs Baxley No, she’s visitmg a fnend of hem, Mrs Repmgton, 
and she won’t be back until after supper So now’s the timp 

Baxley He’s out there m the greenhouse, I suppose? 

Mrs Baxley Yes, call him m. 

r in 1 



ACT I 


LABURNUM GROVE 


Baxley Half a minute I haven’t worked out the tactics yet 
Might be a good idea to sort of take a high hand with him After 
all, I’ve seen the world, I’ve been somewhere, I’ve done something, 
and he hasn’t Now suppose I 

Mrs Baxley Suppose you just call him m and get done with it 
And if you won’t, I will 

She goes towards door at back and calls 
George, George 

Radeern {off, at back) All n^t Just commg 

He enters through the door at the back He is a man about fifty 
with nothing remarkable about his appearance, though even at the 
first there should be a certain quiet assurance and authority visible 
beneath his easy manner At this hour, he is very much the suburban 
householder at ease, wearing slippers and an old coat, and smoking 
a pipe He is carrying two small tomatoes m one hand, and he dis- 
plays these with an air of humorous triumph 

Radfern {holding out tomatoes) Look at these What more do 
you want‘d All fresh 

Mrs Baxley Charmmg They look very nice, George Won’t 
you sit down‘d 

Radferk Beautiful tomatoes The Special Radfern brand Apply 
Femdale Nursenes* Laburnum Grove, Shooters Green {Looking 
round) But I thought supper was ready 

Mrs Baxley No Icalledyouin, George, because we just wanted 
to have a word with you while we’re by ourselves 

Radfern Oh — ^I see Well’ {A pause ) 

Mrs Baxley {impatiently) Go on, Bernard 

Baxley It’s like this, old man I’ve just seen this chap Simpson 
I mentioned to you the other day Only time I could see him, because 
he’s out of London all the week I think I told you the other day — 
It’s a marvellous opportumty 

Radfern Doesn’t sound like one to me When there isn’t much 
business, I don’t see that you’re gomg to sell a lot of busmess supphes 

Baxley You are with these things I’ve worked all that out, old 
man Trust me But the pomt is this, they say I can have that agency 
— exclusive agency— if I put down four hundred and fifty pounds 

Radfern Put it down? 

Baxley Just put it down, that’s aU, old man These people don’t 
need the money, but their agent has to put down four hundred and 
fifty pounds 


I 11 1 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 


Radfern But you haven’t got four hundred and fifty pounds, 
have you, Bernard’ 

Baxley Of course I haven’t I haven’t been as lucky as you have, 
Oldman 

Radfern How do you know I’ve been lucky’ 

Mrs Baxley He doesn’t know That’s only his silly way of talk- 
ing, George We all know you’ve worked hard for your money 
Baxlev Certainly I never suggested you hadn’t And I know 
you’ve lent me a bit already, George 
Radfern (good-humouredly) About two hundred and fifty pounds, 
I think, Bernard 

Baxley Which you’ll get back, of course 
Mrs Baxley Of course 

Baxley But what we feel is that if you’d simply let me have this 

four hundred and fifty to put down 

Mrs Baxley You see, it’s a wonderful chance for Bernard 
Baxley And I thought I’d come straight to you mstead of gomg 
to Dorothy, even if she is Lucy’s sister 
Radfern Quite nght We can keep Dorothy out of this As a 
matter of fact, she doesn’t know you owe me two hundred and fifty 
already 

Mrs Baxley (bitterly) And she’s not the only one 
Baxley Well, I don’t hke dragging women mto these thmgs And 
I know George doesn’t Well, what about it, old man’ 

Radfern (musingly) Four hundred and fifty You know, it’s 
quite a bit of money, Bernard I’ll have to think about it 
Baxley There isn’t much time, and I don’t want to lose the chance 
Radfern I quite understand that, old man, but four hundred and 
fifty on top of the two hundred and fifty you’ve had already is quite 
a lot of money — (Who has strolled towards the back, suddenly turning) 
Look here, ask me agam after supper, and I’ll give you an answer 
He goes out Baxley and Mrs Baxley watch him go, then look 
at one another, raising their eyebrows 
Mrs Baxley What do you think? 

Baxley That’ll be all right After supper, over a dnnk or two. 
I’ll be able to touch him 

Mrs Baxuby Yes, but what about this chap of Elsie’s? 

Baxley He’ll have gone then 

Mrs. Baxley Listen, if they want to be alone with him before 
supi^, it’s better for us than if they wait 
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Baxley That’s right Leave ’em to it, then After all, I got m 
first 

Mrs Baxley This sounds hke them 

Voices heard outside Enter Elsie, looking very bright She is 
followed by Harold Russ, not bad-looking and smartly dressed, 
but with nothing in him In twenty years' time he will look and 
behave exactly like Baxley 

Elsie {happy and excited) Harold, this is my Aunt Lucy and my 
Uncle Bernard But you’ve all met before, haven’t you”^ 

Mrs Baxley {smiling very falsely) Yes Last Tuesday, I think it 
was What a lovely day it’s been, hasn’t it’ 

Harold Yes, hasn’t it? I’ve seen a lot of it, too Been takmg a 
fellow round m a car, trying to sell it to him 

Baxley Any luck? 

Harold Shouldn’t be surpnsed 

Baxley How is business’ 

Harold Not too good How are things with you’ 

Baxley Well, just now— I’m — er— lookmg round 

Harold Oh— yes I remember you telhng me, the other mght 
Been out East, haven’t you’ 

Baxley That’s n^t Malay States Smgapore chiefly Wish I’d 
never come back It’s a man’s hfe out there — even yet, a man’s hfe 
Isn’t it, Lucy’ 

Mrs Baxley {tartly) I don’t know about a man’s hfe I know it 
isn’t a woman’s life 

Baxley She wanted to get back, you see And I thought I’d give 
the Old Country another chance 

Elsie I’d love to travel So would you, wouldn’t you, Harold’ 

Harold Wouldn’t mind I knock up and down a bit, you know 

Baxley And now you’re gomg to pop the question to Dad, eh’ 

Harold HeUo, who’s been telhng you’ 

(fatuously) Never mmd, but we know {To Mrs Baxley) 
Don’t we? 

Mrs Baxley {with ferocious parody of hint) Yes, we know. 

Baxley And if you two want us to leave you to it, just say the 
word 

Elsie All right Thanks But I think we’ll wait a bfl 

Mrs Baxley {with dignity) If a proper opportunity presents it- 
self — 
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Radfern appears in doorway at back, carrying another tomato 
Harold Good evening, Mr Radfern 

Radfern Oh — ^good evemng And there’s another one (indicating 
tomatoes), making three Do for supper 
Elsie (to Mrs Baxley) You see, auntie That’s the surpnse m 
the fortune What did I tell you‘> Dad and his three tomatoes 
Radfern (pointing to cards on table) Oh — ^you’ve been telhng 
fortunes again, have you*^ Don’t you know it’s unlucky to read the 
cards on Sunday’ 

Mrs Baxley That’s just superstition 

Radfern Of course it is But then it’s all superstition, isn’t it, 
and you might as weU be thoroughly superstitious while you’re at it 
Well, what do the cards say to-night’ 

Mrs Baxley A great suiprise for Elsie And she’s gomg on a 
long journey qxute soon 
Harold Oh’ 

Elsie (smiling at him) Well, I wouldn’t nund 
Radfern Anywhere but Laburnum Grove and Shooters Green, 
eh’ 

Elsie No, not anywhere But somewhere exciting 

Baxley I know what you want You go 

Radfern (chiming in hastily) Out East And I said it hirst, 
Bernard 

Elsie Everybody’s so smug and settled down and dull here, and 
so pleased with themselves 

Radfern Well, why shouldn’t they be pleased with themselves’ 
They’ve got mce peaceful homes 

Elsie (bitterly) Yes, and greenhouses and wireless sets 

Radfern (good-humouredly) Well, what do you want us to have 
—elephants and tigers and a scemc railway’ 

Elsie Yes — ^but it’s all so — so 

Harold (loftily) Suburban 
Elsie Yes — ^suburban 

Radfern That’s aU rjght to me When your mother and I came 
here, we drought we’d got somewhere That’s why we were so pleased 
with ourselves and ready to hve a mce quiet life 

Baxley That’s all nght for you, George You’ve always led that 
sort of life But give me — ^adventure 

Mrs Baxley (bitterly) Oh — ^and since when’ 
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Harold I know what he means I’m just the same 
Elsie I am too 

Radfern WeD, I’m not You know, you don’t get this sort of life 
handed to you on a plate 
Elsie What do you mean, Dad”? 

Radfern I mean this Though you get aU this handed to you on 
a plate — ^given, free, gratis, and for nothing — I don’t And (pointing 
outside) he doesn’t and he doesn’t 
Baxley (storing fatuously) Who doesn’t*^ 

Elsie I don’t see what you’re dnvmg at 
Radfern Now hsten Here’s Shooters Green, one of North 
London’s newest suburbs Very clean, very respectable, bnght as a 
new pin Nice little shops m the High Street Yes, Madam, shall I 
send It ^ Certainly, Madam Tearooms Picture palaces Goodmom- 
mg, Mrs Robinson Good evening Mr Johnson And here’s Laburnum 
Grove, one of its best roads, very qmet, very select, best type of semi- 
detached villas Ben Machree Craig Y Don Mon Repos All 
nations, you see Heather Brow — ^thou^ there isn’t any heather for 
miles around And us — Ferndale Nice bttle houses Nice people 
Quiet, respectable No scandals No brokers’ men No screams m 
the night Morris Oxfords, httle greenhouses, wireless sets 
Elsie (rather bitterly) That’s it You know it all right. Dad 
Harold Gosh — ^yes* 

Radfern (good-humouredly) Yes, I know it But you don’t 
You’re like somebody who tWks that buns grow on trees You 
don’t know the world Because all this has been handed to you on 

a plate, you think it’s been handed to everybody else 

Baxley Well, hasn’t it? 

Radfern No There are chaps who’ve sweated their guts out so 
they could settle down here And God knows what they’ve risked 
— some of ’em You don’t know where they’ve been or what they’ve 
done 

Baxley (with suggestion of contempt) Well, George, I hope nobody 
shoots you to-morrow mommg on your way to the City I haven’t 
noticed you runmng many nsks 
Radfern Oh— me Well, of course I’m different 
BAXimr You’ve been lucky 

Mrs Baxley I’m sure George has always worked hard, even if 
he has been safe and comfortable m his own busmess 
Elsie (looking at her) Er 

Mrs Baxley (takmg the hint) Yes Come on, Bernard 
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Baxley What for"? (As she glares at him ) Oh — ^yes Certaioly 
They both go out 

Radfern (staring after them) What’s the matter with those two? 

Elsie They’re leaving us alone because they know we want to 
talk to you 
Radfern I see 

Harold It’s like this, Mr Radfern — Elsie and I 

Elsie Dad, we’re engaged 
Harold Well, we want to be 

Radfern I see (To Elsie) Have you told your mother yet*^ 
Elsie No, I’E tell her when she comes in, after supper 
Harold Naturally I wanted to talk to you about it 
Radfern Quite so 

Harold We’d hke to get manned very soon 
Radfern What on‘> 

Harold Well, that’s the pomt Of course I’d hke to get a bit 
more settled first 

Radfern Let me see, aren’t you helping a fnend of yours to sell 
second-hand cars just now*^ 

Harold (loftily) Yes Of course that’s just while I’m looking 
round 

Radfern Ah— you’re lookmg round, are you’> Like your Uncle 
Bernard, Elsie He’s great on looking round 

Elsie (impatiently) Oh, Harold, why don’t you talk to him 
properly The point is. Dad, we’re engaged— and Harold knows of 
a second-hand car busmess he could buy if he only had some 
capital 

Radfern Not four hundred and fifty pounds, by any chance, is it? 

Harold Well, it could be more and it could be a bit less I can 
give you the figures 

Radfern (stopping him) Not just now I asked if it was four 
hundred and fifty pounds because that seems to be the popular 
amount to-night 

Front door bell rings loudly 
Elsie Oh — ^botheri Who can that be”? 

Radfern Probably Joe Fletten I expected him to look in this 
evemng 

ELas (petulantly) Why does he want to come here at this tune? 
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He’ll be coming in the middle of the mght to ask about his greenhouse 
soon 

Radfern I shouldn’t be surprised Well, just let him in (Elsie 
goes out ) It looks as if we’ll have to postpone this little talk 
Harold That’s all right We could talk it over after supper 
perhaps 

Radfern Yes, perhaps we could But it seems to me I’m gomg 
to be rather busy after supper to-mght By the way, you’ve never 
thought of becommg an agent for busmess supphes, have you*^ 
Harold Not my hne But I do know a car when I see one And 

there’s a busmess there just waitmg to be picked up 

Radfern If only you can put some money down Just put it 
down, eh*^ 

Harold That’s all it amounts to You see 

Radfern (stopping him) After supper 

Enter Elsie, followed by Fletten, a rather loud,jovial, middle- 
aged man, somewhat lower in the social scale than anybody we 
have met here so far He carries his hat 

Fletten Good evetung, Mr Radfern 

Radfern Good evenmg, Joe Thought you might be looking m 
Fletten (to Harold) Good evenmg Seen you before here, 
haven’t I? 

Harold (rather sidkily) I believe so Good evenmg 
Fletten Sorry to be so late, Mr Radfern But that greenhouse 
of name’s gjvmg me a lot of trouble, and I just wanted a tip or two 
about 

Radfern (hastily) About your tomato plants Come on then, I’ll 
show you how I manage them (Moves towards door at back ) 
Fletten (as he follows) Shan’t keep you a mmute (JovmUy to 
Elsie and Harold) This greenhouse busmess is a temble hobby, I 
give you my word Keeps you busy all the time, all the tune 

They go out 

Harold (softly, grumbling) I hope that chap’s not gomg to stay 
for hours 

Elsie (going over to him) No, he won’t stay long But he’s an 
awful old nuisance, though Comes here two or three times a week 
now, to look at Dad’s greenhouse Oh — ^Harold — I hope it’ll be all 
n^t I 

Harold Well, it ought to be Only— I don’t think your father 
likes me much 
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Elsie He will when he gets to know you better He’s just a bit 
stupid, that’s all 

Harold And I don’t know that I’m very keen on him 

Elsie Oh— Dad’s aU nght when you know him He’s dull, but 
he’s rather mce, and he’ll always do anythmg for me It’s mother I’m 
fnghtened of Dad’s easy 

Door into house opens and Mrs Baxley peeps into the room 
Mrs Baxley Oh— all alone‘s 

Elsie (not too pleased) Yes, you can come in (As she comes in, 
leaving the door open behind her) Mr Fletten called and Dad’s gone 
back mto the greenhouse with him 

Mrs Baxley Can’t imagme what your Dad sees in that man 
Common, I call him 

Harold Yes, looks like a bookie’s clerk 

Mrs Baxley (with dignity) I’ve never seen a bookie’s clerk 
(Baxley looks in ) All nght, Bernard, you needn’t stand there looking 
so silly You can come in (He does ) I wonder if we could get ready 
for supper now 
Baxley That’s a good idea' 

Elsie Yes, why not’ 

Mrs Baxley I was only thinkmg that if supper was here, all 
ready, your father might take it mto his head to ask that Mr Fletten 
to stay, and we don’t want that, do we’ 

Elsie Good Lord, no! 

Harold No, don’t let’s have anybody else, if we can help it 
Baxley Hear, hear' 

Elsie But he won’t stay, he never does We can nsk it 
Mrs Baxley Come on then, Bernard Don’t just sit there 

He, Mrs Baxley and Elsie move the table forward, removing 
the small table with the cards on it, and take off the cloths Ftstp 
can go into the kitchen for something, and Baxley can be puttmg 
the beer or whisky from the sideboard on to the table Harold 
should stand up looking on in a rather lofty fashion 

Why your Dad won’t have a servant in the house, I can’t imagiT^ fl 
He can well afford it 

Baxley Two or three, I should think 

Elsie It’s one of his httle fads Mother doesn’t mmd She and 
tte char do it easily— with my help 

Mrs Baxley (sarcastically) I’m gkd you md~-with your help 
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Elsie It’s not my fault I’m kept at home, pretendmg to help 
mother, instead of going out to work I’d much rather go out to work 
Baxley They’re commg in 

Enter Radfern and Fletten The supper table, now m the centre 
of the room, is being laid for five people The meal consists of slices 
of ham and tongue, cold potatoes, stewed fruit and custard, bread 
and butter To drink — whisky, beer and a jug of lemonade During 
this period of the action, the light can be going rapidly 
Fletten (jovially) Well, well, the feast is spread 
Radfern Have a bite with us, Joe"^ 

Fletten (moving towards door into house) No, thank you, Mr 
Radfern Must be gettmg along I’ll look m to-morrow m^t, then 
Radfern (following him) Do Any time after eight 
Fletten (turning as he reaches door, to Mrs Baxley) Nice 
weather we’re havmg, isn’t it*^ I should tlunk it is Good mght, all 
Good mght 

The others murmur ^good night' Radfern follows him out 

Mrs Baxle^i (softly but with energy) He made me jump — ^withhis 
nice weather f Common, I call him 
Baxley (quoting) The feast is spread That’s a way to talk Any- 
one would think he had never seen anybody laying a supper table 
before 

Mrs Baxley Perhaps he hasn’t 
Baxley Never seen the world, that’s his trouble 
Elsie Oh, he’s just one of Dad’s siUy old men If it wasn’t for the 
greenhouse he wouldn’t come here 
Mrs Baxley Well, if he’s what you get when you keep green- 
houses I’m glad I don’t keep one 
Elsie (softly) Harold— -remember You must get Dad’s answer 
to-mght 

Harold Yes, I know, I know 

Mrs Baxley And Bernard, don’t forget— after supper 

Baxley Leave it to me 

Enter Radfern, who switches on lights at door It is essential 
that the supper table should be brilliantly lit 
Radfern (heartily) Let’s have some hght on the subject And 
plenty of it (Comes forward) Supper ready*? Good’ Look at those 
tomatoes Home grown on the premises They absolutely h^t up 
the table 

Mrs Baxley If that’s how you can go on about three tomato^, 
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I’m glad you don’t grow pineapples I don’t know what would happen 
then 

Radfern (looks at supper table) Ham, tongue, salad Beer 
Everything m its place and just what I wanted Let’s get started 
Come on, everybody 

They seat themselves in this order Radfern full facing the 
audience, Elsie on one side of him, Mrs Baxlev on the other, 
then Harold next to Elsie, and Baxley next to Mrs Baxley 
Radfern helps them to meat, and they help themselves to salad 
and potatoes, making a few conventional remarks in the bustle 
But when the dialogue begins, they are all quietly attentive 

Baxley This ham looks good, George 

Radfern (heartily) I expect it ts good, Bernard You know, I 
don’t think there’s a meal m the week I enjoy more than Simday mght 
supper, and I couldn’t teU you why Unless it’s all so mce and peace- 
ful 

Elsie (with a touch of contempt) You’re all for it being mce and 
peaceful, aren’t you. Dad? 

Radfern (ynth mock humility) I’m afraid I am I’m not hke you 
folks 

Mrs Baxley Don’t count me with them I don’t want any 
adventures I want to see a regular income arnvmg 

Harold We’d all hke that 

Radfern (faintly sardonic) Yes, I beheve you would But it’s not 
so easy these days 

Baxley (with loud complacency) It’s not so easy if you’re straight 
That’s the pomt I hke money as much as the next man, but it’s got 
to be clean money 

"SjsXiUi (in the same straw) Of course I’m just the same Won’t 
touch It if It isn’t strai^L 

Mrs Baxley Good gracious' I should think not 

Baxley I’ve had chances of the other kind — ^packets of it 

Radfern (ironically) No, Bernard, have you really? 

Baxley’ I have, George But I’ve always turned it down Tamted 
money Wouldn’t touch it 

Harold Wouldn’t touch it with a barge pole I’ve had my chances 
too — ^you get them m our busmess — ^but I’m the same as you— 
wouldn’t look at queer money 

Elsie And I hope you never will, Harold 

Harold Ctf course I shan’t 
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Baxley (sententiously) It’s the only thing to do, whatever happens 
— keep straight 

Radfern Well, I’m glad to hear you fellows feel like that I used 
to feel hke it myself m the old days 
Elsie What do you mean. Dad — the old days*^ 

Radfern I mean, m the days when I used to be in the wholesale 
paper trade 

Baxley But you’re still in the wholesale paper trade 
Radfern How do you know I am"^ 

Baxley I’ve always understood you were 

Radfern Well, I’m not Haven’t been m it for several years 

Baxley But the firm’s there and the office 

Radfern Oh, I keep them gomg, but that’s just a bhnd Pass the 
mustard, will you, Elsie 

Elsie But I never knew you’d changed your business 
Radfern No*^ I don’t think this ham’s as mce as the last I must 
tell your mother about it, Elsie 

Elsie But hsten. Dad — does Mother know you’re not m the papw 
busmess any more‘s 

Radfern No, she doesn’t And I don’t want a word of any of 
this repeated to her She’s a bit old-fashioned in some ways and it 
might give her a shock You can ask me any questions you hke, and 
I’ll answer ’em truthfully But not a word to her If you can’t promise 
that, we’U change the subject 
Harold and Elsie {together) I promise 
Mrs Baxley So do I 
Baxley All nght to me 

Radfern Honest to God? {They murmur agreement) That’s 
settled then Not a word to her Now what is it you’d hke to know? 
Elsie Dad, when did you leave your old busmess"^ 

Radfern Do you remember that about four or five years ago we 
were very hard up? 

Elsie Was it the year when we didn’t go away for the hohdays? 
Radfern It was We were on enough rocks without going to the 
seaside We might easily have been sold up Well, that was when I 
finished with the wholesale paper trade 
Harold What happened? 

Radfern Oh, I’d strug^ed with the bmmcss ever smce I came 
back from the war. 'Slaved at It Then the slump came More slavery 
But we had a good little connection m the fine-quality trade And 
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somebody wanted that, a big finn They made me an offer I didn’t 
like it or the chap who made it I turned it down, so this big firm did 
me in— never mmd how— but they did Tliey won all right Clever 
rhf i p that, he’s been kmghted smce— the dirty swine 
Baxley And then — ^what*? 

Radfern Well, havmg given honesty a fair chance, I thou^t I’d 
try the other thing 
Mrs Baxley The other things 
Radfern Yes 

Mrs Baxley You don’t mean — dishonesty‘s 
Radfern I do 

Baxley You’re pulhng our legs 
Radfern Certainly not 

Mrs Baxley Then you are going to tell me you’re deliberately 
dishonest's 

Radfern That’s what I am telhng you 

Elsie But Dad, it’s ridiculous You’re talkiing as if you were a 
crook 

Radfern {nonchalantly) Well, I am a crook 
Mrs Baxley A crook' 

Radfern Yes, a crook A criminal An enemy of society 
They all stare at him open-mouthed Elsie recovers first 
Elsie {getting up) Dad, you’re bemg funny 
Baxley Course he is That’ll do now, George We’ve bought it 

Radfern {with quiet earnestness) I’m perfectly serious, Bernard 
rhis isn’t a joke Have a httle more salad, Elsie's 

Elsie {staring at him, faltering) No thanks. Dad I — don’t feel 
very hungry 

Radfern Now come along, none of that Never let anything put 
you off your food — ^that’s one of my mottoes What do you say, 
Harold's 

Harch,d {dazed) Yes — ^Mr Radfern — ^I should th i nk — that’s a 
good idea 

Mrs Baxley (solemnly) George Radfern, you don’t look like a 
crook to me 

Radfern Yes, but you can’t j'udge by appearances Why do you 
think Joe Fletten comes here? 

Mrs Baxley You mean that man who comes to talk to you about 
greenhouses ‘s 
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Radfern You must be innocent if you think that Joe Fletten 
knows anything about greenhouses You’ve only got to look at him 
to see he’s no gardener 
Mrs Baxley I suppose he’s a crook too? 

Radfern Of course he is Very old hand, Joe He works under 
me m the same organisation (To Mrs Baxley) Have a httle more 
tongue’ 

Mrs Baxley (faintly) I can’t eat what I’ve got 
Elsie Dad, do you really mean all this’ 

Radfern Of course I mean it Every penny that’s come into this 
house for the last few years has been dishonestly earned 
Baxley My God' 

Radfern (coolly) Tamted money You’ve eaten it and drunk it 
and it’s clothed you and housed you and taken you to the pictures 
and sent you to the seaside If I’d gone on trying to make an honest 
hving, I don’t know where you’d have been now, Elsie As it is, look 
at us So mcely off that Harold here — and your Uncle Bernard here 
— are both hoping I’ll lend them several himdred pounds each, on 
very doubtful secunty 

Harold Here, I say 

Elsie But Dad, what do you do’ 

Mrs Baxley Do you burgle places’ 

Radfern Burgle places' Certamly not Do I look as if I burgled 
places? 

Mrs Baxley No, you don’t But then you don’t look like a 
crook at all to me 

Elsie (appealingly) You’re not Are you. Dad’ 

Radfern I’ve told you — ^I am And one shp— just one shp, that’s 
all— and I’d be for it 
Mrs Baxley (awed) Pnson' 

Radfern Yes, and a good long spell of it too 
Elsie (looking at him in awe and terror) Dad' 

Baxley But look here, George, what do you do? 

Radfern Well, you might descnbe it as a pnvate pohcy of 
inflation 

Eiree I don’t know what that means 
Mrs Baxley Neither do I 
Elsie Do you, Harold? 

Radfern I’m ready for a little of that stewed fruit now, Eteie 
Let’s put these plates on the side (Makes a move ) 
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Kt.sib {hastily) No, let me do it. Dad 
Mrs Baxley Stewed fruit' 

Radfern That’s it, stewed frmt What about it’ 

Mrs Baxley This is no time for stewed fruit 
Radfern Yes, of course it is When do you want it’ 

Baxley She doesn’t mean that, old man As a matter of fact, 
she’s very fond of stewed frmt 

Radfern Good, and mind you, this is real garden rhubarb 
Mrs Baxley I don’t want garden rhubarb— I want the truth 
Radfern All nght, Lucy, you shall have the truth, and garden 
rhubarb and custard too, if you like it 
Mrs Baxley Custard' 

Ft sir puts the used plates on the sideboard and then begms 
serving the frmt and custard 
Baxley But what about this inflation busmess’ 

Radfern Ah, that Well, a lot of people think this depression m 
trade is chiefly due to the fact that there isn’t enough money m 
circulation L±e playmg a game with counters and findmg you 
haven’t got enou^ coimters to go round Our orgamsation— my 
associates and myself— have been qmetly busy these last few years 
tiymg to remedy this unhappy state of thmgs It started in Amenca 
— ^forging and counterfeitmg bonds and notes — and then developed 
here, but just lately the American end has been doing badly, almost 
stopped But we’re doing qmte mcely here, and sometimes I think 
that thmgs m England would have been worse if it hadn’t been for 
us In fact you might say we’ve been domg our bit 
Baxley {dazed) Forgmg and counterfeitmg bonds and notes' 
Harold {pcwed) My hat' 

Radfern {blandly) Vray mterestmg work It begms as an art and 
ends as a profitable busmess 
Elsie But is it — serious? 

Harold Is it serious t 

Radfern One of the most senous crimes m the calendar, Elsie 
You see, the banks don’t like it, and what the banks don’t like must 
be a senous crime nowadays, hke blasphemy m the middle ages 
Elsie And you’re mixed up m it? 

Radfern I’m engaged in it, not mixed up m it I was able to jom 
the orgamsation at first because I happened to have a supply of the 
ngiht sort of paper Smce then I’ve been on the staff My job now 
IS distnbution. That’s what takes me away, of course I’m off to 
Bimungham early to-morrow morning 
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Mrs Baxlet What, you’re gomg to Bmnmgham on this crooked 
work? 

Radeern Why not^ If I can do it in London, I can do it in 
Birmingh a m There’s nothing pecuharly sacred about Binaingham, 
IS there 

Elsie But are the police really after you*^ 

Baxley Don’t be silly, Elsie They must be It’s a tembly senous 
cnme, forgmg bonds and counterfeiting notes 

Radfern {calmly) I should think we’ve given Scotland Yard it’s 
biggest and most worrymg case for years After us' They’re after 
us Detectives, pohce, bank officials, magistrates, judges, the Treasury, 
the Army, the Navy, the Air Force We haven’t even the League of 
Nations on our side 

Baxley But I don’t see how you’ve managed to go on so long 
without bemg found out 

Radfern Partly luck, partly good management Of course you 
can’t really tell what’s happemng on the other side They may have 
got the net out, and it may be closmg in on us now 
Telephone bell rings, very sharp and loud 

Elsie {with a little scream) Oh — what’s that’ 

She rises, Mrs Baxley half rises, and Harold pushes his chair 
back 

Radfern {coolly) That’s the telephone I’U answer it Have you 
got a bit of cheese there for me’ {Goes to telephone) Hello' No 
I’m not WeU, I can’t help it You’ve got the wrong number 
{Comes back from telephone) Wants to know if I’m the North 
London Dogs Hospital 

Elsie Ot— it gave me such a ftight 

Radfern Well, I’m sorry, but after all you wanted a bit of excite- 
ment, didn’t you’ 

Baxley {solemnly) George, that might have been somebody who 
was after you, trackmg you down 

Harold Yes, it might 

Radfern And then a,^m, it rm^t not If trackmg people down 
consists of rmgmg than up and askmg if they’re the Dogs Hospital, 
we could all be Sherlock Holmeses 

Elsie {eagerly) And after all, I don’t suppose they’d think of 
looking for crooks of any kind m a place like Shooters Green 

Radfern Oh— yes, they would They haven’t your ideas, Elsie 
People who break thelaw have got to hve somewhere, and why not 
in Shooters Green and Laburnum Grove? They took away that' 
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solicitor who used to hve at Stella Mans and gave him a couple of 
years That was a start Probably there are one or two more of us 
in Laburnum Grrove who’ll have to go yet 

Harold pushes his chair well back and rises 
Hello, what’s the matter*? 

Harold (muttering) I must be going 

Elsie (disappointed) Harold' 

Harold I’m sorry but I must be gomg 

Radfern (smoothly) What about that httle talk we were going to 
have*? Another time, eh’ 

Pt.stp. (movmg round to him) But, Harold, you can’t go hke this 

Harold (muttering) I’m sorry, but it s gettmg late and I’m feeling 
veiy tired 

He moves towards the door Elsie intercepts hm, and puts a 
hand on his arm 

Elsie Oh— but Harold 

Harold (releasing himself and suddenly raising his voice m a rather 
hysterical manner) Leave me alone I tell you I’ve got to go Good 
mght 

He hurries out and she follows him The other three watch them, 
and then stare at the door After a moment the outer door is heard 
to bang Then Elsie, looking tearful, opens the door and stands in 
the doorway 

Mrs Baxley Has he gone? 

Elsie (tearfully) Yes And I’m gomg to bed Good night 

Radhern (gravely) Listen, Elsie 

Elsie (shaking her head) No, no more now I can’t, Dad Good 
night 

She closes the door and vanishes 

Radeern (lookmg after her, gravely) Poor kid, I’m afraid she’s 
got more than she bargamed for , 

Mrs Baxley (tartly) We’ve all got more than we bargained for, 
if you ask me Even tte great adventurer, Bernard here 

Baxley (dazed, staring at Radfbrn) Look here, George, for God’s 
sake tell us the truth now 

Radeern (impressively) I’m teUmg you the truth I’ve not been 
in the wholesale paper trade for the last four years All this (waves 
his hand) comes out of the proceeds of illegal and criminal actions 
Tainted money, Bernard And you’ve been enjoying it for some time. 
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and I believe you’d like a good slice more of it, wouldn’t you’ Tainted 
money Ill-gotten gams And mmd you’re not an accessory 
Baxley {frightened) I’ll see to that 

Mrs Baxley This is upsetting my stomach Why, every time I 
see a pohceman now. I’ll be frightened out of my hfe 
Radfern Oh — ^forget about it 

Mrs Baxley (scom/«//y) Forget about it' {There is a sharp ring 
at the front door bell) What’s that’ 

Radfern {coolly) I can tell you what that is That’s Dorothy and 
she’s forgotten her front door key agam Now don’t forget Not a 
word to her 

Baxley {moving towards door) Here, I’m ofF upstairs 
Mrs Baxley So am I I couldn’t face her to-mght 
Baxley Let’s get out of the way first 

Radfern {almost pushing them in front of him) Go on then, 
hurry up 

They hurry out and he follows, stoppmg to light his pipe Then 
he goes out and re-enters with Mrs Radfern, a pleasant-looking 
woman in her early forties 

Mrs Radfern {starmg) Hello, where is everybody’ 

Radfern I think Elsie had a bit of a tifif with that young man of 
hers, and went to bed early to have a little cry about it 
Mrs Radfern Do you thmk I ought to go up’ 

Radfern No, leave her alone She’ll be all nght 
Mrs Radfern Well, where are Bernard and Lucy? 

Radfern They’ve just gone to bed 
Mrs Radfern They went early 

Radfern {very innocently) Yes, I thmk they must have wanted to 
have a talk about somethmg 

Mrs Radfern {taking her things off) Well, I must say. Dad — 
though Lucy is my own sister — ^1 wouldn’t be heart-broken if they’d 
gone upstairs to talk about leavmg us And I know you wouldn’t be 

Radfern No, I’d get over it {Begins putting supper things to- 
gether) Here, I’ll give you a hand with these 
Mrs Radfern No, you sit down and smoke your pipe m peace. 
Dad You’ve got to get up early m the mommg to get yourself off, 
haven’t you’ 

Radfern Yes Early tram to Birmm^am 
Mrs Radfern Well, then {She begms bustling about with things, 
but stops to add affectionately ) You know. Dad, I sometimes thmk 
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you’re a bit too quiet and easy-going, but — dear me'— Mrs Repmg- 
ton’s been letting drop one or two things about her husband — and 
I was tTimlfing on the way back I ought to be thankful I’ve got a mce 
honest, sleepy old thing like you 

Radjern (giving her a pat on the shoulder) Ah — ^now you’re talkmg ' 
The curtain falls on them as they clear the table 


ACT n 


Scene I 


Scene Same as Act one 
Time Early next morning 

The room has that very early morning look about it Elsie, not 
yet properly dressed, is discovered bringing in the milk Then after 
a few moments Baxley enters He ts wearmg an old dressing gown 
and looks dishevelled and still sleepy 

Baxley {yawning) Morning 
Elsie Morning, uncle 

Baxley Thought I heard somebody moving about down here 
Elsie It must have been me 

Baxley Of course it was you But you’re usually the last down- 
stairs and not the first What made you get up so early‘s 
Elsie I couldn’t sleep And why are you up, uncle’ 

Baxley Well, I couldn’t sleep either And I suddenly remembered 
your Dad was gomg to Birmingham early this mormng 
Elsie I know I thou^t I’d get up and make his breakfast 
Baxley That’s a new idea, isn’t it’ 

Elsie Yes But the woman we have is away — ^ill So I thought 
I’d get up and do it 

Baxley Quite nght, quite right But, you know, if he were out 
East, a man like your Dad could have twenty servants— thirty ser- 
vants Waited on hand and foot 
Elsie I know 
Baxley Hand and foot 
Elsie He could be here, if he wanted to 
Baxley I dare say, but you see now why he won’t have a servant 
hvmg m the house, don’t you’ You see’ 

Elsie Yes 

Baxley He’s too clever for that, much too clever He knows what 
he’s domg Those his boots’ 

Elsie Yes 

Baxley They could do with a bit of a rub 
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Elsie I was going to do them 

Baxley No, no, I’ll give ’em a rub It’ll pass the time Gret me 
the pohshmg outfit, will you, Elsie (5'1/s down with boots, yawning, 
while F.r sm brings him the polishing outfit ) Thanks Now I’ll make 
a good job of these It’ll amuse your Dad What are you giving him 
for breakfast‘d 

Elsie Boiled eggs They’re easiest 
Baxley How does he hke his eggs boiled? 

Elsie I can’t remember 

Baxley (reproachfully) You ought to remember how your own 
Dad likes his eggs boiled 

Elsie Do you remember how your Dad hked his eggs boiled “d 

Baxley Don’t be silly, Elsie, that’s quite different You’re a girl 
And, besides, it’s such a long time smce I hved with my old governor 
Elsie What did your Dad do, uncle “d 

Baxley He used to travel the North Midlands — ^from Wolver- 
hampton to Stockport — ^for the Wesleyan Methodist Pubhshing 
Company, selling hymn-books and Sunday school prizes He had 
to look rehgious all the time, so he always dressed m black, and he 
wore a chm beard, like a Mormon And he didn’t smoke, and he 
didn’t dnnk, so he used to eat a lot of cough candy Bags of it 
Absolutely stank of cough candy I can smell it now (He sniffs) K 
sort of mixture of treacle and &e-hghters 
Elsie Was he nice’ 

Baxley No, he was helhshly duU 

Elsie (plaintively) I thought my Dad was dull And I wish he 
was now 

Baxley Well, he isn’t 

Elsie I know Uncle, do you think it’s really true — ^what Dad 
told us last mght’ 

Baxley Yes Must be 

Elsie But Dad> Just t hink of it* 

Baxley (irritably) It’s no good telhng me to thmk of it, Elsie 
I’ve been flunking about it— and talkmg about it— half the mght 

Elsie I’ve hardly slept a wink 
Baxley I’m not suipnsed 

Elsie I got so fiightened m the middle of the m^t 

Baxley Well, if you ask me, you’ve got somethmg to be frightened 
about 
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Elsie {in tense whisper) Listen, uncle — ^if they caught him, would 
he really be sent to pnson‘> 

Baxley I should think he would He’d get years and years Penal 
servitude 

Elsie But he’s never done anything before 
Baxley What difference does that make, when he’s been domg 
this all the time This is a big job They’d drop on him like a ton 
of bncks 

Elsie {awed) Would they’ 

Baxley {with gloomy pride) Go for him tooth and nail Yes, tooth 
and nail L±e a ton of bncks Penal servitude for years and years 
— and years 

Elsie But, uncle — ^it’s awful 

Baxley {solemnly beginning on other boot) Well, speakmg as a 
man of the world who’s seen the world — call that a well-polished 
boot' It’s pretty senous — ^pretty senous 
Elsie And they’ve only got to catch him 
Baxley Just got to lay their hands on him, once, that’s all 

Elsie stares at him m horror Mrs Baxley enters, half dressed 
and looking very worn Elsie gives a tiny scream and whirls round 

Elsie Oh— auntie — ^you made me jump 

Mrs Baxley, I dare say Anything’s enough to make anybody 
jump, m this house What are you up so early for’ 

Elsie I’m gettmg Dad’s breakfast ready 
Mrs Baxley Well, I thought I’d just come down to see if I could 
do anythmg for him And what are you domg, Bernard’ 

Baxley {very off-handedly) Oh— just giving George’s boots a bit 
of a rub 

Mrs Baxley Be careM— or you might be cleanmg my boots next 
Is the tea made yet’— because I must say I could do with a cup {Sits 
down wearily) What a mght' 

Baxley {irritably) We know, we know 

Mrs Baxley She doesn’t know, does she’ {To Elsie) I haven’t 
had such a m^t for years Talked and talked about it all, then 
thought and thought about it all, and then when I did get a bit of 
sleep, I had to dream about pohcemen, hundreds of policemen 
Elsie {distressed) Oh— don’t' 

Baxley No What do you want to start that for, first thing m 
the mommg? 

Mrs Baxley Start what’ 
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Baxley Talking about policemen 

Mrs Baxley Well, they still exist, don’t they‘d And I know I 
shan’t be able to look a pohceman in the face 
Baxley WeU, why do you want to look a policeman m the face‘s 
Mrs Baxley Oh — don’t you begin agam You said enough last 
mght 

Baxley Yes, when I could get a word m edgeways 
Mrs Baxley It was two o’clock when I asked you to stop talking 
Baxley Yes, and it was half-past two when you began again 
Elsie (wAo has gone to door into house and closed it) Now hsten 
— ^you’re not to tell anybody 
Baxley Not likely' 

Mrs Baxley (indignantly) As if we should’ It’s bad enough know- 
mg about it without telling anybody 
Elsie But not even mother Don’t forget 
Mrs Baxley You’re not gomg to tell me that all this has been 
gomg on all this time and your mother doesn’t know anythmg 
about it’ 

Elsie I’m sure she doesn’t know anythmg about it 
Mrs Baxley Well, I can’t understand why She’s my own sister, 
and she never seemed to me to miss much And if she doesn’t know, 
she ought to If your uncle here had been up to any queer game like 
that, Fd have known all about it 
Baxley You might — and then agam you nught not 
Mrs Baxley What’s that? 

Baxley I said you might — and then agam you might not 
Mrs Baxley Oh — and what’s your ftmny game been then’ 
Baxley I didn’t say there’d been any funny game I only said — 

if there had been, you might know— and then a gain 

Mrs Baxley I might not I heard you Well, there isn’t any 
mi^t about it Pd have known And I don’t see how George has 
kept It from Dorothy all this time 
Baxley (with gloomy prude) Ah— that’s where he’s been so clever, 
keepmg it from her and from us and from everybody That’s where 
his cleverness comes m 

Elsie Yes, I suppose he must have been tembly clever all the 
time And I never thou^t he was 
Baxley Ah— I’ve always had my own ideas about hun 
Mrs, Baxley Well, his bemg clever was never one of them 
Baxley Oh, yes, it was I’ve had my suspicions for some time 
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Mrs Baxxey That’s news to me 

Elsie The kettle' {She hurries mto the kitchen ) 

Baxley He’s got a lot of brams, George has 
Mrs Baxley Oh*^ 

Baxiey Yes Some of the thmgs he’s said to me showed that 
He didn’t bother saymg them to you 
Mrs Baxley I see 
Baxley Good 

Mrs Baxley Well, it isn’t good And let me tell you he never 
struck me as bemg clever 
Baxley Yes, but what do you know about it*^ 

Mrs Baxley I know this about it, that he’d have been cleverer 
if he’d kept all this to himself It’s bad enou^ telhng us, but he went 
and told that young feUow of Elsie’s Is that clever’ 

Baxley Yes, if he wanted to get nd of him And I beheve that’s 
what he was after 

Mrs Baxley Yes, and where’s that young feUow — ^Harold — now? 
Baxley In bed, if he’s any sense 

Mrs Baxley You know what I mean What’s to prevent him 
gomg to the pohce and teUmg them? 

Baxley We had that out last mght 
Mrs Baxley Well, let’s have it out agam this mormng 
Baxley I tell you, he’s got no real evidence, and if he went to 
the pohce, they’d laugh at him Besides, he woulda’t go Would you ’ 

Mrs Baxley Me' Don’t be silly I don’t want to see a pohce- 
man for weeks 

Elsie returns with the teapot, which she places on the table 
Elsie I know he likes his tea strong, anyhow 

Mrs Baxley {sniffing round the pot) ITiat’s a good thing, because 
by the time he comes down it’ll have stewed itself as black as ink 
I like my tea fresh 

Elsie You shall have a cup m a mmute, auntie I expect Dad 
will be down soon And now I know he’s so clever, I wish I didn’t 
I wish now I hadn’t said he was dull and stupid I wish he was 
dull and stupid agam 

Baxley How could he be dull agam if he never was? 

Elsie {distressed) You know what I mean 

Mrs Baxiey Oh, don’t bother with your uncle He doesn’t know 
what anybody means this mommg 
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Krsre I bebeve I started it last night by saying this was a dull and 
stupid place where nothing happened 
Mbs Baxley I dare say you did— you and your young man 
between you 

Baxley Don’t be so silly How could they start it when it’s been 
going on for years’ 

Mrs Baxley It was all in the cards 

Baxley If it was aU in the cards, why didn’t you teU us then? 
Mrs Baxley Elsie, didn’t I say your Dad was gomg to give us 
a big surpnse’ 

Baxley Well, what’s the good of telling us we’re gomg to get a 
big suipnse, if you don’t say what the surpnse is? 

Mrs Baxley If I knew what it was, it wouldn’t be a suipnse, 
would It — cleverhead’ 

Elsie The point is, if I hadn’t started talking like that, last mght, 
we shouldn’t have known all about this, and it’s knowmg about it 
that’s so awfiil I can’t help thinking about it all the time 
Mrs Baxley Same with me, just the same 
Elsie Besides, there’s — ^Harold 
Mrs Baxi^y Ah, yes How’s he gomg to take it? 

Baxley You saw how he took it last mght {In loud complacent 

tone) You’ve got to look at it this way 

Elsie He’s commg down 
Mrs Baxley Shut up He’s here 

They all three of them are instantly expectant, rigid, like soldiers 
asvaitmg a general Radfekn enters, a bustling genial figure, 
fully dressed except that he is wearing slippers 
Radfern Good morning Hello, what’s all this? Three of you up’ 
Baxley {respectfully) Good mormng, George 
Radfern {dryly) Good mormng, Bernard I trust I see you well 
And you, Lucy Mormng, Elsie 
Elsie Good mormng. Dad 

Mrs Baxley {gloomily) How did you sleep last mght, George? 
Radfern {heartily) How did I sleep? I slept like a top I always 
do Don’t you? 

hfes Baxley {reproachfully) I didn’t last mght None of us did 
Radfern Oh? Well, why have you all got up so early’ 

Elsie I thought I’d get your breakfast ready, Dad 
Rad^n Veiy kmd of you, Elsie, very kmd of you And — er — 
{looks quizzically at the other two) ? 
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Baxley Well, old man, I thought I’d just look down and see if 
there was anything I could do Like to make myself useful at times, 
y’know Knew you were gomg off early 

Radfern Aren’t those my boots'? 

Baxley (pff-handedly) Yes Matter of fact I’ve just been givmg 
them a bit of a rub 

Radfern {looking at them) You’ve given them a very good rub, 
Bernard Thank, you And what about you, Lucy"? 

Mrs Baxley {rather defiantly) Oh— you needn’t thank me, I 
came down because I couldn’t sleep and I wanted a cup of tea 

Radfern Quite nght And have you had a cup of tea*? 

Mrs Baxley No 

Radfern Then give your Aunt Lucy a cup of tea — quick, Elsie 

As Elsie does this, Radfern sits down and looks quizzically 
from one to the other of them 

Radfern Well, well, well My boots Tea all ready I call this 
bemg waited on hand and foot This is as good as bemg out East, 
Bernard 

Baxley Oh no I was just saymg, George, that a man like you — 
out East — ^would have twenty or thirty servants 

Radfern I wouldn’t know what to do with them 

Elsie Dad, how do you like your eggs boilmg"? 

Radfern I haven’t touched a boiled egg for the last two years, 
Elsie Don’t agree with me 

Elsie {self-reproachfully) Shows how much I’ve been noticmg 
things, doesn’t if? 

Radfern {affectionately, embracing her) Never mmd 

Elsie What wdl you have for breakfast then. Dad*? 

Baxdey Want a good breakfast if you’re travelhng, George 

Radfern Oh — ^I always breakfast on the train Helps to pass 
the time 

Elsie Oh— but I’ve made the tea 

Radfern That’s all nght I’ve time for a cup of tea Very mce 

Mrs Baxley Where is it you’re going, George*? 

Radfern {cheerfidly) I’m gomg to Biimmgham for the day — on 
busmess 

Mrs Baxiry {bitterly) Busmess? 

Radfern That’s what I said— business You don’t think I’d go 
to Birmmgham for pleasure, do you? 
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Mrs Baxley {still bitter) Yes— but there’s business and business 
Radeern {genially, but with point) You mean — there’s your own 
business — and other people’s busmess*^ 

Mrs Baxley No, I don’t 

Eiree {reproachfully) You know what she means, Dad 
Radfern {echoing Mrs Baxley) No, I don’t 
Baxley The queer work, that’s what she means 
F-T.srR Yes — ^you know — crook stuff 

Radfern Crook stuff' Crook stuff' What a way to talk, especi- 
ally early on Monday mormng Crook stuff 
Mrs Baxley Well, what do you call it then? 

Radfern Busmess Not crook stuff' This comes of gomg so 
often to the pictures What would they think if they heard you at 
Ben Machree^ 

Elsie {earnestly) But, Dad, you told us last m^t 
Radfern Oh— so 1 told you last mght, did I? 

Baxley You know very well you spilt it all last mght, George 
Can’t get out of it now We know 
Elsie And I was awake all m^t thinkmg about it And so were 
Uncle Bernard and Aunt Lucy 
Baxley No, not all mght 

Mrs Baxley Well, you never stopped talking all mght I suppose 
you must have been talkmg in your sleep 
Baxley And I suppose you must have been hstemng m your sleep 
Radfern Just a mmute Here’s a very good rule, if you want to 

have a nice qmet comfortable existence 

Mrs Baxley {bitterly) L±e you, I suppose, George‘S 
Radfern Yes, like me It’s a rule I’ve just mvented, but never 
mmd about that Somebody’s got to invent the rules some time 
Baxley Quite right, old man 

Radfern The rule’s this Never think or talk on Monday mom- 
mg about somethmg that’s been said on Sunday mght 
'Eum {half laughmg, half tearfid) Oh, Dad — ^that’s silly 
Radfern No, it isn’t On Monday mommg you must start with 
a clean slate, because you’re beginmng a new week 
Mrs Baxley {bitterly) Did you say— a clean slate’ 

Radfern That’s what I said 

Mrs Baxley {angrily) Well, how you can talk hke that, George 
Radfern, after all the thmgs you told us last mght and with the pohce 
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perhaps ready to march m here any mmute and take ns all off 

(A thundering knock outside She stops and gives a little scream ) 
What’s that‘s 

Radfern {coolly) The postman 
Elsie {hastily) I’ll go 

She hurries out Radfern lights his pipe 
Radfern {looking at watch) How’s the time’ Oh— I’m all nght 
Begins puttmg on his boots 

Baxley Is there anythmg I can do for you, George’ 

Radfern {respectfully) No, I don’t think so, thank you, Bernard 
You’ve done enough Look at these boots You mustn’t spoil me 
just because I don’t make an honest livmg 

Elsie returns with three letters, two of which she places on the 
table 

Elsie Two for you. Dad This is mine 
Baxley Nothing for us then’ 

Mrs Baxley Well, what should there be for us’ 

Baxley Oh, I dunno I thought one of the chaps imght have 
wntten 

Mrs Baxley What chaps’ 

Baxley Well— the chaps 

Mrs Baxley I heard you 

Baxley All right then, if you heard me, shut up 

Elsie opens her letter and reads it eagerly, then gives a sharp 
cry of dismay 
Radfern What is it’ 

Elsie (in distress) It’s from Harold He says he won’t — oh, it’s 
all over 

Radfern {gomg to her) Never mmd, Elsie 

Elsie {tearfid) Oh — ^but you don’t understand 

Radfern {softly) Listen, Elsie Honestly, he’s not worth bother- 
ing about 

Bxjsm {tearful and angry, cutting ui) It’s all your fault You’ve done 
it Ohf 

She bursts mto tears, pushes Radfern away and hurries towards 
door mto house Before she gets there Mrs Radfern appears m 
doorway 

Mrs Radfern {astonished) What’s the matter’ 

Elsie (in tears) Everything 
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F.t.«5tb pushes past and goes out Mrs Radfern stares after her 
for a moment, then stares at the other three 
Mrs Radfern Now will anybody tell me what’s happenmg in 
this house’ Elsie up early You two up Elsie crymg ''i^at in the 
name of wonder is it all about’ 

Radfern Leave Elsie alone, mother It’s that blathenng, weak- 
kneed, spineless young man of hers, Harold 
Mrs Radfern What’s he done’ 

Radfern She’s just had a letter from him They’ve had some 
sort of quarrel And he’s just broken it off 
Mrs Radfern So that’s it I’d hke to say something to that 
young man Doesn’t know his own mmd 
Baxley Hasn’t got one Spotted it m a minute 
Mrs Radfern What does he want to make her miserable like 
that for’ Who’s he — I’d hke to know — ^to be going on shiUy-shallymg 

and quarrelhng 

Radfern He’s not worth it 

Baxley Of course he isn’t I could have told you that 
Mrs Baxley Pity you don’t tell us all the things you know 
Radfern Listen, mother Don’t say anything to her Leave her 
alone 

Mrs Radfern Well, that’s aU nght, but I don’t want her crymg 
her eyes out all day 

Radfern Couldn’t you take her out, for the day Down into 
town — shoppmg— or somethmg ’ 

Mrs Radfern I don’t see how I can to-day. Dad I’ve a lot to 
do, and I promised Mrs Repmgton I’d go to the servants’ registry 
for her this mormng 

Radfern Well, you’re not domg anythmg this mormng, are you, 
Lucy’ 

Mrs Baxley {bitterly) No, just enjoymg myself, that’s all 
Radfern Well, enjoy yourself a bit more, and you and Bernard 
take Elsie into the West End Look at the shops Go to the pictures 

Mrs Baxley And see one of these crook films, I suppose? 

Radfern {heartily) That’s it Fmd a good crook film Be a nice 
change after this dull suburb Here {Takes two pound notes out of 
his pocket book) Take these and help her to spend them 

Mrs Baxley {ttdcmg the notes but looking at them dubiously) AU 
nght— I stqipose ? 

Radfern Go on — ^they won’t bite you 
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Mrs Radfern But it’s too much, Dad 
Radfern Oh— let her spend it 

Mrs Baxley (bitterly) Plenty more where these come from, I 
expect 

Mrs Radfern Well, that’s a mce way to talk, Lucy 
Mrs Baxley (grimly) I beg your pardon 
Mrs Radfern You’ll go and make Elsie worse I’m sure she 
doesn’t know the value of money as it is The way she talks some- 
times, you’d think all you have to do is to pick money up m parcels 
Mrs Baxley (grmly) Indeed’ 

Radfern Good idea that Money m parcels What do you say, 
Bernard? 

Baxley (embarrassed) Br — ^yes — quite (Laughs falsely ) 

Radfern Better than lookmg round, eb"' Wish I knew where to 
pick some up 

Mrs Baxley You ought to try Birmingham 
Radfern I think I will Time to be off too If anybody wants 
me, you can say I’ll be back about eight Joe Fletten may call roimd 
If he does, ask him to wait 

Mrs Radfern What, Joe Fletten agam’ He’ll never be out of 
the house soon 

Mrs Baxley No, these greenhouses do seem to give a lot of 
trouble, don’t they’ 

Radfern You’re nght, Lucy, they do Well, have a good day 
And keep Elsie quiet Must go and earn an honest penny now. 

Mrs Baxley (m a deep disapprovmg tone) A what? 

Radfern I said an honest penny Bye-bye 

Gives Baxley and Mrs Baxley a quizzical grm, -kisses Mrs, 
Radfern and then briskly departs 
Mrs Radfern I don’t know what brou^t you down so early this 
morning, Lucy, but you seem to have got out of the wrong side of the 
bed 

Mrs Baxley (hm/hng) Oh--andwhy? 

Baxley You know why, Lucy 

Mrs Baxley (severely) And you be quiet (To Mrs Radfern) 
May I ask what’s the matter with you’ 

Mrs Radfern Well, George gives you two pounds to take Elsie 
out with— and if you ask me, it’s a lot too muchr-and then you go 
and stare at him and at the money, without a word of thanks, as if— 
as if 
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Mss Baxley As if what’ 

Mss Radeern I don’t know As if he’d stolen it or something 
instead of having worked hard for years for it 

Mrs Baxley I suppose he has worked hard for years for it’ 
Mrs Radeern (indignantly) Of course he has I’ve told you so 
many times 

Mrs Baxley Yes, but sometimes I think he looks a bit too 
pleased with himself to be a man who’s worked hard for years 
Mrs Radeern Indeed' But you see soine men don’t mmd work- 
ing hard 

Mrs Baxley That’s one at you, Bernard I’ll leave you with it 
She makes a move 

Mrs Radeern You can first explain what’s the matter with you 
Mrs Baxley (with cold dignity) Perhaps I can get mto the bath- 
room now 

She stalks out 

Mrs Radeern Now what is the matter with her’ She’s very 
queer this morning 

Baxley (uneasily) Oh — she didn’t sleep so well last mght 
Mrs Radeern (significantly) Perhaps she could do with a change 
Baxley Oh — ^no Bit too much noise perhaps and not enough air 
Mrs Radeern (with hostility) There’s plenty of air m this house 
Baxley (hastily) Yes, but it all depends on what you’re used to 

Now when we were out in Singapore 

Mrs Radeern (coldly) Just a mmute, Bernard You had a great 
time in Singapore, didn’t you’ 

Baxley Oh— yes, a great time, a great time 

Mrs Radeern Well, there’s one thmg you seem to forget about 
Singapore 

Baxley Oh no, never forget anything about Singapore 
Mrs Radeern No, there’s one thmg you forget about it 
Baxley What’s that? 

Mrs Radeern You forget that it’s still there, waiting for you 
She marches towards kitchen 
Baxiey (jpi&zled) Eh? 

By the tme it dawns on him, she has disappeared into the kitchen, 
and the curtam is rapidly fcdlmg 
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Scene II 

Scene Same as Act One Time Late afternoon 
When the curtain rises, the room is empty On the centre table there is 
a book, “The Great Bank Mystery", and a work basket Mrs 
Radfern enters and begins looking in the work basket for things, 
finally produces some work and sits down with it The front door 
bell rings, and she goes out to open the door, and the sound of her 
voice and her visitor's can be heard a moment later She returns, 
followed by INSPECTOR Stack, a plam-clothes officer, a smart-look- 
mg fellow about forty with an assured authoritative manner Mrs 
Radfern likes the look of him 
Stack Only for the day, eh? 

Mrs Radfern Yes Won’t you sit down‘d 
Stack Thank you 
They both sit 

Mrs Radfern {chattily) Yes, he’s gone to Birmingham on busi- 
ness, just for the day He often goes there 
Stack I see Do you happen to know what time he’ll be back 
to-mght? 

Mrs Radfern He said about eight o’clock 
Stack Then if I called some time after eight, I’d catch him m 
Mrs Radfern Sure to I don’t think he’ll be going out again 
It’ll be either the greenhouse or the wireless for him to-mght 
Stack {respectfully) Very wise of him too, Mrs Radfern I wish 
they’d let me have more mce qmet evemngs at home like that 
Mrs Radfern {enjoying the little chat) Oh— -my husband’s always 
been quite a home bird, you know His business takes him out, of 
course, and sometimes away too, but the minute he’s back, all he 
wants are his shppers and his pipe, and a book or his greenhouse or 
the wireless 

Stack Let me see, he’s m the paper trade, isn’t he*^ 

Mrs Radfern Yes, the wholesale paper trade, not newspapers, 
you know, but paper for pnntmg and wntmg on, and chiefly very 
fine-quahty papers 

Stack {blandly) Good enough for— what shall we say? — ^bank 
notes, eh? 

Mrs Radfern I dare say, but I don’t know exactly But I do 
know it’s wholesale paper he’s m, and always has been 
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Stack Got an office and a warehouse somewhere m the city, I 
suppose’ 

Mrs Radfern Oh yes It’s just off Cloth Fair, you know, by 
R mithfiftld I remember the only time I went there, it was a very warm 
day and you could smell the meat m Simthfield Market — homd it was 
Stack I know Never cared for that smell myself Puts you off 
your beefsteaks And he’s been able to keep going all right, through 
all these bad tunes’ 

Mrs Radfern Yes, Fm sure we can’t grumble He got a bit 
down four or five years ago — ^hke a lot of other people, you know- 

no fault of theirs at all 

Stack (sympathetically) Qmte Just the hard times 
Mrs Radfern That’s it But, however, he’s picked up agam 
wonderfully smce then I’m sure we can’t grumble at all 
Stack And I’m sure you don’t grumble, Mrs Radfern 
Mrs Radfern Why do you say that’ 

Stack (smilmg politely) Well, you don’t look the grumbhng sort 
Mrs Radfern (pleased) Oh, I’ve always beheved in making the 
best of everything We’re only on this earth once, I always say, and 
so we’d better make the best of it (With more energy, though not at 
all rudely) Though why I’m talkmg hke this to a complete stranger, 
I really don’t know Let me see, you didn’t give me your name, 
did you’ 

Stack No I’m sorry Here’s my card (Hands it over ) 

Mrs Radfern (reading) Detective-Inspector Stack, Crimmal 
Investigation Department, New Scotland Yard Goodgraaous' Are 
you from Scotland Yard’ A detective? 

Puts card down in prominent place on the table 
Stack (smilmg) lam Do I look hke one? 

Mrs Radfern I’m sure I don’t know I’ve never seen anybody 
from Scotland Yard before You certainly don’t look hke a pohceman 

Stack Well, that’s somethmg to be thankful for 
Mrs Radfern But what do you want with my husband’ 

Stack (smoothly) Fm only making a few enquiries, and Mr. 
Radffim’s name was given to me as one of the people who might be 
able to give me a httle information I’m sorry to disappomt you, but 
It’s nothmg sensational Nobody murdered No jewels stolen Just 
one of those duU routme commercial cases, 

Mrs RAiamN Well, Fm sure if my husband can help you at all, 
he will. And it’ll amuse him meetmg somebody from Scotland Yard, 
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because he’s very fond of reading these detective stones He’s just 
made me read one with him 

Stack Well, I understand Mr Radfem had some dealmgs with 
one of the firms m question, some years ago, so I thought he might 
be able to give me a httle mformation And then he gets up and down 
a good deal, I thmk, doesn’t he*^ 

Mrs Radeern Yes, he has to get about 

Stack Birmingham, for mstance Of course, that’s not veiy far, 

IS It’ 

Mrs Radeern No, but that’s about the nearest place Some- 
times he goes to Liverpool And Newcastle 
Stack And up into Scotland, I expect’ 

Mrs Radeern Yes, he has to go to Glasgow quite a lot 
Stack Has he really’ Still that’s not so troublesome as having to 
go abroad, after all 

Mrs Radeern Oh — he has to do that sometimes, too 
Stack Yes’ Well, I’m not suipnsed I used to have a fnend in 
the same hne of business and he used to have to go quite often to 
Amsterdam and Brussels 

Mrs Radeern That’s just where my husband has to go some- 
times Amsterdam and Brussels He probably knows this fnend of 
yours 

Stack I wouldn’t be surpnsed if he did 
Mjrs Radeern You must ask him, if you’re calling in to-night 
Stack I will (Rising) I won’t detam you any longer, Mrs 
Radfem I’ll look in again to-mght, if Mr Radfem won’t mmd having 
a pnvate httle chat with me 

Mrs Radeern I’m sure he won’t (Noise of people entering house) 
Just a mmute, that’s my daughter and my sister and her husband 
commg back Do just let me introduce you because they’ll be tembly 
mterested m meetmg a detective from Scotland Yard 

Stack nods, smilmg, and stands half facmg door Elsie* 
Baxley and hto Baxley enter, carrying some small parcels 
They stare at Stack but Mrs Radeern begins before they have 
a chance to speak 

(Playfully ) Now you three. I’ll bet you anythmg you’ll never guess 
who this is 

All three look enquiringly at Stack 
Mrs Baxley (gloomily) Nobody I know 
Baxley (hopefully) The face is famihar 
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Elsie No, I can’t guess 

Mrs. Radfern {pleased with herself) Well, this is Detective 
Inspector Stack from Scotland Yard 

Ft-str, Baxley and Mrs Baxley instantly look the picture of 
dismay, alarm and horror Elsie just stifles a little scream 
Baxley’s jaw drops Mrs Baxley’s eyes nearly pop out of her head 

You needn’t look like that If he’d come to lock you all up, you 
couldn’t look worse {To Stack) I’m Sony, If they’ve all been up 
to somethmg, I don’t know what it is 
Stack Oh, that’s no thing We get used to people looking at us 
hke that Well, I’ll call again to-mght to see Mr Radfern Good 
afternoon 

Moves to the door, and Mrs Radfern follows, to let him out 
The other three, dumb with terror, simply stand watching them 
Mrs Radfern returns at once 

Mrs Radfern Well, I must say you’re a fine lot It’s a wonder 
he didn’t think you were a lot of crooks or something Such a nice 
man, I thou^t, too Supenor, and very gentlemanly manners, I’m 
sure What’s the matter? 

Elsie Mother, was he really from Scotland Yard and wanting to 
see Dad? 

Mrs Radfern Of course 
Baxley My God' Here, Lucy, we’re packing 
Mrs Radfern What do you mean you’re packing"^ What’s the 
matter’ 

Mrs Baxley Arrestmg and pnson and penal servitude’s the 
matter 

Elsie {ready to break dowri) Oh — smother' 

Baxley {moving towards door) Come on, Lucy We’re gettmg out 
of this — ^sharp 

Mrs Radfern {takmg a place m front of door and blocking the way) 
Oh no, you’re not, Bernard, not imtil you’ve told me what’s wrong 
What have you done’ 

Baxley {mdignantly) Me' I’ve done nothmg 

Mrs Baxley No, don’t start trymg to blame it on to us now 

Mrs Radfern Blame what on to you? 

Mrs Baxley Better ask Elsie This isn’t any place for us 
Mrs Radfern Well, it^ gomg to be until you tell me what it is 
you’re all fn^tened of 
Elsie Oh— mother— it’s Dad 
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Mrs Radfern Dad» 

Mrs Baxley {bitterly) Yes, Dad, yoiir precious quiet respectable 
George with his honest pennies 
Elsie It’s true, mother He told us himself, last mght 
Mrs Radfern {exasperated) Told you what, you stupid’ 

Mrs Baxley Told us he was a crook 
Baxley And been one for years 
Mrs Baxley Every penny dishonest 

Baxley Working with a big gang, all the detectives after them 
Mrs Baxley And proud of it, glories in it 
Baxley And he’ll get years and years, penal servitude 
Elsie {tearfully) Oh— mother, it’s true 

Mrs Radfern {loudly) Stop, stop’ {They are quiet, so she con- 
times quietly) Now what is it you’re all trymg to tell me’ What did 
Dad say to you last m^t’ 

Baxley You’d better get Elsie to tell you We’re gomg to pack 
Mrs Radfern No, you’re not Nobody’s leaving this room 
until I understand exactly what all this is about Now who’s gomg 
to tell me’ 

Mrs Baxley Go on, Elsie You tell her 
Elsie Last mght, just before you came back. Dad told us that he 
hadn’t been in the paper busmess for years, but that he’d been a crook 

Mrs Radfern He told you and Lucy and Bernard here 

Elsie And Harold 

Mrs Radfern Oh, he told Harold too, did he’ 

Elsie Yes And he said he’d been a sort of crook for years, and 

that he worked for a big mtemational gang 

Baxley That started m Amenca 
Mrs Radfern I see That started m Amenca Go on 
Elsie And that they swmdled banks, m Amenca, and here in and 
France and all over 

Baxley Counterfeitmg notes and forgmg bonds 
. Mjrs Baxley All sorts of dangerous dirty tncks 
Elsie And that the detectives had been trymg for years to track 
down this gang but they couldn’t manage it, but if he was caugbt, 
he’d get years and years of pnson 
Baxley And so he would too 

Mrs Radfern And that’s what he told all the four of you, is it? 
Elsie Yes— and mother, it’s true And that’s why he has to ke^ 
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going to vanous places, up and down the country, and abroad And 
that’s why Mr Retten comes here such a lot, because he’s working 
for this gang too, and he doesn’t really know anything about green- 
houses — that’s 

BAXtBY Just a bhnd, just a bhnd He’s taken everybody in up to 
now, but this time he’s for it 
Mrs Radfern And he asked you not to tell me*^ 

Mrs Baxley Yes Said you didn’t know, and weren’t to know, 
though I must say how he’s kept it from you all this time beats me 
Mrs Radfern Oh— that’s qmte simple 
Mrs Baxley Is it’ 

Mrs Radfern Certainly it is I can explain in three seconds why 
he’s never told me and yet told you all about it last night 

Baxley Why’ 

Mrs Radfern Because he knew very well that you were four 
silly fools who’d beheve any nonsense he told them, and he knew 
very well he couldn’t come out with that silly stuff in front of me 
Can’t you see he was simply having a game with you’ And serve 
you nght too Just because he likes to be qmet when he’s at home, 
you’ve got it into your heads that he’s a dull old stick I’ve heard you 
say as much, Elsie And you two are as bad And as for your Harold, 
I know what Dad was trymg to do to him— just scanng him away 
(To Elsie ) And is that why you had that letter from him this morn- 
mg, breaking it off, and why you cned your eyes out’ 

Elsie Yes of course 

Mrs Radfern And why you were all so queer and said you 
hadn’t slept last mght? 

Mrs Baxley' {with dignity) Naturally 

Mrs Radfern And why you all got up so early this mommg’ 

Baxley That’s it 

Mrs Radfern Then you’re aU silher than I ever thought you 
were ' 

Elsie But mother, it’s true 

Mrs Radfern Of course it isn’t true Not a word of truth in it 
Do you think I wouldn’t have known? How you could ever have 
thought It was true, I can’t imagme 

Baxley It’s all nght talking like that 

Mrs Radfern And now 1 suppose you thought that Inspector 
had come to arrest him If you want to know, that Inspector was qnly 

making some enquiries about a commerraal case 

[ 46 ] 



ACT n 


LABURNUM GROVE 


SCENE n 


Baxley That’s what he says 

Mrs Radfern Oh — ^have some sense, Bernard, even if you have 
been to Singapore Do you think I’d be cahnly tallong about it hke 
this if I thought for a mmute Dad had ever done anythmg wrong’ 

Mrs Baxley Well, you don’t know he hasn’t 
Baxley We heard him last mght, remember — ^not you 

Mrs Radfern I know that story he told you last mght was all 
nonsense, just made up to tease you and frighten you 

Elsie (hopefully) Oh mother, do you think it was’ 

Mrs Radfern I tell you, I know it was 
Baxley But you can’t prove it 

Mrs Radfern (triumphantly) I can (She goes to table and picks 
up the book there ) You see this book It’s called The Great Bank 
Mystery I’ve just read it, and Dad’s just read it And if you want 
to know all the rest of that story about the international gang of bank 
swindlers and bond forgers that started in Amenca, you’ll find it in 
this book 

Baxley (sitting down and mopping forehead) Well, I’ll be damned • 
Elsie (loyfully) Mother' (Hugs her) 

Mrs Baxley (gnanblmg) Well, that’s a mce tnck, frightening 
people with a lot of silly stuff out of a detective tale' 

Baxley Yes, it’s a bit thick 

Mrs Baxley (indignantly) It’s a lot thick 

Mrs Radfern (suddenly beginning to laugfi) Dad’s a monkey 

Mrs Baxiey And I call it a foul monkey tnck, too I’ve had an 
awful day Every time I’ve set eyes on a pohceman I’ve shivered, and 
when I fbimd that detective here my heart stopped and my blood 
went cold I might easily be ill after this 

Baxley Well, I must say it’s not my idea of a joke 

Mrs Radfern (still laughmg) Evidently not, Bernard But it 
seems to be George’s And very well he did it too, though he’ll hear 
something from me about it when he comes back 

Elsie (happily) Oh, I don’t care now Everything’s different It’s 
been awful I’ll never say anybody’s dull agam— never, never, never 
I don’t care how dull they are It’s all mce and safe and sensible again 
now Lovely 

She humes out 

Mrs Radfern Well, she’s feehng a lot better already It w^ silly 
of George to frighten her like that Poor Elsie' 
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Mrs Baxley And what about us, Dorothy*? Weren’t we 
frightened, too’ 

Baxley I’ve been womed to death about George ever since he 
told us that story 

Mrs Baxley So have I And I do think, Dorothy, that George 
owes us some consideration after this silly tnck he’s played on us 

Mrs Rajdfern You do, eh’ 

Mrs Baxley Yes, I do He’s not been as pleasant as he might 
have been these last few days, and I hope he’ll reahse now that the 
least thing he can do is to help Bernard to buy that httle business 
we’ve talked about 

Baxley Well, seeing you’ve mentioned it, Lucy, I might as well 
say that’s what I feel too He’s had his fun 

Mrs Rajdfern (very quietly) And now he must pay for it Is 
that It’ 

Baxley Oh— you can’t put it like that But you know our posi- 
tion, Dorothy If George can let me have a temporary loan of a few 
hundreds and we can stay on here until the deal goes through 

Mrs Baxley I don’t think you can object to that, Dorothy And 
you can tell him how much he’s upset me with that silly joke of his 

Mrs Radfern (quietly, but decisively) Just a minute I want to 
understand you properly You both feel that, after this, I ought to 
persuade George to let you have the money and I also ought to ask 
you to stay on until you’ve bought the busmess you’re after Is 
that It’ 

Baxley Yes, that’s it 

Mrs Radfern Well, Lucy — and Bernard— I’m going to tell you 
straight what I think about it I think— you’re both the hnut And 
I see now that Dad was nght about you and I was wrong 

Mrs Baxley What do you mean’ 

Mrs Radfern I mean that he was n^t in not wanting to put 
up with you any longer You’re my relations, not his You’ve taken 
advantage of his good-nature, and so have I, through you You’ve 
stayed here and borrowed money from him too often He’d had 
enough of it when he told you that story last night And now I’ve 
had enough of it too 

Baxley But here, half a mmute, what have we done? 

Mrs Radfern You’ve shown me qmte plainly you don’t really 
care tuppence about him, and that you’re only here to get what you 
can out of him Only a few mmutes ago, when you thought he was m 
trouble and might he arrested, what did you do? All you thought 
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about was yourselves You wanted to pack up and go at once I 
had to stop you going out of that door Well, now I’m not stopping 
you You can pack and go as soon as you like 

Mrs Baxley and Baxley look at one another Elsie enters, 
and looks enquiringly from one to the other of them, 

Mrs Baxley That’s a nice thing to say to a sister, isn’t it’ 

Mrs Radfern No, it isn’t, but that’s how I feel, Lucy 
Baxley More shame to you Come on, Lucy We’ll pack I’m 
not staying where I’m not wanted {Goes to door, Mrs Baxley 
following Then, turning at door ) I’d laugh now if the old boy really 
was a wrong ’im all the time 

Mrs Radfern Well, you’ll have to find something else to laugh 
at, Bernard 

Mrs Baxley {bitterly, at door) That oughtn’t to be difficult— here 
They go out 

Elsie Are they gomg’ 

Mrs Radfern Yes I told them to They’ve been sponging on 
Dad long enough and they’re not gomg to get anythmg else out of 
him Wanted to bolt as soon as they thought he was in trouble {As 
Elsie goes to telephone) What are you going to do? 

Elsie I’m going to tell Harold it was all Dad’s nonsense At least 
I’m gomg to ask him to come here, so that I can tell him 
Mrs Radfern He broke it off, didn’t he, after what he heard last 
night? 

Elsie Yes 

Mrs Radfern* Another one that was found out 
Elsie WeU, mother, you can’t blame him for not wantmg to be 
engaged to the daughter of a crook 
Mrs Radfern {sharply, derisively) Can’t you’ 

Elsie {doing her best) No, of course you can’t 
Mrs Radfern Can't you'^ 

Elsie {confusedly) No Yes— I suppose you can 
Mrs Radfern Of course you can blame him He ought to have 
been ready to stick to you, whatever your father turned out to be 
And you know it I can see Dad’s right about your Harold He’s a 
weak-kneed, shuffling boy— just out for what he can safely get 
Elsie You’ve no right to say that, mother I don’t blame Harold 
really for biealong it off And anyhow he deserves another chance 
ru teU him it was all a joke 
Mrs Radfern If you do, I’ll be ashamed of you 
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Elsie What for’ 

Mrs Radfern Well, where’s your pride’ 

F-tjur I don’t see where my pnde comes in After all, it was a joke 
Mrs Radeern This is where your pride comes m, or ought to 
come in He’s proved already that he’s not sufficiently fond of you 
to marry you whatever your father is 
Elsie {hurt by this) Don’t — mother 

Mrs Radfern And now you want to tell him it’s all nght If it 
was me, I wouldn’t have him on those terms You get him up here — 
give him a last chance if you hke — but don’t tell him that last mght 
was a joke Let him think it’s still serious and then ask him if he still 
wants to break off the engagement finally That’ll be a fair test 
Elsie All nght, mother. I’ll do that (Begins dialling at telephone ) 
I’ll sunply ask him to come and see me, and then when he comes, I 
won’t say a word about last mght’s business not bemg true Hello, 
I want Mr Harold Russ 

Mrs Radfern (moving to kitchen) And I want a cup of tea 


Qluck Curtain 



ACT III 


Scene Same as Act Two 

The book and the Inspector’s card are still prominent on the table in 
centre In front not far from the door into the house is a fairly 
large suitcase, with a hat and raincoat on top of it Baxley is dis- 
covered poking about the room, lookmg for something He is out 
of temper, though not furiously angry 
Baxley {going to door mto house and calling) I say, Lucy Lucy 
Is my cigarette case up there‘s {Pauses, listenmg to reply ) It isn’t I’ve 
just looked for it Oh, all nght 

Gives a final glance round the room, but can't see it Then goes 
over to his ramcoat and carefully searches pockets He finds the 
case m one of them, opens it and discovers that it is empty He 
goes to the sideboard, finds a box of cigarettes there and— after 
one glance over his shotdder— fills his case from the box, fmally 
lighting one Then he puts the case in his pocket, and replaces the 
raincoat on the suitcase As he does this, the front door bell rings 
He hesitates a moment, then goes out, re-entering a moment later, 
followed by Harold 
Harold Isn’t Elsie in’ 

Baxley Yes, she’U be down in a minute She’s helpmg my wife 
to finish her packmg 
Harold What’ You off’ 

Baxley Yes Night tram to Scotland — ^Dundee Got a brother 
there Nothing for me down here, you know 
Harold {sceptically) No? 

Baxley Oh no Not the right sort of openmg They tried to 
persuade me to take an agency for busmess supphes — exclusive 
agency too — chap called Simpson — ^I said ‘What’s the good of busi- 
ness supphes, when busmess itself is so bad’’ That stumped him 
Mmd you, there’s an openmg there — m a small way Might suit a 
youngster hke yourself But no good to me So I’m on the move 
I hke to be on the move, always did Bit of a roamer, you know, 
old man, bit of a roamer 
Harold {sceptical) Sez you 

Baxley What’s the sez you about We’re not domg a talkie 
Harold No, but you’re not gomg to tell me that you’re cleanng 
out so suddenly just because you hke travellmg 
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Baxley Oh’ 

Harold No, I know why you’re going, and I don’t blame you 
Baxley Very good of you, old man, but still I don’t know what 
you’re talkmg about 

Harold And I think if I’d any sense, I wouldn’t be here either 
Baxley Of course you wouldn’t Marriage is a mug’s game, you 
can take it from me 

Harold I’m not talkmg about mamage 
Baxley Then why shouldn’t you be here’ — Oh — you mean 
because of what he told us last mght? 

Harold Yes, of course 
Baxley And you still beheve that? 

Harold Yes, don’t you’ 

Baxley Of course not All a joke Bit of leg-puUing, that’s all 
We’re always pulhng one another’s legs here, you know Sometimes 
I pull his leg, sometimes he puUs mme Last mght it was his turn 
Harold It was his turn all nght 

Baxley And he’s taken you in all this time Well, you surprise 
me I thought you were smart In the second-hand car trade, too 
Harold Was it a joke? 

Baxley Yes All rot Out of a book There’s the book 
Harold Look here, are you sure? 

Baxley Well, I know a book when I see one 
Harold Yes, but I mean — ^are you sure it did come from that 
book and it was a joke? 

Baxley I keep telhng you, don’t I? If you don’t want to beheve 
me, don’t It doesn’t matter to me 
Harold Oh well, I do beheve you Does Elsie know? 

Baxley Yes She knows 

Harold I suppose she’s asked me to come so that she can tell 
me, though she could have done that on the telephone 
Baxley {looking curnmg) Perhaps she isn’t gomg to tell you 
Harold Of course she’s gomg to teU me Why shouldn’t she? 
Baxley She might be gomg to try you out 
Harold Tiy me out? Oh— I see, pretend it wasn’t a joke Keep 
the old man’s game up for him, eh? 

Baxley It’s a possibihty, isn’t it? 

Harold Yes Look here, don’t teU her you’ve told me that it 
was an a joke 
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Baxley I won’t tell her I hope it works — ^with her and her father 
too Serve ’em nght 

Harold What do you mean — serve them right‘d Do you mean 
I’d serve them right, because if you do, you’re being very insulting 
Baxley Then that isn’t what I mean (Looks at his watch ) Time’s 
going on (Goes to door and shouts outside ) I say, it’s time we were 
off Well, come on, then Oh, all nght 

He goes out, and after a moment, Elsie enters 
Elsie HeUo, Harold 

Harold Hello, Elsie You see, I came as soon as I could 
He tries to kiss het, hut she fends him off 
Elsie No, I want to talk first 
Harold Oh, all right Well, let’s talk then 
Elsie Wait a mmute My uncle and aunt are just gomg 

Enter Mrs Baxley, dressed for travelling and carrying a small 
case 

Mrs Baxley Oh— you’re here agam, are you*^ 

Harold Yes — do you nund*? 

Mrs Baxley It doesn’t matter to me who’s here, though I know 
one who won’t be here agam for a long time — ^not if some people beg 
on their bended knees — and that’s me 
Elsie Must you go now, Aunt Lucy"^ 

Mrs Baxley Your Uncle Bernard says so, if we’re going to get 
that tram 

Elsie You won’t wait to say good-bye to mother? She’ll be back 
in a minute 

Mrs Baxley No, thank you If I could wait, I wouldn’t But 
you can give her one message from me 
Elsie What’s that’ 

Mrs Baxiey Just remmd her, from me, that there’s no smoke 
without fire That’s all No smoke without fire 
Eiter Baxley, carrymg another bag 
Mrs Baxley Here you are then I’m all ready 
Baxley What about a taxi’ 

Mrs Baxley We’re not havmg any taxis We can go to the 
station by Tube, can’t we? 

Baxley Yes, but what about from here to the Tube’ 

Mrs Baxley We can walk that ^ 

Baxley Yes, but what about these bags? 
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Harold {maliciously) It’s ten nunutes’ walk 

Mrs Baxley Ten minutes’ walk won’t kill us 

Baxley It won’t kill you but it will kill me, carrying these bags 
(Tries them ) This comes of givmg the old country a chance Cany- 
mg bags It’s a good job some of the chaps I knew out East can’t 
see me now 

Mrs Baxley (coldly) What chaps’ 

Baxley' Well— the chaps — ^you know — out East 

Mrs Baxley Anybody would think you’d been Emperor of 
Chma to hear you talk What chaps’ 

Baxley (shouting) Never mind what chaps I don’t hke carrying 
these damned bags So there 

Mrs Baxley Well, you’ll have to put up with it for once Good- 
bye, Elsie (Kisses her perfunctorily ) And just try and be sensible, 
though that won’t always be easy m this house (To Harold) 
Good-bye 

Harold Good-bye 

Mrs Baxley (very grimly) Pleased to have met you Come on, 
Bernard 

She stalks out 

Baxley (grappling with bags) Ten nunutes’ walk' It’s murder 
I’ve known stronger chaps than me strain their hearts doing silly 
thmgs hke this 

Elsie Never nund, uncle, you’ll be able to have a good rest in 
the tram 

Baxley (grumbling) Good rest' It’s a stopping train to Dimdee 
m be able to take root Well, good-bye 

Harold Good-bye 

Elsie Good-bye, uncle 

Baxley Good-bye, Elsie (Groans ) Good-bye 

Goes out, followed by Elsie, with Harold going as far as the 
door You hear the Older door banged to, then Elsie returns 

Harold They’re clearing off suddenly, aren’t they? 

Elsie Yes, as soon as they thought we were in trouble, they wanted 
to pw;k up and go, and that made mother angry 

Harold (ptazled) In trouble? You mean, because of what your 
lather told us last night? 

Elsie Oh— it went further than that, because they thought some- 
body was oommg here to arrest Dad So they wanted to go at once 

154 ) 



ACT m 


LABURNUM GROVE 


So then mother told them to go She doesn’t like people who leave 
you m the lurch, and {meaningly) I don’t either 
Harold But wait a mmute There isn’t anybody coming here to 
arrest your father’ 

Elsie (watching hint) Perhaps 

Harold (watchmg her, with famt smile) Well — I don’t care 
Elsie (eagerly) Harold — do you mean that? 

Harold (whose tone must suggest insincerity) Yes, I do I really 
came to tell you how sorry I was — and am — about the way I 
went oflf last mght and the letter I wrote to you You see — hadn’t 
time to think The whole thmg completely took me by surpnse 
Elsie You hadn’t tune to think about — ^what’ 

Harold About you And me When all that stuff came out, last 
m^t, all I felt — as any honest man would — ^was that I must keep 
out of this And for the moment — ^well — suppose I mixed you up 
m It I reahse now that’s where I was wrong It’s got nothing to do 
with us what your father is and does 
Elsie Do you reaUy mean that, Harold’ 

Harold (uneasily) Yes, Elsie 
Elsie (gravely) Are you sure’ 

Harold (still uneasy) Well — yes 

Elsie Thmk of the disgrace, though, if Dad is found out 
Harold (with mock nobility) Never imnd We’H stick it (Then 
hesitating ) And, after all, your father was exaggeratmg it, wasn’t he’ 
Elsie Was he’ 

Harold You know he was I should think he’s rather a leg- 
puller, anyhow, isn’t he’ 

Elsie (solemnly) Oh no Dad isn’t That’s not hke him at all 
Now, Uncle Bernard — ^you know, the one who was here just now — 
he’d say anjdhmg for tuppence You can’t beheve a word he says 
Harold (uneasily) Can’t you? 

Elsie Good Lord, no' He’s an awful mischief-maker and a har 
I hope he hasn’t said anythmg to you 
Harold Er— no — of course not 

Elsie (watching hmi) That’s all right then, because you simply can’t 
beheve him Dad’s quite different 
Harold Look here — ^I don’t qmte understand this 
Elsie (who is now standing m front of the centre tcdile) Well, it 
doesn’t matter, does it? After all, the important thmg is — us 
Haroed Oh yes — of course 
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Elsie That’s all that matters, isn’t it? 

Harolo (approaching her) Yes 

F.tstr (edging away) No, I’m not going to kiss you— just yet 

Harold (moving) Oh — come on, Elsie 

Elsie You must remember, Harold, you upset me tembly — ^run- 
ning away hke that last night and then wnting me that letter I haven’t 
got over It yet 

Harold Well, I’ve told you it’s all right now 

Elsie Yes, it may be for you, but it isn’t for me I’d given you 
up, you see And it’H take me a very long time to get very fond of 
you all over again 

Harold No, it won’t 

Elsie (who now puts the table between them) Yes, it will Besides, 
I want to talk And if you’re bssing, you can’t talk Senously 

Harold Well, we don’t need to talk senously (They are now 
standing, looking at each other across the table ) I’ve told you, I want 
you and I don’t care now what your father is and does 

He catches sight of the card on the table and stares at it 

Elsie What’s the matter? 

Harold (wieasily) I suppose this is part of the joke, too? 

Elsie (coolly) Oh — ^the card No, the man left it when he came 
here this afternoon 

Harold An Inspector from Scotland Yard‘d 

Elsie Yes, he came here this afternoon, to see Dad And he’s 
commg agam to-mght 

Harold My God' 

Elsie (watching hm) Oh— I was tembly upset at first, but I’ve 
got over it now 

Harold (angrdy) Look here, what’s gomg on here’ First, your 
father tells us all that stuff about bemg a crook, and then your uncle 
tells me it’s all a joke, and now you say there’s somebody coming 
from Scotland Yard 

Elsie So uncle told you it was all a joke? 

Harold (sulkily) If you must know— yes 

ELisaE And you didn’t tell me he told you You let me tbink you 
didn’t know 

Harold Well, what does that matter? 

ELsas It matters a lot 

Harold (flmgmg aweQ>, then tummg on hen) I’m fed up wifih this 
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Is It a joke or isn’t it’ And if it is a joke, why did this chap from 
Scotland Yard come here’ 

Elsie You’d better wait and ask him He’ll be here soon 
Harold (nervously) I’m not going to wait for him, I can tell you 
that It’s no busmess of mine 
Noise outside 

Elsie (scornfully) There’s somebody there now Hadn’t you better 
go while there’s time’ 

Enter Radfern and Fletten 

Radfern {heartily) HeUo, Elsie I found Joe Fletten here waiting 
on the doorstep Hello, what’s the matter’ 

Elsie I think you’d better go now, Harold 
Radfern (to Harold, rather grimly) I thought you had gone — 
for good 

Elsie So did I, this mommg But I thought I’d give him another 
chance And now you can tell him. Dad 
Radfern Tell him what’ 

Elsie You can tell him what we found out from mother this after- 
noon, that what you said last mght was aU a joke and that Harold 
ran away for nothmg 

Radfern Oh— you’ve found that out, have you’ 

Elsie Yes, mother showed us the book — ^it’s this one, isn’t it’ — 
you got all that stuff out of 

Fletten What stuff’ Or is this pnvate and confidential’ 

Elsie No, it isn’t Dad, last mght, pretended he was a crook 

Fletten (humorously shocked) Mr Radfern, how could you' 
Elsie And told us a lot of stuff he got out of this book We all 
beheved him at the time, and Harold here still thinks it’s true and 
wants to run away 

Fletten (severely to Harold) Do you mean to say you could 
beheve for one mmute that my friend, Mr Radfern, was a crook? 
Mr Radfern of all people* 

Radfern Oh, he swallowed it all nght 
Harold (sulkily) And so did everybody else 
Fletten Where’s your mtelhgence, young man’ Where’s your 
what’s It’— you know— sense of character Mr Radfern a crook* 
You’ll be thinkmg I’m a crook next 
Elsie (demurely) We all did 

fletten What me* Poor old Joe Fletten, who never did anybody 
any harm And is this your idea of a joke, Mr Radfern’ 
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Radfern Sony, Joe Just a bit of fun on my part But I thought 
It might catch one or two people 
FuEnTEN {seyerely, looking at Harold) And it seems to have done 
Radfern Have your Aunt Lucy and Uncle Bernard gone‘s 
P.T.sTR Yes, but that was because mother told them to go 
Radfern That’s all nght, as long as they’ve gone 
Fletien (to Harold) Don’t you thmk you might apologise to one 
or two of us*^ 

Harold No, I don’t (To Elsie) Look here, I’ve had enough 
of this 

Elsie (sadly) All nght, Harold I gave you a chance, you know 
Dad was right after all Good-bye 
Harold (as if about to break out angrily) Oh— good mght 

Swings ay/ay and goes out quickly with Radfern following hwi 
to the door Elsie remains quite still Flettbn looks at her, clears 
hts throat as if to spetdc, thinks better of it and coughs instead, 
then hums a little When Radfern returns, Mrs Radfern, 
dressed in her outdoor thmgs, follows him in 
Mrs Radfern Good evemng, Mr Fletten (To Elsie) So Lucy 
and Bernard have gone‘s 

Elsie Yes, quarter of an hour ago And so has Harold 
Mrs Radfern I know that I nearly bumped into him at the 
front gate Has he — gone for good? 

Elsie (rather unhappily) Yes Tried and tested — ^and found 
wantmg 

Radfern Never mmd, Hsie I’ll think of somethmg veiy nice to 
make up for it 

Flettbn Young man actually thou^t your husband and me was 
a pair of crooks or somethmg The cheek of it' 

Mrs Radfern Oh— that was only George’s nonsense, last mght 
And a very silly thmg to do, too. Dad 
Flettbn I can’t understand how anybody beheved it for a nunute 
Mrs Radfern Well, I must say, I’m surpnsed, too 
Radfern I did it veiy well 

Flettbn (sententiously) Well, I wouldn’t have thought you had it 
m you, Mr Radfern, to play a part like that well — eVen for a bit of 
a joke And I doubt if it’s anything to joke about 
Mrs Radfern I rather agree with you there, Mr Fletten 
Fletten (as before) We oughtn’t to tnfle with our good names— 
even in fun Ttet’s what I feel 
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Radhbrn (dryly) And it does you credit 

Elsie (as she begms moving towards door) As a matter of fact, it 
wasn’t anythmg Dad had said, but that card that caught Harold out 
to-night 

Radfbrn What card’ 

Elsie (turning in doorway) That one on the table 
Goes out 

Mrs Radfern (arrayed) Oh — ^how absurd’ She means the one 
left by the man from Scotland Yard 
Flettbn (alarmed) From where’ 

Radfbrn (quietly) What’s this about, then, mother’ 

Mrs Radfbrn Well, it’s all rather amusmg It happened that a 
Detective-Inspector from Scotland Yard called to see you this after- 
noon — & very mce man mdeed, and we had qmte a mce httle chat 

Fletten (with glances of despair at Radfbrn) Did you now’ 

Mrs Radfbrn And he left his card But what was so amusing 
was that Elsie and her aunt and uncle arrived before he’d gone and 
you ought to have seen their faces when I told them he was from 
Scotland Yard You’d have screamed 
Fletten (who is wearing the same sort of face they had) I know 
I should Oh — ^very amusing 

Radfbrn (putting up a good show) Oh — yes, that’s good Ha, 
ha, ha' 

Flettbn (not so good) Isn’t it’ Ha, ha, ha' 

Radfbrn Did he say what he’d come for’ 

Mrs Radfbrn Yes Of course it was somethmg and nothmg 
Just some enquiries he was making in connection with a commercial 
case I told him to come back to-night He’ll be here any minute 
now, I expect You ought to have a good chat 
Radfbrn I’m sure we shall 

Mrs Radfbrn Well, I’ll go and take my things off and see what 
sort of mess Lucy and Bernard have made of their room upstairs 
Goes out 

Flettbn Look here, what’s the idea? 

Radfbrn I don’t know 

Fletten I don’t beheve m that commercial case he’s come to 
make a few enquiries about 
Radfbrn Neither do I 

Flettbn Look here, I don’t like this 

Radfbrn Now don’t get into a panic Take it easy, but keep on 
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your toes Listen, you’ve got to stay here I can’t risk letting you 
go now Besides, there may be a lot to do Now the mmute we hear 
hiTTij I want you to go out through the greenhouse and sit on the 
grass on the other side, so you can’t be seen 
Flbtten Well, somebody’ll see me 

Radfern Yes, but this chap won’t or anybody he’s got with him 
Doesn’t matter about the neighbours Look as if you’re studying 
botany 

Fi^tien I can’t look as if I’m studymg botany 
Radfern Well, look as if you’re half tight and are faUmg asleep 
Fletten I can do that all right 
Front door bell rings 

Radfern And don’t come out until you hear me calhng you, but 
when you do hear me calhng you, don’t lose a second Understand’ 
Outside, quick And keep down 

Fletten goes out through door at back, closing it behind him 
Radfern goes through door mto house, and then re-enters, 
folloM^ed by Stack 
Radfern Take a seat. Inspector 
Stack Thanks 
Radfern Have a drink’ 

Stack No, thanks 

They both sit down, preferably near the table 
Radfern This is very mteresting I’ve never had the pleasure of 
talkmg to anybody from Scotland Yard before 
Stack No, I don’t suppose you have, Mr Radfern 
Radfern Must have a very excitmg life, you chaps Different 
from some of us 

Stack It’s not as excitmg as people seem to think Most of it’s 
dull routine, and very long hours at that Not many qmet evemngs 
at home 

Radfern Ah — ^that’s a pity 

Stacks Yes, Mrs Radfern was teUing me this afternoon that you 
liked to be quiet at home, with your greenhouse and so forth 
Radfern Yes My wife and daughter often laugh at me They 
think I’m a very dull old stick , 

Stack StiU, I’ve known wives and children go sadly wrong about 
men, and think they were leadmg one sort of hfe when all the time 
they were leading a veiy different sort of life 
Radfern Is that so? I’ve never struck that myself 
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Stack (meaningly) Really*^ Are you sure’ 

Radfern Well, I can’t recall a case at the moment 
Stack (meanmgly) You surprise me 

Radfern But if there’s anything I can teU you, I’ll be only too 
pleased, though I can’t imagme why you’ve taken the trouble to come 
and see me 

Stack Trouble’s nothmg to us, Mr Radfern, if the case is big 
enough 

He idly reaches out for book and looks at title 
Radfern I can well beheve that 
Stack (holding up book) Have you read this’ 

Radfern What is it’ Oh — Tne Great Bank Mystery Yes, I 
fimshed it yesterday 
Stack What do you think of it’ 

Radfern Oh — ^very entertainmg But like most of these things, 
very far-fetched Have you read it’ 

Stack Yes, I have 

Radfern What do you think of it’ 

Stack Well, as you say, it’s rather far-fetched The swmdlers 
work on far too big a scale, to start with 
Radfern Yes, I should think so 

Stack All the same, though, it remmds me of a case we’ve been 
workmg at now — one or other of us — for over three years 
Radfern Really' Now I call that mterestmg And over three 
years, you say 

Stack Yes, over three years And no trouble and reasonable 
expense spared Mmd you, we’ll win in the end We can’t lose 
Radfern Well, Inspector, I should hope not We taxpayers want 
to see something for our money 

Stack We’re sometimes very slow 

Radfern But you’re sure Isn’t that it? 

Stack That’s it, hfr Radfern You see, for the last four years, 
at least, there’s been a gang — a very clever, well-orgamsed gang — 
who’ve been engaged m counterfeiting bank notes and Treasury notes 
Radfern No? I shouldn’t have thought it could be done, these 
days 

Stack This gang operates here in England and also abroad, 
chiefly fl:om Amsterdam and Brussels Some of the notes are pnnted 
there, some of them here Here’s one of their notes Perhaps you’d 
like to see it 
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Brings out pocket-book and produces pound note 
Radfern I would 

He brings out handkerchief and takes up note by one comer with 
a bit of handkerchief between his fingers and the note 
Stack You needn’t handle it as carefully as all that, Mr Radfem 
Radeern Well, I thought one couldn’t be too careful 
Stack (softly) If I wanted your fingeiprmts, you know, I could 
think of better ways of getting them 

Radfern (examining note, laughs) Never occurred to me I 
always thought this fingerprint business chiefly belonged to these 
detective yams Well, y’know, if this is a fake, it would take me in 
I’m no expert, of course, but I’m in the paper trade, you know 

Stack (significantly) So I understand, Mr Radfem 

Radfern I wouldn’t have hesitated a minute givmg anybody 
eight half-crowns for this chap Isn’t it marvellous what they can 
do Never would have thought it' 

Stack Surpnsmg, isn’t it*^ Oh — ^they’re a clever lot 
Radfern They must be 
Stack Humph' 

Radfern Humph' 

Stack They’ve been clever at gettmg the right sort of paper, and 
with their engravmg and pnnting, and with the way they’ve dis- 
tnbuted the slush 
Radfern Slush’ 

Stack Slush And the Treasury and the banks haven’t given us 
a mmute’s peace about this case But at last we’re gettmg results 
Radfern Splendid' 

Stack Yes, himdreds of httle details that haven’t meant anythmg 
much for months are now beginmng to look like somethmg 
Radfern Just like a jigsaw puzzle, eh? 

Stack That’s it Of course there are still a few pieces missing, 
but not many— not many It’s only a matter of t ime now 

RADaFERN That’s good, isn’t it’ You must be feehng very pleased 
with yourselves, eh’ 

SXACK We’d feel better still if we could just mop it all up now 
Rapeern (sympathetically) Of course you would 
SlWss., You see — ^this is how it often works m these cases — ^I hope 
Fm, m% bonng you, Mr Radfem 
Rai^ern Not at aU, Inspector Very mterestmg 
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Stack It works like this We come across a mce httle nest of 
clues m — say — ^Birmingham 

Radpbrn Birmingham will do I was there only to-day 

Stack And among these clues is a name, just one of several names 
in a notebook And that name may turn up somewhere else — perhaps 
m Glasgow— perhaps m Amsterdam Well, the owner of that name 
is perhaps passmg hims elf off as an ordmary respectable citi 2 Bn and 
busmess man And he think s he’s safe Do you follow me? 

Radffw (peaming, but with sardonic emphasis) Yes, I should 
t hink I do Poor devil I can see it all This chap imagines he’s safe 
And of course he isn’t because you’ve got a lot of evidence against 
him 

Stack Yes, a lot of evidence 

Radfern (as before, but with more emphasis) And of course it’s 
sohd evidence, cast-iron sohd evidence that wouldn’t make you look 
silly if you took such a quiet respectable chap mto a pohce court 

Stack (now taking up the challenge) No, that’s not quite it, 
because m this mstance, we haven’t bothered to pile up the sohd 
evidence yet But we’ve got one or two mterestmg httle bits Would 
you like to hear them*? 

Radfern I would, Inspector 

Stack Well — ^for example — we know that a member of this 
counterfeiting nng amved m Glasgow from the contment on the 
twenty-third of last month and was met by one of his confederates 
here And we’re pretty sure we can prove that this quiet respectable 
citizen we’re talkmg about was also there, m Glasgow, on the twenty- 
third of last month 

Radfern In Glasgow on the twenty-third of last month? You 
know, that renunds me of somethmg The twenty-third? (He takes 
out pocket diary and consults it ) Not that I was m Glasgow As a 
matter of fact I was m 

Stack (quickly, triumphantly, standing) Newcastle And so was 
this man who came from the contment Not m Glasgow at all That 
was a little trap and you walked straight into it 

Radfern (very calmly) Did I’ I’m afiaid I don’t quite foUow 
you there. Inspector Bit too sharp for me, I expect. 

Stack (gnmly) I shouldn’t be surpnsed 

Radfern But what I was going to say was that I remember the 
twenty-third of last mcmth because the Bowling Club here had an 
outmg that day— up the nver first and then fimshed off at the Pall- 
adium — and I was with them About twenty of us, there were 
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Stack {disappointed) Humph' 

Radfern {quietly, but forcibly) Now that’s what I was meanmg, 
you know. Inspector Isn’t that what they call an alibi WeU, you 
know, if I was that man and you were silly enough to rush me into 
court, that’s the sort of thing— an ahbi like that — ^which would make 
you all look very foohsh, I imagme Mmd you, I know nothmg about 
it — ^but I’ve read some of these detective tales 
Stack away, then suddenly swings round) If you were that 
man we’re talking about, do you know what I’d say to you‘> 
Radfern I can’t imagme 

Stack I’d say to you straight out, look here, we know you’ve 
been m this, but as yet we can’t prove it, though sooner or later we’ll 
be able to prove it But as the case has dragged on long enough and 
we want qmck results, don’t wait like a fool imtil we can put you in 
the dock, where nobody’s going to have any mercy on you, but teU 
us all you know now— help us to clean the whole thmg up — ^and we 
won’t even try to prove anything agamst you 

Radfern Well, of course, I can’t answer for this man 

Stack {sardonically) Never mind Make an effort and try 
Radfern I fancy the first thing he’d say is that you’re bluffing 
Stack And do you know what I’d reply to that, just to show 
him we weren’t bluffing’ First, I’d simply give him two addresses 
59, Pool Road, Glasgow And, 17, Bellmgham Street, Newcastle 
Radfern {admiringly) Just two addresses, hke that Isn’t that 
mterestmg, now’ 

Stack (jgnmly) Oh — ^he’d find it mterestmg all nght Then I’d 
give him two names Peter Korderman and Wilham Frazerly No 
bluffing there, you see We know about Korderman and Frazerly 
Radfern {keeping it up) You know. Inspector, this is as good as 
any of the films and detective tales to me Better It’s a treat Go on 
Stack All nght Seemg that I’m puttmg some of my cards on 
the table, I might as well put this one {He produces half a playing 
card, the Knave of Diamonds ) What do you think of that? 

Radfern {exammmg the card) Half a Jack of Diamonds That’s 
grand But you’re not gomg to tell me these chaps you’re after use 
a thing like this? 

Stack {ironically) We’ve got an idea they do Sort of visitmg 
card, you know, Mr Radfern Quite romantic, isn’t it? 

Radfern {shaking his head) That’s the trouble It seems a Int too 
romantic to me. 

Stack What do you mean? 
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Radbern {apologetically) Well, of course, I don’t know anythmg 
about these tlungs 

Stack {grimly) No, no We know all about that 

Radbern But I’d say offhand that this tom card business looks 
like a bit of leg-pulling Too much in the story-book style, you know 
Sherlock Holmes Edgar Wallace I can imagme some chaps — ^you 
know, chaps who like a bit of fun— just planting somethmg hke this 
card on you, to keep you guessmg and to amuse you {Gives the card 
back) And that Carl Kordeiman you mentioned 

Stack Peter Korderman 

Radbern Peter Korderman, then Well {shakmg his head) he 
doesn’t sound qmte real to me, you know. Inspector Perhaps that’s 
another bit of leg-pulhng 

Stack stares at him speculatively, grunts, then walks away 

Stack {suddenly turning) Now hsten, Radfem Let’s drop this 
nonsense and talk straight 

Radbern Go on 

Stack {accusmgly) You’re in this counterfeiting game I know 
damned well you are, and you know I know That’s straight taHong, 
isn’t It’ 

Radbern I don’t know whether it’s straight or not, but it seems 
to be very offensive taUang 

Stack Well, here’s some more We want convictions, of course, 
but what we want even more than that is to break up the rmg as soon 
as possible, because the Treasury and the banks are at us all the time 
Tell us all you know now, put the game mto our hands, and we’ll 
forget about you And you know what it means if we don’t forget 
about you There’ll be none of this my-first-offence-and-I-didn’t- 
know-any-better humbug for you if you do find yourself m court 
You’ll get as much as the judge can give you, and that’s plenty Now 
what do you say’ 

Radbern {impressively) This is what I say. Inspector Stack. My 
name is George Radfem, and I’m m the paper trade and can prove 
It I hve at Femdale, Laburnum Grove, Shooters Green, where Fm 
well known as a decent respectable citizen and a householder I’ve 
been swmdled myself m my time, but if ever I’ve mjured any man, 
woman or child in this country, then it’s news to me And you haven’t 
enough evidence agamst me to take me to that door And you 
know It 

Stack Give me a bit more time, and I’ll take you a lot further 
than that door. 
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There IS a knock at the door Mrs looks m, smiling 

Mrs Radeern OL— good evening. Inspector 

Stack Good evening, Mrs Radfem 

Mrs Radfern Excuse me intemipting you for a minute, but I’ve 
left my scissors down here (Comes in, looks for them, and finds them ) 
Here they are Are you havmg an interestmg talk. Dad*? 

Radfern Very interesting 

Mrs Radfern (returning to door) That’s good I won’t interrupt 
agam 

Radfern Oh, mother You know all that stuff from the shipping 
compames — ^all those httle books — ^that Elsie got to amuse herself 
with? 

Mrs Radfern Yes, a whole heap of them She’s stiU got them 
m her bedroom 

Radfern Good Well, tell her to bnng them down with her when 
she comes Not just yet Later on 

Mrs Radfern All nght (Nods and smiles at them both, then 
goes out ) 

Stack Well, what do you say’ 

Radfern You heard me ask for all those httle books from the 
shipping compames that my daughter’s been collecting She’s always 
wonymg me to take her away somewhere, and I think she could do 
with a change So could I, and business is skck now I’ve a good 
mmd to go away on a mce long sea voyage 

Stack Oh, you have, hav» you’ Far’ 

Radfern Oh— I don’t know I should think so Austraha per- 
haps Or the Far East Might find something new m the way of 
business And see the world, you know 

Stack Always wanted to do it myself I’d hate to have to stop 
another man gomg 

Radfern I shouldn’t like to see you even try. Inspector Just for 
your own sake 

Stack Awkward things, thou^ ships You can’t get off them 
when you like, that’s the trouble And now that we’ve got wireless, 
they can’t get out of hearing 

Radfern Yes, that’s true. 

Stack An En^h ship, you know, is as safe to us as an English 
pohce court 

Radfern No* An En^sh ship as safe as an Eni^h pohce 
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court Then you’ll know where to find me if you want me, 

won’t you? 

Stack I t hink so Well, that’s that {Preparing to go ) 

Radeern And thank you very much for calhng. Inspector I’ve 
enjoyed this A peep behmd the scenes Somethmg to tell my fhends 
about 

Stack {as he moves to door) Good Any fnend of yours, Mr 
Radfem, is interestmg to me You wouldn’t like to take me round 
and introduce me, would you*^ 

Radfern I shouldn’t think that would be necessaiy. Inspector 
He goes out with hm, leaving door behind him open You hear 
them give one another ironically polite 'good nights', then you hear 
the sound of the front door being closed and locked Radfern 
returns hastily and closes the sitting-room door behind hm He 
is now a man of rapid decisive action He goes quickly to door at 
back and calls Joe Joe Fletten comes at once, brushmg his 
trousers with his hands, his hat on the back of his head 

Fletten {excitedly) What’s happened*^ What does he know? 

Radfern Qmte enou^ Now hsten, Joe, and keep your head 
screwed on It’s up to you now Go straight to Westerburg — and it 
doesn’t matter where he is or what he’s doing, you’ve got to see 
him 

Fletten I know where Westerburg ig Alw^s at the same place, 
Monday mghts 

Radfern Tell him I’ve had a Scotland Yard man here They’ve 
got the Glasgow and Newcastle addresses, and they know about 
Korderman and Frazerly 

Fletten The hell they do' We’re done then 

Radfern No, we’re not That’s all they do know yet And that’s 
got to be all too Tell Westerburg it’s Plan B now or nothmg 

Fletten What' Sink the plates and presses, and scatter' 

Radfern Yes, he knows what to do And tell him that anyhow 
I’m workmg on Plan B from to-mght, and he’d better wire Amster- 
dam for me And I’ll nng up Middleton myself now Have you 
got that‘s 

Fletten Yes 

Radfern And you’d better put Plan B into action yourself, Joe, 
if you don’t want to see Maidstone and Parkhurst again. 

Fletten You bet your hfe I will 

Radfern (pomtmg to hack door) That way then, and as qmck as 
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you can There’s a narrow lane at the back Turn to the nght at the 
top and you’re at the Tube station in three minutes And for God’s 
sake, makpi haste, but don’t look as if you think the nearest bobby’s 
going to put his hand on your shoulder Good luck, Joe Shan’t see 
you for a long time — hope 
Fletten All the best, Mr Radfem 

He hurries out at the back Radeern goes to the telephone and 
begins dialling 

Radeern {at telephone) I want to speak to Mr Middleton, please 
Hello, IS that you, Charhe*^ Yes, Radfem Yes, everything all 
nght at Birmingham But, hsten, Charhe 

Here Mrs Radeern and Elsie enter The latter is carrying a 
lot of shipping booklets, etc She is listless and looks miserMe 
I’vejust had an Inspector from Scotland Yard Yes And you 
know how these chaps get about a bit, and he was saying that he 
didn’t think business would be very good these next few months 
Yes, so I thought I’d take that hohday I’ve been promising myself 
for some tune Yes, what we used to call Plan B— you remember 
our little joke Holland, of course All n^t, Charhe Good- 
bye 

Puts dovm telephone 

Mrs Radeern (jovially) You didn’t get arrested then, Dad*^ 
Radeern (ire same tone) No, just managed to escape 
Mrs Radeern What did the Inspector want‘d 
Radeern What you said Just making some enquines about a 
commercial case he’s on Queer life they have, those chaps 
Elsie (joining m, but still listless) Wouldn’t smt you. Dad Too 
much excitement Not enough peace and qmetness 
Radeern That’s it 

Mrs Radeern (chaffing) You didn’t teU hun what a tou^ old 
crook you were yomrself, did you’ 

Radeern No need to He knew it already 
Elsie (still listless) What were you saymg on the telephone about 
going away? 

Radeern (with affectionate concern) Look here, Elsie You’ve got 
to bnghten up, because there’s a lot to do 

Elsie (indifferently) What is there to do’ 

Radeern Well, one of the thmgs you’ve got to do is to take your 
mother to Brussels to-morrow 

Eisie (c changed girl) Dad' You don’t mean it' 
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Radfern I do We’re going to close this house and go on our 
travels 

Mrs Radfern Good gracious me' 

Elsie Dad' 

Radfern Now, we’ve got passports 
Elsie Where are they marked for’ 

Radfern Everywhere You see — ^we’re going to close this house, 
pack up and go on a long sea voyage — ^East Indies, Far East, Austraha 
— God knows where Only we’re startmg on one of those Dutch boats 
Mrs Radfern Dutch boats' Why not an Enghsh boat’ 
Radfern Oh, all the best boats that go out East are Dutch 
They’re much more comfortable Enghsh boats are like pohce courts ' 
You and your mother are gomg to Brussels first, and then you’re 
going to meet me later, over there 
Mrs Radfern But how are you gomg’ 

Radfern I’m going straight to Holland Some busmess to attend 
to first A friend of mine will take me 
Elsie But how’ 

Radfern By underground perhaps Never mmd about that 
Elsie Oh — ^I don’t -min d about anythmg (Embraces him ) 
Mother, we’re gomg to travel (Embraces her ) 

Mrs Radfern I hope this isn’t another of your jokes. Dad? 
Elsie Oh, Dad, I’ll never forgive you if it is 
Radfern It isn’t You’ve got twenty-four hours to pack up m 
and close this house and get olF to Brussels 
Elsie (babbling happily) Then we won’t go to bed at aU And let’s 
look at these things (holding up shipping booklets) and then we’ll have 
supper and begin packing But we’ll have to have some clothes, won’t 
we. Mother, especially if we’re gomg to hot countnes, but I suppose 
we could get them m Brussels or wherever we’re gomg — couldn’t we 
go to Pans first and then we could buy some clothes there and it 
would be nearly as easy to get from Pans to Holland or wherever it 

IS 

Mrs Radfern Oh, Elsie, stop it My head’s gomg round 

There is a rmg at the front door, very loud and persistent It 
startles them all 
Elsie I’ll go 
Runs off, 

Mrs Radfern That child’s so excited she doesn’t know what she’s 
talbng about 


[69 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 
Radfern Do her good 

Mrs Radfern It won’t if she’s disappointed again 
Radfern I’ll see to that 

Mrs Radfern You’re very masterful to-mght. Dad, aren’t you? 
What’s the matter‘d 

Radfern Have to assert myself sometimes. Mother 
Elsie returns a moment later, looking frightened 
F.rsm Dad, it’s a pohce sergeant and he wants to see you 
Radfern {gravely, steadily) All nght 

Elsie {going over to hm, softly) Dad — ^it’s not true — ^after all — 

IS It’ 

Radfern {cheerfully) That’s all right, Elsie Ask him to come in 
Elsie is clinging to his arm 

IMfes Radfern Don’t be ndiculous, Elsie {She goes and admits 
the sergeant, a heavily built, middle-aged man with a deep voice and a 
rather pompous manner ) 

Sergeant Morris Mr George Radfern 
Radfern {steadily) That’s me, sergeant 
Sergeant Morris I think you’ve seen me before I’m from the 
local station 

Radfern Know you weU by sight 

Serctant Morris I’ve just heard that you might be gomg away 
soon 

Radfern That’s nght I’m senously thinkmg of it. Sergeant 
Sergeant Morris Well, Mr Cross at the end house said you’d 
like to be one of the patrons and vice-presidents of the new Shooters 
Green Football Club 

Radfern Oh— you’ve come round to make sure of my sub- 
scnption 

Shigeant Morris {relieved) That’s it, Mr Radfern Three 
ginneas — for a vice-president 

Radfern {producing money) Must be a vice-president There you 
are. There’s a fiver for luck 

Sergeant Morris {who has been writing) That’s the ofilcial 
receipt And thank you very much, Mr Radfern Good night, 
mum, good m^t, miss Good night 

He goes out, and Mrs Radfern goes as far as the door behind 
hm Elsie gives an hysterical laugh, really of reliefs 

Radfern What are you laughmg at? 
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Elsie I don’t know Everything Oh— Dad — ^how long shall we 
be away’ 

Radfern Don’t know yet Four months Six months 

Elsie Oh — ^what about your greenhouse’ 

Radfbrn Where we’re going it’ll be all greenhouse 
Enter Mrs Radeern 

Elsie And what about Laburnum Grove’ 

Mrs Radbern (priskly) It’ll be still here when we come back 

Elsie (excitedly) Let’s look at all these thmgs (Indicating shipping 
booklets ) 

Mrs Radfern (firmly) It’s my turn now We don’t look at any- 
thing until we’ve had some supper And you can help me to get it 
ready for once 

Elsie (happily) All right, mother (Hurries into kitchen, where she 
can be heard singing happily ) 

Mrs Radfbrn (as she removes various things and cloth from table) 
And you needn’t tell me you haven’t been up to something, you know. 
Dad 

Radfbrn (grmmng at her) All right. Mother I needn’t tell you 
Mrs Radfern is spreading a tablecloth and Elsie entering with 
some supper things and Radfern smiling at them both, as the 
curtain slowly descends 
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ACT I 


Well deck of ss Glonana, lymg m backwater of Trim estuary 

On right IS superstructure, and companion-way leadmg to upper 
deck Cabin doors above and below Behind is rail, with place for 
gangway leadmg down to ground At the back are branches of 
trees, thick with foliage Some of these are almost over the deck 
On ^ck are a few old deck chairs and canvas folding chairs and 
a small table, all now pushed to one side It is midsummer and the 
whole scene is lit with bright sunshine 
At rise, Sam Gredley, a rough-looking middle-aged man, and 
Bob Patch, a younger, neater and rather good-looking man, are 
playing deck-tennis They are wearing old flannel bags, canvas 
shoes and open shirts They must play properly, with Patch 
winning 

Gbidley Your game 
Patch And set Six two 

Gredley {who is very hot, moppmg his brow, etc ) All nght Boys’ 
game, anyhow Boys’ game 

They take down the net, put it away, then pull chairs forward 
Gredley puts on old chief-engineer's jacket before sittmg down 
He lights a pipe. Patch a cigarette Greduey produces small 
volume from his pocket 

Patch (noticing the booJd) Not What’s-his-name again' 

Gmdley (solemnly') Having exercised the body, now we ought to 
exercise the mmd Schopenhauer (He pronounces it Shoppen-hawer ) 
Patch I’m tired of him 

Gridiby Tired of him' You haven’t properly started on him yet 
You don’t know the very beginmngs of him Let me tell you, there’s 

things m — ^this (Holding up book ) 

Patch (wearily, but good-humouredly) I know, I know You’ve 

told me If I’d only been there, when the Theodosia went down 

Gredley You’d have known a lot more about life than you do 

now, laddie What I saw that day 

Patch You’ve told me before, Sam, dozens of times They were 
all screanung, fi^tmg, knocking hell out of each other to get into 
the boats 

Gredley Human nature — and you can have it All in this book, 
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boy, all m this book First time I ever looked into it, I said, this is 
the chap for me (Opens book and begms reading slowly) “Thus 
between desinng and attaimng all human life flows on throughout 
The wish is, in its nature, pain, the attainment soon begets satiety, 
the end was only apparent, possession takes away the charm, the 
wish, the need, presents itself under a new form, when it does not, 
then follows desolateness, emptmess ” 

Patch (iwterniptog) And the sooner we’re dead, the better That’s 
what he’s saymg all the time, and why he takes so long to say it 
beats me 

G^bjdisx (solemnly) You haven’t the mmd for it yet. Bob Schopen- 
hauer — 

Patch Here, how long did he hve’ 

Gridiby (turning to beginning of book and readmg) Arthur 
Schopenhauer was bom m 1788, and died in 1860 
Patch Seventy-two Well, he didn’t do so badly, did he’ Nicely 
off all the time, too, I expect Don’t read me any more of that old 
bhghter Fimsh' 

Gridley That’s aU nght to me If you haven’t the mmd for it, 
you haven’t, that’s all 

Patch (contemptuously, getting up and strolling off back nght) 
Mmd for it’ 

He goes off, and Gridley settles to read, slowly and solemnly 
He IS disturbed by the arrival of Mr Slivers, a foolish-looking, 
middle-aged man, who is carrying several packages 
Slivers Good morning 
Gridley Mormng, Mr Shvers 
Silvers Nice mormng 
Gridiey Nice mormng 

Slivers (coming forward) I thou^t I’d bnng your order here 
myself this mormng Gets me out o’ the shop, y’toow, Mr Gndley 
Makes a change I see where it says in the paper that’s what you’ve 
got to do ’Ave a change whenever possible, it says 

Gridley Doesn’t tell you to change your paper, does it? Well, 
what have you brought us? 

Slivers (now the shopkeeper, glibly) Dozen fresh eggs, pound o’ 
butter, same of the usual bacon 

Gridiey (lookmg into one of the bags) What sort of cheese is this’ 
.Slivers That’s Canadian Cheddar, that is, Mr Gndley We’re 
just out o’ the other, but you’ll find this very mce— very mce A lot 
of people speak highly of that Canadian Cheddar 
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Gridi£Y {sceptically) Wliat people? 

Slivers Customers of mine, very mce people {Handing over pack- 
age of tobacco) And two ounces of Hearts of Oak That’ll set you 
up, won’t It, Mr Gndley You like your pipe, don’t you’ 

Gridlby Yes 

Slivers {idiotically) That’s nght Wish I could manage one 
Always bums my tongue Now, Mr Gridley, will you tell me some- 
thmg? 

Gridlby Anythmg, Mr Shvers Just ask me, and I’ll tell you 
Here, put that stuff down 

They put packages down Slivers sits 
Now what IS it’ 

Slivers {earnestly) You’re not kidding me, are you’ 

Gridley Kidding you’ What do you mean’ 

Slivers About you — ^and this ship — and everything 
Gridley {calling) Bob 
Patch {oft, right back) Yes’ 

Gridley {calling) He’s at it again Won’t beheve us 

Slivers Now, Mr Gndley, did I say that’ But I just wondered 

Patch enters He looks cool and neat now, is wearing a tie with 
his soft shirt, but no coat He is smoking a cigarette 
Patch Morning 
Slivers Mormng Nice mommg 
Patch I bet you saw that in the paper 

Slivers {seriously) No, but I see where it says there’s a ’eat wave 
on the way 

Patch Shouldn’t be surpnsed Now what’s this about you calling 
us a couple of bars’ 

Slivers I never did I thought you might ’ave been pulling my 
leg, that’s all 

Patch What should we want to pull your leg for? 

Gridley You haven’t got the sort of leg he likes to pull 
Patch That’ll do, Sam {To Slivers) Now hsten, this is a ship 
And she’s a good ship — or she was 
Gridley Still is I don’t want a better one 
Patch Ten thousand tons She cost — ^what did she cost, Sam’ 
Gridley At least three hundred and fifty thousand pounds 
Slivers Ah — that’s money, that is 

Gridley That was Built only m 1919 Economic speed — ^four- 
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teen knots And we liave pushed her up to sixteen and a half And 
she used to run, regular as clockwork, London to Cape Town, Cape 
Town to Durban, Durban to Melbourne, Melbourne to Sydney, 
Sydney to Welhn^on, carrying anything and anybody you wanted, 
as sweet and pretty as you please 

Patch And— get this, once and for all — ^for the last two years 
she was running, Sam Gndley here was chief engineer, and I was 
second officer No deception All perfectly straightforward Meet 
the chief of the Glonana Meet the second officer Nobody’s kiddmg 
you We’re not a couple of out-of-work bookies’ clerks We’re not 
trying to sell linoleum This isn’t a caravan You’re talking now to 
two officers of His Majesty’s Mercantile Manne We’ve served 
apprenticeships We’ve passed exammations — all kmds of bloody 
exammations We’ve got certificates to prove it 

Slivers {rather dazed) Yes, I expect you have 

Grtolev And this ship’s lymg here, useless and rustmg her guts 
out, because the White Albion Lme that owns her is — ^hke most of 
the shipping compames— in Queer Street They can’t afford to run 
her, see’ She can’t pay for herself, with trade as it is 

Slivers Yes, but trade’s better I see where it says m the paper 
the depression’s over Bntam back to normal, it says Prosperity, 
It says, on the way 

Patch {savagely) Yes, but you see, this ship’s stupid It doesn’t 
read the paper It doesn’t know anything about that We don’t 
either We’re just a couple of dam’ fools, you see 

Gridley Steady, boy, steady Take it easy with Mr Shvers He’s 
friendly {Fatting Sltvbrs on shoulder) Aren’t you, Mr Shv^? 

Slivers That’s nght, Mr Gndley Only you see— I couldn’t help 
wondenng 

Gridley You did right to wonder You keep on wondering If 
a chap isn’t gomg to wonder nowadays, when the hell is he going to 
wonder? Teh me that 

Patch Only stop wondenng about us We explamed it all before 

Suvers Yes, but you see, there’s some ships hke this in the 
estuary, half a dozen of ’em between Biddmgton and Longport, and 
they just have a watchman on board 

Gridley WeU, we’re the watchmen here, see? They couldn’t find 
us any berths, and neither could anybody else, so here we are. Seeing 
that nobody steals the ship 

Slivers But why is she up hare m this backwater, and not out 
there with the others? 
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Patch Becaiise the fellow that brought her m here was cra 2 y Or 
perhaps he hked a bat of quiet fun Anyhow, he rammed her in here, 
and It’s my opinion the Qmm Mary herself couldn’t pull her out 
Gridley We could get her out, if she was wanted 
Patch Never Couldn’t be done She’s here till she rusts to 
pieces Unless they’d like to dig her out and then put wheels under 
her and call her a roadhouse 

Slivers She does look a bit funny here, doesn’t she’ 

Patch Funny my foot' She doesn’t make me want to laugh She 
makes me want to cry Look at them — trees And this is a ship Next 
year, if we’re not careful it’ll be a ruddy farm They’ll be hay-makmg, 
here 

Gridley I was up on the boat deck earher on. Bob Do you 
know what we’ve got there now — ^up on the boat deck, min d you? 
iYery loudly) Bees It’s a fact Bees on the boat deck 
Patch (to Shvers) Now have a good lau^ 

Slivers (after pause, tactfully changing subject) Er — ^they tell me 
there was a bit of a rumpus down at Longport last mght There’s a 
by-election there, y’know 
Gridley No, I didn’t know 

Silvers Oh yes Parhamentaiy by-election all nght Five candi- 
dates, mcluding a Red, proper Commumst he is, and a sort of Fascist 
chap It was the Reds and these Fascists that had a set-to last rngjit, 
they tell me Neither of them’ll get in, though Too extreme The 
good sense of the Longport voter will see to that 
Patch You’ve got that bit out of the paper too The good sense 
of the Longport voter' Gert-cher' 

Silvers And I see where it says in the paper the Duke of Bland- 
shire — ^he’s got a big place about fifteen miles away from here— is 

givmg up two of his houses 

Patob (sardonically) No' 

Silvers Yes, can’t keep them up, it says, owmg to heavy taxation 
It’s hard hnes, I say I’m sorry for the Duke 
Gridley So am I, Mr Shvers It just breaks my heart to think 
about him, strugghng on 

Silvers Well, he’s got his responsibihties, hasn’t he? We wouldn’t 
like It And after all he’s got a big stake m the country 
Patch Yes, and a lot of chips too. I’ll bet Well, what’s the rest 
of the news? I can see you’ve had a good crack at the paprar this 
mormng 

Silvers Ohr-4hat Meddkworth case— you know, about who’s 
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to keep the little boy — ^is held up One of the chief witnesses has 
disappeared 

Patch Meddleworth case’ Don’t know anything about it Do 
you, Sam’ 

Gridley {who has been busy with his pipe) No, don’t know and 
don’t care 

SuvERS Oh— It’s a big sensation Lot of gomgs on commg out 
Papers are running it hard All disgusting, y’know— but very spicy 

Griduby That’ll smt you. Bob You hke it spicy 

Patch Got a paper with you’ 

As Slivers hands one over, from his pocket 
Thanks {Begins unfolding it ) 

Gridley Save me the cncket page. Bob 

Patch {now burymg himself in paper) Right 

Gridley {heartily) Now I’ll tell you what I wdl do, Mr Shvers, 
just to show you there’s no ill-feehng If you like, you shall come 
below with me, and I’ll let you have a peep at as neat a geared turbine 
job as you can ever hope to see 

Slivers Engmes, eh? 

Gridley Yes, and engmes that ’ud be ready to take you and aU 
the other people in Biddmgton — ^yes, and all their tables and chairs 
and beds and bits o’ thmgs — ^from here to Peru next Saturday Ready ’ 
By God, they’re achmg to be off agam Every time I go down I hear 
’em whispenng “What about it, Sam, what about it’ Come on, let’s 
go, Sam, let’s go ’’ And you won’t read about that in the paper 
Tins way 

Heholdsoneof thedoorsopen SLiismsrises,andtheybothgoout 
Patch is readmg, but is apparently disturbed by an insect, for he 
puts paper down, impatiently brushes something away, looks 
anxiously about him, then finally settles down e^ain Hilda 
Jackson rather slowly and timidly boards the ship She ts a 
pkasant-lookmg girl about twenty-five, quietly and neatly dressed 
She IS carrymg a very small case Her manner should suggest a 
person of i^cent steady nerves who has lately been harassed almost 
mto hysteria, she is using all her self-control Patch does not see 
or hear her, as die quietly comes forward She looks at him 
hesitantly She carmot see his face 

Hilda {tumdly) Bx 

Patch {lookmg up, surprised) Hello i 

Hilda {tomdfy) Good morning 
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Patch (getting up, staring at her in puzzled fasluon, then takmg up 
newspaper and looking at that, then looking again at her) That’s funny 

Hilda (timidly) Yes 

Patch What do you mean, “Yes”’ 

Hilda (dismally) You see — know what you’re thinking 
Patch Oh’ 

Hilda Yes It is me — ^there m the paper 
Patch (iurpnsed) It is’ 

Hilda Yes 

To his astonishment, she now suddenly bursts into tears 
Patch (sympathetic but embarrassed) I say, what’s the matter’ 
You mustn’t do that 

Hilda (through her sobs) I’m sorry But — ^I — can’t help it 
Patch (fussing with her) No, of course not That’s all nght But 
what’s wrong, what’s the matter’ Look here, sit down first Must 
sit down (Makes her sit down ) There, that’s better, isn’t it’ 

Hilda (trying to smile through her tears) Yes But I want my 
uncle 

Patch (completely puzzled by this) Oh- -you want your uncle 
Hilda Yes 

Patch (regarding her with a mixture of pity and suspicion, obviously 
concluding that she is a bit mad) Well — ^we’U have to — see what we 
can do Only — don’t cry That’s no good You’ll never get your 
uncle that way Have — er— a cigarette 
Hilda (drying herself) No, thank you I don’t smoke 
Patch (ready to say anything now) I don’t blame you, I don’t 
blame you at iil Pretty warm, isn’t it? 

Hilda Yes But I don’t mmd it 

Patch No, I don’t Rather like it, in fact Now — er — about your 
uncle 

Hilda (alarmed) He’s still here, isn’t he’ 

Patch Still here — your uncle’ (As the light dawns) I say— you 
don’t mean Sam — Sam Gndley? 

Hilda Yes He’s my uncle 

Patch (almost shoutmg m fas relief). Well — ^for the love of Pete* 
And Sam’s your uncle Old Sam* Good old Sam* Yes, he’s here 
Hilda (tremendously relieved) Oh— thank goodness! 

Patch And I’m Bob Patch — used to be second officer with hun 
m this ship We’re lookmg after her together 

f 83] 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 

Hilda Yes, I know And I’ve come here — ^to hide 
Patch Then you really are the girl — ^the nurse — ^in that Meddle- 
worth case — the one who’s disappeared 
Hilda (in very low voice) Yes — I’m Hilda Jackson 
Patch Well, I’ll be— hanged' Here are you, Sam’s mece— and 
the papers are full of you and I expect they’re talking about you all 

over the place 

Hilda (m low voice) Yes, they are 

Patch And yet old Sam’s never said a word Not one word 
D’you know, I don’t beheve he knows anythmg about the case, never 
heard of it Honestly It ’ud be just hke him Never knows what’s 
gomg on Doesn’t care And here you are — ^his niece 
Hilda (hesitantly) Yes Do you think — I can stay here? 

Patch Certainly you can stay here Just the very place They’ll 
never find you here Hardly anybody ever comes here anyhow And 
this IS the last place they’d think of looking for you Of course you 
can stay (Pauses ) Might have to make yourself useful, y’know 
Hilda (eagerly) Oh yes — ^I always like to do that 
Patch Fine Can you cook? 

Hilda Yes— I’m rather a good cook And I love it 
Patch Then you’re just what we want D’you know, I haven’t 
tasted a puddmg for weeks and weeks and weeks, and I’m very fond 
of puddings 

Hilda What a shame! But isn’t it rather too hot for puddings? 

Patch (seriously) It’s never too hot for a good puddmg Could 
you do a baked jam roll? 

Hilda (smiling) Yes, I thmk so 

Patch Couldn’t be better Old Sam hkes baked jam roll, too 
We’ve talked a lot about it lately, because we used to have a cook 
in this ship who was quite a fair hand at baked jam roll Well, well, 
well, I caU this a stroke of luck I say, are you tired? How did you 
get here? 

Hilda (confidentudly) I stayed last night with a girl I know— m 
a little place between Portsmouth and Winchester Then, early this 
morning, I got a bus half-way to Longport, then another bus there, 
and then another bus from Longport to that village — ^Biddmgton 
You see, I thought it was safer gomg by bus than by tram 

Patch I’ll bet you’re nght, too They may be watchmg the 
stations You never know 

Hilda Do you thmk it’s wrong for me to run away, like this? 
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Patch (stoutly) No, I don’t If you’ve Ead enough of it, why 
should they make you go on with it*^ After all, it’s really nothing to 
do with you, who has the kid You stay here We’ll see you’re all 
nght 

Enter Gridley and Sltvbrs, who stares at Hilda 
Gridley (astonished) Aren’t you — ^Hilda’ 

Patch (before anybody else has tune to do anything) Hoy, let me 
do this Slivers, allow me to mtroduce my cousm. Miss Matilda 
— er — ^Robinson 

Hilda (nervously) How d’you do’ 

Slivers (never taking his eyes off her, suspiciously) Pleased to meet 
you Very pleased 

Patch (heartily) Well, what do you think of our engmes’ 
Slivers (still staring) Very interejlmg (Suddenly, triumphantly, 
pointing at Hilda) I know who you are That’s it Miss Hilda 
Jackson — the missmg witness in the Meddleworth Case You can’t 
deny it, can you’ 

Hilda (dismayed) No 
Gridley What’s all this about? 

Patch (to Gridley) Just a mmute (To others) Now then 

Hilda (eagerly, to Slivers) Please don’t tell anybody you’ve seen 
me here, please You can’t understand how awful it’s been for me 
If I coidd have done anythmg for Hugh — ^the httle boy — ^I’d have 

stayed, but they took him away and (ffhe shows signs of breaking 

down again ) 

Slivers (who is still storing at her, rather tmanphantly) Yes, but — 
er — ^I mean to say, you’re one of the chief witnesses, Aren’t you’ And 
It says m the paper 

Patch (who has been castmg unfriendly glances at Slivers) Just a 
minute, Mr Shvers (Goes up to hun ) I’d like to explam this to you 
(Dropping his voice, very confidentially) There’s a lot of thmgs about 
this business you don’t understand yet, see’ We’U just go along here 
and I’ll explam (As he leads him off, towards cabins) Can’t talk 
properly here, see’ 

They go off nght Gridley looks at Hilda m astonishment 
Gridley This beats me’ I don’t know anything about this 
Meddleworth case Where d’you come into it, Hilda’ 

Hilda I was the httle boy’s nurse You knew I was a children’s 
nurse, didn’t you? 

Gridi£Y Yes, your mother told me that much But what are these 
Meddleworths and why are you a witness? 
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Hilda They’re separated And they’re very nch important people, 
you see, uncle And Sir Enc Meddleworth had the boy — ^it was he 
who gave me the job — ^and then his wife, Lady Meddleworth, wanted 
Hugh, and tned to take him away And then they went to law, and 
each one said the other wasn’t fit to have the boy — and they were 

trying to prove the most horrible things about each other 

Gridley (with glim satisfaction) Most of ’em true too, I’ll be 
bound • 

Hilda And then the papers took it up 

Gridley I remember They were just talkmg about it this morn- 
ing Spicy' 

Hilda It’s not spicy It’s just horrible, dirty And I was in the 
middle of it — and they were always wantmg to take my photo- 
graph — 

Gridley You didn’t mind that Come now Never heard of a 
girl who didn’t want her photograph in the papers 
Hilda Yes, but not mixed up with all this dirt and nastiness 
And the reporters wouldn’t leave me alone And in the court, they 
asked me the most awful questions — and wouldn’t let me answer back 
properly — ^as good as told me I was a har — and they’d taken Hugh 
away — ^and I couldn’t stand it any longer Uncle, I couldn’t Not 
another day of it I’d have gone mad — ^had a breakdown — or some- 
thing Uncle, you do understand, don’t you*^ (She goes up to him) 
Gridley (pattmg her on the shoulder) Yes, yes, that’s all right 
You keep out of it, if you want to Damn their eyes, I say Yes, 
damn their eyes ' 

Hilda I thought if I came here for a day or two, they wouldn’t 
find me 

Gridley Don’t see why they should You stay here 
Hilda And I can cook 
Gridley Puddmgs’ 

Hilda (smiling) Yes Jam roll too 

Gridley You stay here We’ll look after you (He sees Patch 
returning alone ) Won’t we. Bob? I say, we’ll look after her 
Patch Yes We’ve just started 
Gridley Where’s Shvers? 

Patch (casually) I’ve locked him m Cabin A. He’ll be all right 
He’s got his paper 

Gridley ( starmg ) What have you done that for*^ 

Patch Had to. If we’d let him go, he’d have told everybody she 
was here In half an hour the pohee ’ud have been hefe for her 
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Grbdley stares at Patch, then at Hilda, in amazement 
Hilda It’s true I knew he was going to teU I could see it in his 
eyes 

Patch Trust him > Well, he won’t blab while he’s in there 
GJudley, rubbing his chm, slowly sits down 
Hilda (troubled) But what are we to do’ You can’t keep him 
there long 

Patch We can keep him long enough to give us tune to thmk — 
and you time to have a rest That’s enough to be going on with 
Gridley Well, it’s plenty to be going on with (ife whistles an 
ascendmg scale meditatively Patch answers it whistling a descending 
scale derisively ) I call this a morning 
Patch (coolly) It’s time somethmg happened here 
Gridley Where’s the key of that cabm’ 

Patch In my pocket Why’ You’re not thinking of lettmg the 
httle bhghter out, are you’ 

Gridley (dubiously) No, not if he’s gomg to run and tell the pohce 
about Hilda here CertaMy not But we might make him pro- 
mise — 

Patch Promise* I wouldn’t trust him ten yards He’d let it out 
even if he didn’t want to Hasn’t the sense to keep it to himself 
Him and his papers* Forget about him Take it easy 
Hilda (dreamily) I’d like to forget about eveiythmg for an hour 
or two, at least 

Patch (grinning at her) And you’re going to 
Gridley Certainly, certainly Take it easy, girl You’re all nght 
now 

Hilda stretches out in her chair luxuriously The other two also 
relax The scene is very peaceful They speak easily and quietly 
Hilda You don’t know how wonderful it is just to rest — ^and 
be quiet 

Patch Qmet enough here Too qmet 

Gridley {to Hilda) He wants Oxford Street and Piccadilly 
Circus, that’s what he wants Palladiums and Comer Houses and 
what not Jazz bands and guls 
Patch (hastily) Not girls 

Gridley (tactlessly) Well, you’ve talked enough about ’em All 
colours of girls 

Patch (who does not want Hilda to hear this, and sees that she is 
listening carefully) Never* But a place can be too quiet, that’s aU 
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Hilda {dreamily) Not for me it can’t— just now This is perfect 
So peaceful 

As her voice trails off into silence, there is the sound of a terrific 
explosion off right Mingled with this is the noise of trees cracking, 
md this continues after the actual explosion A shower of twigs 
falls on the deck, followed by a nimiber of tiny twigs and a shower 
of leaves Hilda gives a scream, the two men a shout Then, in 
the silence, Gridley whistles his scale and Patch answers it 
Hilda has risen from her chair The two men rush to the rail now 
and look in the direction of the explosion 
Patch There’s a fellow there See' {Shouting to him) Hoy' 
Gridley I don’t see him Ah yes, there he is {Shouting) Hoy' 
Hilda joins them 

Hilda Oh — ^look' I beheve he’s hurt himself 
Patch I’ll see 

He hurries ashore Gridley and Hilda look anxious and 
vaguely helpful, but do not leave the ship 
Hilda But what can have happened, uncle? 

Gridley Looks to me as if he’s been trymg to blow a few trees up 
Hilda But why should he do that? 

Gridley Well — one thing or another— I dunno Nowadays, 
they’re just as likely to be blowing up trees as doing anything else 
Don’t ask me to make sense of it I can’t do it 
Hilda {looking dowii) Here they are 

Gridley {shouting) Can you manage him? Is he bad? Oh — ^all 
nght 

Hilda Poor man' But I don’t think he’s badly hurt 
Gridley Looks too pleased with himself What’s he got to be 
pleased about’ Impossible to make sense of anythmg' 

Patch returns supportmg Fletherington with one hand and 
carrymg m the other a small bag Fletherington is between forty 
and fifty, with the thm eager face of an unworldly student, and a 
gentle high voice He has apparently been knocked down by the 
explosion He is cut and bruised m a few places, rather dirty, and 
his clothes have been damaged But he is smiling 

Fletherington Good mommg I’m afraid I’ve been rather a 
nuisance, 

Gridley Was that your explosion? 

Fletherington {snalnjg) Yes 

Gridley Then you’re nght You have been a nuisance 
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Fiotherington I’m awfully sony (To Hdlda) I liope you 
weren’t alarmed^ 

Hilda No — ^ not much But — ^you’re bleedmg 

Fletherington Oh, nothmg — ^mere scratches, thank you 

Hilda (rather severely You ought to have those cuts cleaned If 
I could have some water and a clean cloth and some lodme 

Patch I’ll find them for you Come with me I’d better chuck 
this bag down somewhere 

Fletherington Put it down rather carefully, please 

Gridley Here, what’s in that bag? 

Fletherington (coolly) The high explosive I vras testmg and 

Gridley Steady with that bag. Bob Don’t drop it 

Hilda has recoiled in alarm Patch is regarding the bag he 
still holds with marked distaste 

Fletherington (taking the bag) AUow me 

Patch and Hilda go out rather hurriedly Fletherington sits 
down and opens the bag Gridley watches him anxiously 

There’s no danger from the explosive itself You can kick it about, 
hammer it, do what you like, it won’t go off That’s one of its great 

advantages But I have some detonators here (He produces a 

small package ) and they’re very sensitive Not powerful, of course 
But if they’re handled carelessly, they can take oflF an arm or a leg 
qmte mcely Where shall I put them^ 

Gmdley Can’t you throw ’em overboard? 

Fletherington (apologetically) I’d rather not do that, you know 
They’d explode at once and that would be a waste of good detonators 

I’U put them here (Moves across to some likely place ) You see, 

it’s as well to have them away from the explosive itself 

Gridley Yes And for God’s sake, see that nobody touches ’em. 

Fletherington (smiling gently, returning to his chair) This explo- 
sive m the bag is a httle discovery of mme I’m a research chemist 
and I’ve been workmg on mtro compoimds Always very amusmg, 
I thmV, all these coal tar denvatives You never Imow what you’re 
gomg to turn up— a new perfume, perhaps, a new dye, or, like this, 
a new explosive 

Gridley (grimly) We’re out o’ luck here I wish it ’ud been a new 
perfume or a new dye 

Fletherington I made a pound or two of this explosive — ^they’re 
in crystal form— at the lab, and when we came down here for our 
hohdays, I brought the stujff with me — ^to try it out 
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Gredley (grimly) You have to have a bit o’ fun on your holidays, 
haven’t you’ 

Fietherington (laumare of the irony) Exactly I’ve called the 
stuff— temporarily, myhovf—FIethente You see, my name’s Flether- 

ington So — Flethente Rather egoistical, perhaps (he smiles 

apologetically) — but I think it’s excusable, don’t you’ My wife, a 
"eiy sensible woman in some respects, seemed to think so 
GR3DLEY (iiho can’t make this fellow out, rubbing his chin) Oh — 
yes — ^I woulii’t let a httle thmg like that worry you So long as you 
can blow everything up mcely 

Fletherington As to that, I’m veiy pleased indeed 

Here Hilda and Patch return, carrying basin of water, soap, 
< loth, towel and bottle of lodme, and some sticking plaster During 
the dialogue that follows, Hilda is busy washing, drying, lodining 
and stickmg-plastering his cuts and bruises She should be very 
brisk and business-like, and handle him as if he were a rather 
naughty little boy, occasionally reprimanding him, as he wmces 
or moves, with a “Now then 

Oh, this IS very kind of you, though you needn’t have troubled I 
must introduce myself Flethermgton, Francis Flethenngton Re- 
search chemist ' 

Gridley My niece. Miss Jackson This is Mr Patch, second 
officer in this ship I’m Gndley, chief engmeer 
FLipnERlNGTON (amiably, though inconvenienced by the first-aid) I 
was just tellmg Mr Gridley about this new explosive of mine, 
Flethente I only used a pmch of it— made a tmy bomb — down there, 

and the result was most satisfactory 

Hilda It was beastly And look at you’ 

Fletherington (smilmg) That’s the pomt I grossly under- 
estimated Its power Otherwise I shouldn’t have been so near I’m 
quite used to working with powerful high-explosives, of course It 
completely deceived me Most gratifying 
Patch I suppose if you’d blown yourself to bits, you’d have been 
highly dehghted 

Hilda Don’t' It’s so homble It seemed such a lovely morn- 
ing too 

Fletherington It’s a beautiful mormng, isn’t it’ I think we’re 
going to be lucky with our hohday this year My wife says I always 
choose the worst weather This tune she can’t say it, can she’ 
Hilda Is your wife with you’ 

Fletherington Yes, we’fe in rooms at a farm about five miles 
away Veiy pleasant indeed 
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Hilda {busy finishing him off) I can’t understand why she lets you 
go about blowing things up hke that There' You look better now 
Fletherington I’m really much obhged. Miss — er — ^Jackson, and 
so sorry to have caused all this trouble 
Patch {offering case) Cigarette‘s 

Fletherington {taking one) Thank you I don’t often smoke, 
but I think this is qmte an occasion for a httle self-indulgence 

Patch offers him match, and he lights the cigarette awkwardly 
Patch lights his own Fletherington leans back and beams upon 
the company 

Well, this IS very pleasant, very pleasant indeed 
Patch {after a meaning glance at Hilda and Gridley) Mr 
Fletherington, do you read the papers “s 
Fletherington Very rarely My wife reads them and then tells 
me any news that she thinks I would like to hear This pleases her, 
and saves time and trouble for me Besides, from what I can see, the 
popular press appears to be produced now for women, not men 
Gridley I beheve you’re nght Except for the sports pages 
Cncket news 

Fletherington I don’t take any interest in cncket I like to relax 
when I’ve done my work for the day 

Hilda, assisted by Patch, begins to put the first-aid things 
together 

Oh, can I help‘d 

Hilda Oh — ^no, thank you {To Patch) You needn’t bother 
now, either I like to be domg something It’s very restful 
Hilda goes out with the things 

Fletherington Very sensible girl, that My wife would hke her 
Fletherington leans back in content Patch goes and lounges 
by the rail at the back 

Very odd findmg oneself on a ship, like this {Looks about him with 
approval ) Do you know what I’d like to do with this ship‘s 
Gridley {lazily) No 

Fletherington {smilmg) I’d hke to try a charge of my Flethente 
on It Blow It up 

Gridley {hastily) Don’t be silly 

Fletherington {seriously) No, no, it’s just what I want Wonder- 
ful test Here’s a fairly compact ngid steel structure, with excellent 
resistance On the basis of my little experiment down there, I beheve 
I could work out a charge of Flethente — or perhaps two charges, 
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detonated simultaneously— that would blow up this ship very 
neatly 

Gridley {heatedly) And a damn fine thing that would be, wouldn’t 
It’ A beautiful job of work hke this — ^planned and executed to the 
last inch — capable of doing her fourteen knots to-morrow from here 
to Honolulu — and you talk about blowing her up ' 

Fletherington {blandly) But why not’ She’s no use to you or 
anybody else, whereas she’s just what I need — ^to try my explosive on 
Gridley She’s no use here But that’s because she oughtn’t to 
be here Wasn’t meant to be here She ought to be out at sea, domg 
her work 

A whistle from Patch interrupts him Patch is looking out 
What’s the matter’ 

Patch More people Fellow and a girl I’ll tell Hilda to keep 
out of the way 

He hurries off right 

Flethbmngton Why should Hild — that mce, helpful girl, I 
suppose — keep out of the way’ 

Gssmm {confused) Oh— well— Lkes to keep out of the way Shy* 
That’s what she IS Trouble with all our family Shy* 
Fletherington I can sympathise with her I’m shy 
Gridley You’re not Going round blowing things up* Talkin g 
about blowing this ship up* 

He looks at the bag containing the explosive longingly, as if 
wanting to get rid of it Then as he makes a move towards the 
ship’s side. Lord Cottingley arrives on deck, he is a robust, 
well-nourished, middle-aged man, with an easy genial manner He 
IS very well dressed, in tweeds 

Lord Cottingley Good mormng Beautiful morning, isn’t it’ 

I think we’ve met before, haven’t we’ (Shakmg hands with the rather 
dazed Gridley) Aren’t you one of the Company’s ofllcers’ 
Gridley Yes, sir Gndley Chief engineer 
Lord Cottinglby Of course, of course I’m Lord Cottingley 
One of your directors up to a few weeks ago, when I resigned WeU, 
well, well, so this is the old Glonana, eh’ {Advances towards Fleiher- 
INGTON, md shakes hm by the hand) How d’you do, my dear sir’ 
You look as if you’ve been in the wars 
Fletherington Very old wars The people who have been in the 
new wars are gomg to look a lot worse than this 
Gridley This is Mr Flethermgton He’s been tiymg to blow 
himself up, and he’d like to blow the rest of us up now 
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Lord CormJGLBy Ha ha, really’ You must tell me about that 
But where’s my daughter’ I came here with a daughter (Goes towards 
back and begins callmg') Ursula Ursula 

Ursula’s Voice (off, bacK) All right I’m crawhng up 

Gbe arrives, a kmdsome, weary girl, very beautifully dressed 
She looks about her in disgust 

My God' Cot, what a foul boat' 

Gridley stares at her in indignation 

Lord Cotongley My daughter, gentlemen 

Ursula (giving them a cursory glance Disgusted) How d’you 
do’ (To Lord Cotttngley) I thought you said this might be 
amusmg 

Lord Cottingley Well, so it might 
Ursula Couldn’t be I’m going 

Patch enters She brightens up at the sight of him 
That IS, when you want to go There’s no hurry (7b Patch) HeUo' 
Patch {not mterested) Hello' (Exchanges meaning glances with 
Gridley) 

URStJLA (piqued at his lack of interest) I suppose you’d be awfully 
bored if I asked you to show me over the ship’ 

Patch I expect you’re nght 
Ursula (astonished) What? 

Patch I never contradict a lady 
Ursula (disgusted) Lady' 

Patch (grmnmg) Sony' 

Ursula I shall go and look round myself (Movmg) 

Gridley (alarmed) You wouldn’t like it Dirty Rats 

Patch Mice Spiders Beetles 

As she takes no notice 

Gridley (hurriedly) We’d better show you what there is to see 
Very httle 

As she moves off right, they are at each side of her, carefully shep- 
herding her Lord Cottingley and Flbtherington, who have 
been talking quietly, can now be heard 
Lord Cottingiey (very genially) Well, that’s veiy interestmg, 
very mterestmg indeed I might be able to help you put your explo- 
sive on the market That is, of course, if I were satisfied that it was 
all you think it is 

Fletherington (wistfully) I’d like to try it on this ship 
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Lord CornNCLEY (thoughtfully) Would you now, would you’ On 
this ship 

Fletherington (dieamily) A beautiful test 
Lord Cottingley (thoughtfully) Oh, magnificent, of course* Just 
what you want 

Fletherington Yes And you’d see for yourself then 
Lord Cottingley Exactly And if it was my ship, you could do 
It That IS, of course, if the thing were done in such a way that the 
insurance people didn’t object, but paid up afterwards I couldn’t 
exactly give you a ship this size to blow up, could I’ (Laughs heartily ) 
Fletherington No, I suppose not Though it might as well be 
blown up. It doesn’t seem to be serving any useful purpose here 
Lord Cottingley Oh, quite, quite, quite Very sharp of you to 
see that You’d have a very good head for business, you know 
Fletherington I’ve often thought so, but I’m not interested, 
don’t reaUy understand it In fact, I let my wife, who’s a very sensible 
woman in some respects, manage all our httle business affairs at 
home I find my own work very engrossing 
Lord Cottingley (smoothly) Naturally You’re a man of science 
I’ve had a certain amount to do with men of science — ^inventive 
gemuses like yourself— and I’ve always found it better for everybody 
if they just get on with their own work and don’t bother their heads 
about business They’ve always left that to me, and it’s worked very 
well A natural division of labour After all, this is an age of 
speciahsation 

Fletherington Not so much as people think Take inorgamc 
chemistry 

Lord Cottingley (who will not have this) Yes, you’re right there, 
of course We mustn’t overlook that But — er — (dropping voice) 
about this ship Now, a wire to my broker m town, and I could find 
myself owner of this ship withm twenty-four hours You say you 
have the explosive here with you’ 

Fletherington Yes— m this bag 

Lord Cottingley (drawmg back) Oh— here Dangerous isn’t it’ 

Fletherington No, it has to be detonated The detonators are 
over there It wouldn’t take long to fix up a couple of charges 

Lord Cottingley (thoughtfully) Yes Quite so Well now, if I 
happened to own the ship — and then if you happened to fix up a 
couple of charges, as you say, and then somebody happened to come 
along and blew up the ship 

Fletherington (eagerly) Oh, but I’d have to be here myself to 

[ 94 ] 



ACT I BEES ON THE BOAT DECK 

see what happened Otherwise it wouldn’t be a proper test at all 
You’d want to see it too 

Lord Cottingley (slowly) No That wouldn’t be absolutely 
necessary In fact, it might be better if I wasn’t here What we want 
IS somebody — ^well — ^somebody who wants to blow a ship up — ^makes 

no bones about it 

Ursula comes hurrying in 
Eh, what‘s What’s the matter, Ursula*? 

Ursula (amused) This is gettmg better There’s a man locked in 
a cabm along there 

Lord Cottingley Nonsense' Are you sure*? 

Ursula Positive, my deai I stood just outside — after givmg 
those two men the shp — I knew there was something queer gomg on 
— and I heard him kicking the door and shoutmg 

Fletherington You’re sure it wasn’t a girl*? Because there is one 
here Nice girl Can’t remember her name, but she very kmdly 
attended to these httle cuts of mine 

Ursula (amused) A girl' That explains the good-looking boy 
I thought he was very distant He’s got a girl here Good idea too' 
But that was a man m the cabm 

Lord Cottingley Show me the cabm (To Fletherington) 
Don’t you come You need a rest Look after your explosive 

Lord Cottingley and Ursula hurry off right, into super- 
structure 

fletherington picks up his bag, opens it, and is beginning to 
examine his explosive crystals, when Gridley and Patch hurry 
in, looking hot and worried, from another entrance right 

Gridley Have you seen that damned girl*? 

Fletherington (calmly) Just gone m there with her father To 
show him a cabin with a man inside it 

Patch (after whistling) That’s tom it 

Gridley Yes, and what the bhnkmg blazes are we gomg to do 
to mend it*? (To Fletherington, who is still examining his crystals) 
And don’t mess about with that stufiF 

Fletherestgton (smiling) Perfectly safe 

Gridley That’s what you say, but I don’t think you know what’s 
safe and what isn’t safe Look at you' So, for God’s sake, stop mess- 
mg with the stuff Put it back 

Fletherington, still smilmg, does 
They can’t let Shvers out, can they’ 
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Patch No, I’ve got the key m my pocket But by this time Shvers 
will have told ’em all about Hilda through the keyhole 
Grioley May not have done Better wait and see (Siis down 
md mops himself md breathes heavily) What a mormng ' This comes 
of wanting something to happen, gnimbhng because it’s quiet 
(S'/wMiiHg) I like It quiet It can’t be too qmet for me If only this ship 
was out at sea, where she ought to be, and the engmes turmng over 
nicely and not too many passengers, I’d ask for nothmg better I 
wouldn’t care how qmet it was, woiddn’t care if not a damn thmg 
happened for six months 

Patch Well, you’re out of luck, Sam It’ll be a long tune before 
this old girl goes churning through the Forties again 
Flexherington Lord Cottmgley was talking just now about 
buying her 

Patch Oh, what does that old twister want to do with her’ 
Gridley Wait a nunute, you can’t talk hke that How d’you 
know he’s a twister’ 

Patch Ask any of ’em at Head Office They’re all twisters more 
or less there, but he was the king twister and that’s why he had to 
resign What’s he want to buy her for’ I don’t trust him 
Flexherington He’s mterested m my explosive, FTethente 
Gredley (half humorously, half angrily) He is, is he’ I suppose 
he’s like you, eh? Like to try it on the ship, blow her up’ 
Flexherington (simply) Yes, that’s what he said 

Gridley (exploding) What the 

Then he stares at Patch md in his exasperation whistles his 
ascending scale, while Patch, staring back, whistles fas descend- 
ing one 

Either I’ve gone clean off my nut, or everybody else has this mormng 
Where’s the sense of it? Now here’s a ship — ^and when I say a ship, 
I mean a ship— not somethmg you can put together m a mormng, 
not some blankety httle tuppeny ha’penny gadget, a wireless set or 
a gramophone, but a Ship—a3i& if she was a ruddy beehive 

Patch (sardonically) She is a beehive Didn’t you tell me there 

were bees up on the boat deck this moimng ’ 

Gmdley (explosively) Bees there, and bees m our bormets We’re 

all gomg mad I can feel it commg Now here’s a ship 

Patch You’ve said that before, you old chump Listen Come 
here 

They come down to talk confidentially Flexherington makes 
no attempt to listen but renuans aloof and dreamy 
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Don’t you see what the game is’ 

Grtoley No, I don’t 

Patch Well, it’s the good old game Insurance 
Gridley Insurance’ 

Patch Yes, insurance Cottmgley could buy this ship for next 
to nothing now But if anythmg happens to her — ^total loss — ^he could 
collect the msurance, see’ 

Gridley D’you think that’s it’ 

Patch I’m sure I don’t know whether it could be worked, but 
that’s what’s in his min d, you can bet your life 
Gridley But what about him? (Indicating Fletherington ) Is 
that his idea, too’ 

Patch No, he’s just barmy He wants to blow something up 
Gridley (with an angry glance at Fletherington, gradually raising 
his voice) And he doesn’t care what it is Blow anything up St 
Paul’s Cathedral Children’s Hospital Yes, I’m talking about you, 
Mr Flethenngton 

Fletherington (mildly) And what’s the matter with me’ 
Gridiey Eveiytlung You’re all wrong You’re a nuisance 
You’re a menace 

Fletherington I’m not I’m simply a chemist, a scientist 
Gridley (beUowmg) I know, I know, and to-day you’re trymg to 
blow us up, and to-morrow you’ll be trying to dose us with poison 
gas What do you want to go and make the foul stujff for, eh’ Before 
you’ve fimshed, you fellows’uU do the lot of us m 

Fletherington (defensively) All I do is to research 

Gridley Yes, and look at the result Blowing us up, bummg us 
ahve, poisomng us Just stop your damned research then 
Fletherington Certainly not I’m very distressed to hear you 
talkmg like this, Mr Gndley I’ve never wilhngly hurt anybody in 
my life 

Gridley No, and that’s what makes it all so cock-eyed and crazy 
You don’t want to hurt anybody, but— by God> — you’re going to 
Look what you’ve started here this mommg I’m going to find out 
what those people are up to (Stamps off same way as Lord Cotting- 
LEY and Ursula went ) 

Fletherington I’m very Sony indeed, Mr — er 

Patch Patch Patch 

Fletherington Patch, that Mr Gridley should think of me m 
this way 
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Patch All nght, never mind Sam’s very touchy, these days 
After all, he’s a chief engineer, not a watchman Breaks his heart to 
be stuck like this in a ship that’s half a market garden You can’t 
even see the sea from here And he’s havmg a worrymg mormng 
And I’m having a wonying morning Only I don’t mind it so much 
{With abrupt change of tone ) What do you think of that girl’ 

FUETHERINGTON Lord Cottingley’s daughter ’ 

Patch No, I wouldn’t have her given Seen too many bits hke 
ner Not so high-class, of course, but with just the same carry on 
No, I mean the other one — Sam’s mece — Miss Jackson Now there 
IS a girl 

Flethesington Very mce type Where is she’ 

Patch Hidmg out of the way— up in the captain’s quarters, I 

think I’d better go and see how she’s gettmg on 

Turns away, but stops became he sees a new arrival, Gaster 
He IS a man diout forty, rather tall and very thin, with the long 
thm neck and prominent Adam's apple of so many revolutionaries 
He has rather Jewish clean-shaven features, curlyish greying hair, 
thick but bald m the centre, wears no hat, and is dressed in a darkish 
suit with no waistcoat and a rough sort of a shirt He can wear 
spectacles He has a high querulous voice He comes aboard with 
a rather self-important, mysterious air 
Gaster {to Patch) Good mormng, Comrade 
Patch Mormng 

Gaster One of the party m Longport 

Patch What party’ 

Gaster The Communist Party He told me about this ship lymg 
up here, and as you probably know, we’re fightmg a by-election m 
Longport and also working up a strike among the transport workers 
there, and so, comrade 

Patch Wait a mmute, wait a mintute Don’t keep on caUing'me 
comrade 

Gaster lYhy not? 

Patch Because I don’t know you, and I’m not your comrade, see’ 
Gaster But we’re both workers 

Patch (s/wp/y) We’re not I’m not a worker, for one. And you’re 
not a worker, for another And he isn’t, either 

Gaster But you don’t side with the boss class, don’t help the 
capitahsts, do you’ 

Patch No, I don’t Damn the capitahsts 
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Gastbr ITiat’s all nght then You’re on our side You’re with 
the masses 

Patch No, I’m not Danm the masses too I don’t know who the 
masses are, but to hell with them 
Gaster We’re the masses, you and I 

Patch You may be, but I’m not Masses my foot ' What do you 
take me for’ I’m not your comrade and I’m not one of the masses 
My name’s Patch, and I’m second officer of this ship — or I was, when 
it was a ship and not a sort of roadhouse 
Gastbr {eagerly) Yes, and why is it lying idle like this’ Because 

the capitahst system is breaking up 

Patch Tell him I know And don’t stay too long because we’re 
very busy here this morning 

Goes off Gaster turns to Fletherington, who smiles at him 
Gaster Good mornmg, comrade You don’t look like a sailor 
Fletherington I’m not, I’m a research chenust 
Gasttr Not a member of the party’ 

Fletherington Not a member of any party Haven’t time for 
parties 

Gaster All workers with hand or brain should be with us 
He has strolled over to the place where the detonators are 
Fletherington {sharply) Don’t touch those Detonators 
Gaster {withdrawing) Oh' What are they domg here’ 
Fletherington I brought them I’m tiymg out my new explo- 
sive, Hethente It’s here in this bag 
Gaster {significantly) Oh — ^I see I used to know a httle about 
chemistry myself— before I gave up everything for party work 
Fletherington {eagerly, approaching him) You did, eh’ Well, 
this will amuse you I had been working for some time on mtro com- 
pounds Synthetic production from benzme 

Here they are interrupted by Ursula, who is very much the 
bored young female, anxious to attract the attention of males, 
any males 
Ursula I say 

They look at her without interest 
Hello, here’s somebody else Good mornmg 
Gaster {not interested) Good morning {To Fletheringtion) 
You were saymg’ 

Ursula Rather exciting about the girl, isn’t it’ I saw her peepmg 
round a corner and chased her a bit, but had to give it up Empty 
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ship’s a marvellous place for hide-and-seek Awfully good for a 
party, too What I’m gomg to ask her is, what the particularly dirty 
work was that Sir Eric was up to*? She must be in the know, eh? 

Fletherington (indifferently) Yes (To Gaster, as they begin 
moving off together, to back right) Sol went through the usual ammon- 
ium mtrate treatments— the old stuff, you know— nothmg new there 
And then a fuimy thmg happened I’d sealed a small mixture in a 

test-tube — ordmary routine 

jBy this time they aie off Ursula stares ajter them in disgmt 
Ursula (staring after them) Damned rude* 

She lights a cigarette petulantly, and stares about her She 
pushes a chair, kicks something, then finds the packet of detonators 
She looks at it casually, throws it a little way in the air and catches 
It, thinking about something else Patch hurries in 

Patch Where the devil is everybody’ (He sees what she has got 
Alarmed) Don’t' Stop it' 

Ursula (petulantly) What are you talking about’ If you don’t 
stop runnmg round and shoutmg and bemg rude, I’U throw this at 
you 

Patch Oh' — for the love of Pete— put ’em dovm 
URStJLA (preening herself and approaching him) Don’t you thmk 
— ^I’m rather attractive’ 

Patch No 
Ursula What’ 

Patch Yes 

Ursula Much prettier than that nursemaid you’ve got along there 
Aren’t I’ 

Patch Yes, anything you like Only 

Ursula That’s better You’re all so rude and mattentive here 
Where shall I chuck this’ 

Patch (urgently) Don’t chuck it anywhere 

Lord Cothnoley and Gridlby hurriedly enter from entrance 
to cidnns 

Lord ComNOLBY Now listen to me, Ursula — and throw that 
thmg away 

Gridlby and Patch (urgently) No, don’t' 

Lord Cottinglby (gayping) No, don’t For God’s sake, child, 
put ’em down, but put ’em down carefully 
Gridley They’re detonators 
Ursula Well, will they break or something? 
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Gmdley (mopping his brow) They’ll explode, blow your hands 
and legs off 

Ursula (alarmed now) Oh' 

Very carefully now, watched by the men, in a dead silence, she 
puts the package back where she fomd it Lord Cottingley 
breathes an audible sigh of relief Gridlby and Patch whistle 
Ursula (indignantly) You might have told me’ 

Gridley Now wait a mmute Before we do anything else, let’s 
get this settled Now don’t move, anybody (He slips into cabin 
entrance ) 

Ursula Well, that’s that The next thmg to do is to find that girl 
and get the truth out of her 
Patch Never mmd about her 

Lord Cotiingley (smoothly, but with menace) But as law-abiding 
citizens. It may be our duty to notify the pohce that she’s here 
Patch Don’t talk rot It’s nothmg to do with you 
Lord Cottinglby And then there’s that poor fellow you’ve 
locked in — ^what about him’ 

Patch We’ll attend to him, thank you 

Ursula I’d love to take you down a few pegs You’re so pleased 
with yourself 

Gridley enters, carrymg a large piece of cardboard, on which 
he has written in big letters in red ink or chalk Danger’ Don’t 
Touch’ He puts this card in front of the detonators 
Gridley (as he does this, muttermg and groanmg) Holy Moses’ 
What a mornin g ’ Everybody going completely and utterly bloody 
well barmy No sense anywhere m anythmg Human nature’ I wish 
I was a bull m a paddock Or a porpoise or a dolphm Even a sea- 
gull, a half-starved mewmg rotten seagull (When the placard is m 
position ) There now’ That’s better Isn’t it — ^better? 

Lord Cottingley Much Very sensible thmg to do 
Gridley That’s what I think— very sensible 
Ursula Anybody would imagme you’d just mvented wntmg 
Gridley (ynth delusive mildness) You know, you’re an agreeable- 
looking girl — very agreeable-Iookmg I’d call you handsome Yes, 
distmctly handsome Good features, nice colounng, fine, well-bmlt 
girl Expensively educated too. I’ll be bound 
Lord Cotttngley (complacently) You couldn’t buy a better 
education Best fimshmg schools m Europe And when she came 
out, two years ago, she was considered the prettiest debutante of that 
season She was one of the Tatler’s lovehes. 
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Gmdley {still mildly) Fm sure she was, I’m sure she was A 
beautiful, expensive, fashionable young lady — {With sudden startling 
ferocity) and for two pms I’d give her a beltmg she’d remember for 
the rest of her life 

Ursula {furiously) Well, here’s one pm 

She walks across and gives him a hard slap on the face Lord 
C oTTiNGLEY cries out in protest Patch gives a sudden hoot of 
lai^hter Gridley is mildly astonished Ursula regards them all 
with contempt as she walks a few steps away from Gridley 

Gridley {briskly) Well, we’d better get things straightened up 
now 

Patch Wait a minute, Sam Where’s that Commumst chap who 
was here’ 

Gridley {exasperated) Commumst’ What Commumst’ There 
aren’t any Commumsts here Don’t be silly. Bob, don’t be silly 

Patch I’m not being siUy I teH you there was one here a few 
minutes ago 

Gridley Where are they all coming from’ What do they thmlr 
this IS — 3. conference’ 

Lord Cottinglby {interested) A Commimist, eh’ How do you 
know he was’ 

Patch Because he told me he’d come down to work for the party 
at the Longport election Somethmg about a strike too He was a 
Communist all nght And a professional at that A professional 
comrade 

Lord Cottingley Has he gone then’ 

Ursula No, there was a rather Bolshie-lookmg man here talking 
to Mr What’s-his-name 

Lord Cotungiey {mterested) Flethermgton 

Ursula Yes They went along there together, havmg a good 
heart-to-heart talk 

Patch What about’ 

Ursula Oh— mtrates and test-tubes and things 

Gridley and Patch exchange glances and whistles Lord 
C oTONGLEY looks at once pleased and thoughtful 

Patch Fm going to find those two 

Ursula I shall come with you 

Patch What for? 

Ursula Just to annoy you 

Patch moves off, Ursula is following him 
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BEES ON THE BOAT DECK 

Lord Cottingley Wait a minute, my dear I may want you to 
take a wire for me 

Giudley {sharply) Oh no, you don’t 
Lord Cotiingley Don’t what‘s 
Grtdley Send a wire 

Lord Cotiingley My dear sir, I don’t understand you 
Ursula Settle it between you I’m gomg to aimoy who-is-it — 
Patch {She goes) 

Lord Cotiingley If I choose to ask my daughter to take a tele- 
gram for me to the nearest post office, surely it isn’t necessary for me 
to obtain your peimission’ 

Gridley {earnestly) Listen to me. Lord Cottmgley, there isn’t 
gomg to be any funny busmess with this ship 
Lord Cottingley {smoothly) My dear fellow, you mustn’t talk 
hke that, really you mustn’t You’ie not handhng a gang of trimmers 
or greasers now 

Gridley No, and I wish I was It’s what I ought to be domg 
Lord Cottingley {smoothly) No doubt For my part, I’m 
extremely sorry to see an officer of your expenence — ^very valuable 
experience — on the shelf like this, and if there is anythmg I can do — 

as you may guess, I still have some influence in shipping circles 

Gridley {earnestly) Why don’t you buy this ship ’ 

Lord Cottingley I may 

Gridley Yes, but buy her to run her I’ll get you officers and 
crew to run her like clockwork from here to Valparaiso — chaps that 
are eatmg their hearts out, praying for a job And there’s nothmg 
wrong with her You’ve only got to spend a thousand or two on an 
overhaul A beautiful ship What do you say? 

Lord Cottingley {shaking his head) When I want an expensive 
hobby. I’ll run a steam yacht, thank you, not a big cargo boat 
Gridley You couldn’t make it pay? 

Lord Cotiingley Not a chance, my dear fellow It would eat 
money You might just as well take all the money you can find and 
throw It mto the middle of the Atlantic 
Gridley {m despair) Then — by God' — you might as well take a 
few thousand of us too and throw us mto the middle of the Atlantic 
But — ^I don’t beheve it Look at her' {Indicates the ship ) 

Lord Cottingley {not looking) Yes, look at her 
Gridley Yes, but you’re not lookmg at her You never have 
looked at her properly Sitting m offices, addmg up figures, holdmg 
meetmgs, passmg the cigars, that’s not runnmg ships, 
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Lord Cottinglby It’s the only way you can run them 

GRiDtEY No, they’re hke women You’ve got to love ’em and 
hve with ’em This ship’s hke a woman to me It’s not so many 
figures m a book— assets and debits and Judas Iscariot knows what' 
That’s why I’m warmng you No funny business No buying her 
to-day and scutthng her to-morrow 
Lord Cottingley I don’t know what you mean by scuttling her 
And in any event, Gridley, you’re forgettmg one thing The moment 
this ship becomes my property, you’ve no longer any right to be 
here, and I can order you ashore at once 
Grtoley (angrily) And when you do that, I shall go to the nearest 
pohce station 

Lord Cottinglby That’s where I ought to be going now 
Gridley Why’ 

Lord Cottinglby Aren’t you forgetting your mece, Miss Jackson, 
known, I t hink , as “the nussmg witness’’ ’ And this man you’ve locked 
in a cabm’ Wiat about them’ 

He smiles triumphantly Gridley is in a fury of bewilderment 
and exasperation He stamps and mutters curses Lord Cotting- 
ley continues smoothly 

Now be sensible I don’t want to make trouble for either the girl 
or you 

Gridley I don’t like the sound o’ that I’ve noticed people never 
tell you they don’t want to make trouble until they’re ready to start 
malong trouble 

Lord Cottingley I’ve never done pohceman’s work and I don’t 
mean to begm now I beheve in minding my own busmess 
Gridley (muttering) Yes, but I don’t like your busmess 
Lord Cottingley And aU I ask is that you don’t mterfere m 

matters that don’t concern you 

Gridley This ship does concern me 
Lord Cottingley But it won’t if I buy it 
Gridiey Don’t call her it She’s a she not an it And she’s still 
the Gloriana to me whether you buy her or whether they sell her to 
the Japs to make bicycles out of And while she’s here, there’s gomg 
to be ho funny work with her In fact, while your lordship’s in this 
frame of mind, there’d better be no telegrams 
Lord Cottingley Gridley, you’re forgettmg yourself 
Gridley WeU, that’s somethmg you’ll never do 
Flbtherington enters from right back 
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Eletherington They’re argumg about politics along there, so I 
left them I can’t understand why people should be always wantmg 
to argue about pohtics when there are so many more mteresting thmgs 
to discuss 

Lord Cottingley I agree with you absolutely, my dear sir 
Gridley (looking at them with suspicion) Too much agreement 
altogether about you two (Gloomily to Eletherington) D’you 
Icnow what I’d have done with you, if I’d had any sensed 

Eletherington (brightly) No, Mr Gndley’ 

Gridley I’d have thrown you off this ship two mmutes after you 
came aboard Well, I’ll have that Communist off anyhow That’ll 
be a start (Goes off right back ) 

Lord Cotitngley (softly) What sort of fellow is this Commumst, 
Mr Elethenngton’ 

Eletherington Not a bad feUow at all, Lord Cottingley He 
knows some chemistry, but has rather foolishly allowed himself to 
be drawn mto his political business Qmte a fanatic 
Lord Cottingley (comfortably) Indeed' Did you tell him about 
your explosive? 

Eletherington I did, and he was extremely interested He saw 
the amusmg side of it too 
Lord Cottingley Oh, what’s that? 

Eletherington Didn’t I tell you? It’s very amusmg (Laughs) 
You see, I’d been working for some time on mtro compounds Syn- 
thetic production from benzme Well, I’d been gomg through the 

usual ammomum nitrate treatments 

Lord Cottingley (determined to have no more of this) Oh yes, 
yes, yes— I remember Very amusmg Very, very amusmg But tell 
jne, Mir Eletherington, you say this Commumst feUow was in- 
terested — 

Eletherington Extremely mterested He’s veiy anxious to tiy 
it on this ship 

Lord Cottingley (amiably) Is he now^ You know. Mi- 
Flethermgton, you’ve an extraordmaiy capacity for arousing interest, 
even enthusiasm, for your scientific experiments 
Eletherington Well, his reasons, I’m afraid, are not entirely 
scientific, though he’s genumely mterested m Flethente He seems 
to think that the blowing up of the ship could be of some pohtical 
Significance — though I didn’t quite gather how 
Lord Cottingley (smoothly) No doubt he feels that if his party 
did It, they could say rt was a protest— and of course a very forcible 
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protest — ^against the capitalist system, which allows these ships to 
remain idle 

FLetherington That’s it exactly Does it make sense to you*^ 
Lord Cottingley Oh yes Although I’m a capitahst myself— and 
must of course publicly associate myself with the mamtenance of the 
system — ^I can’t help feehng there’s something to be said for his point 
of view 

Fletherington You ought to have a talk with him 
Lord Cottingley I shall certainly have a talk with him 

Sound of loud voices — Gaster’s md Patch’s arguing furiously 
off right back “I’ll show you what I mean ’’ “Just hsten to me, 
will you ” “Now wait a nunute ’’ Gridley can be joining in too 
But just now somebody else seems to be having a talk with him 

Enter Gaster, Patch and Gridley all arguing at once Ursula 
follows them in, looking very bored 
Gaster (shouting them down) You don’t know what Marx said 
Patch No, I don’t know and I don’t care I think for myself, see*? 
Gaster I can tell you exactly what he said 
Patch (humorously) Why, have you got him with you? 

Gaster (simply) Yes (Produces volume of Marx's Capital from 
his pocket ) 

Gridley (wondenngly) By thunder' — he has too 
Patch It’s his Bible 

Gaster (as he turns the pages) You’re nght It’s my Bible Ought 
to be yours too 

Gridley Give me Schopenhauer 

Gaster (still tummg) A poor bourgeois pessimist 

Patch (chuckling) That’s good I must remember that 

Gridley (indignantly) Here, wait a minute 

Gaster (topping fnm) Now hsten (Reads) “If, then, the owner 
of money is to transform his money mto capital, he must find in the 
commodity market a free worker, free in a double sense The worker 
must be able to dispose of his labour power as his own commodity, 
and, on the other hand, he must have no other commodities for sale, 
must be ‘free’ from eveiything that is essential for the realisation of 
his labour power ” 

Ursula (forcefully, while the others are digestmg this) Chrerrr- 
istmas' 

She goes and sits down, disgusted with them, and lights a cigarette 
Patch (exatedly) Now, wait a minute. Who’s this worker? 
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Gaster I’ve told you Anybody who does not own the means of 
production, who is not a capitahst, who has to sell his labour 
Patch WeU then, what about me*^ 

Gridley Never mind about you. Bob {Triumphantly to Gaster) 
What about a man who runs a Punch and Judy show’ Is he a 
capitahst’ Is he a worker’ 

Gaster {contemptuously) We’re not talking about Punch and J udy 
shows 

Gridley But you said he explamed eveiythmg — ^well, what about 
a man who runs a Punch and Judy show’ 

Patch {quickly) No, Sam, you’re off it, you’re off it 
Gridley {loudly) Off what’ 

Patch {shouting) Off the argument, off the pomt 
Gaster {shouting) Of course he is 
Gridley {shouting) What pomt’ 

Lord Cottingley {loudly, taking a hand in this) Yes, what exactly 
IS the pomt’ 

Ursula {topping them alt) There isn’t one They don’t know what 
they’re talking about 

Patch {dismissing her) I know what I’m talkmg about 
Gridley {almost angrily) Well, don’t I know what I’m talkmg 
about’ 

Gaster {bellowing) No None of you know I know because I’ve 
studied these thmgs It’s all here m Marx If you come here. I’ll 
show you 

Gridley, Patch and Lord Cottingley gather round him 
Flbthbrington lingers on the stage Ursula sits where she is, 
bored with them 
Now read Marx for yourself 

As he says this, loudly. Captain Mellock appears, a sinister 
figure He IS a trim, athletic-lookmg man m his late thirties, not 
badrlookmg m a rather hard style He has a romantic scar on his 
face He wears no hat, a dark blue uniform shirt, with a tmy Union 
Jack on one side and a number of military ribbons on the other, and 
neat dark trousers, with pockets big enough for a revolver The 
whole effeci is that of a Fascist miform He stands looking at the 
group, and only Ursula see? him at first She brighter^ up at once 

Ursula {to the others) Hoy' Look what’s come 

They look at Mellock surprised 
Mellock {harshly) Mars' Huh' Marx* 
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Gasier {sharply) What about him’ 

Mellock {harshly) What about you, you mean, you duty Red 
You’re Gaster, aren’t you’ Moscow’s present to Longport 
Gaster And I suppose you’re Mellock, who’s been talfang so big’ 
Meixock {correcting him sharply) Captam Mellock Yes Of the 
New Bntish Fascisti 

Gaster {sneering) New British Fascisti ' Boys playmg at soldiers ' 
Mellock Don’t make any mistake, Gaster We’re not all boys, 
we’re not all playmg at soldiers I’m not, for one And I don’t simply 
talk big I mean what I say 

Patch {rudely) WeU, say it. General, and then clear off 
hfeLLOCK Shut up' I’m not talbng to you — ^yet Listen, Gaster, 
I’ve been looking for you aU mormng 
Gaster Well, you’ve found me 

Mellock Found a whole nest of you Party headquarters, eh’ 

Patch Can you stop being a dam’ fool for just a mmute ’ 

Me llock I’ve told you, shut up 
Gridley Bob' 

Patch Yes, Sam 

Gridley We’ve let too many of ’em come aboard already But 
this is defimtely one we can’t have at any price 
Patch You’re quite nght, Sam The General’s out 
Mellock {moving a step nearer) I’ll give you Red bastards a 
lesson m manners soon 
Patch Come on, Sam 

He and Gridley make a sharp move forward At the same time 
Mellock steps back and whips out a revolver, with which he covers 
them 

Mellock {very harshly) Come on, the lot of you Hands up, and 
move back Come on, come on, sharp to it And don’t think I won’t 
shoot, because I will 

He looks as if he will They all move back, except Ursula, who 
looks on, delightedly, and are so grouped now that Gridley and 
Patch are separated from the others and to the left 
Ursula Marvellous' Am I in this too? 

Mellock {ppmg her a quick sharp look) You will be if you don’t 
keep quiet 

Ursula {cippreaatively) I think you’re too sweet 

Mellock {still covermg them with his gun, but concentrating chiefly 

on Gridley and Patch) Now then {Reflects) 
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Patch He’s been too often to the pictures, that’s his trouble 
Mellock {shcarply, to Gridlby emd Patch) You two— who think 
you’re damned tou^ — who are you"? 

Patch {promptly Hitler 

Gridley Mussolini (Goes on grumbling m muttervng tone ) Com- 
pletely and utterly barmy, everything* 

Patch makes the beginning of a quick movement, but Mellock, 
who is very alert, threatens him instantly, and Patch has to keep 
quiet 

Lord Cottingley (at his smoothest) Captam Mellock, I thmk 
you’d better let me explain 

MsLLOCBiigivmghimhalfaneye) Who are you’ Keep your hands 
up 

Lord Cottingley I’m Lord Cottmgley 

Mellock (surprised) Lord Cottmgley* What are you domg here’ 
Lord Cottingley (smoothly) I used to be a director of the com- 
pany that owns this ship I can explam everythmg 
Mellock Let me get nd of these two fellows, first, before there’s 
any explainmg (Indicating Gridley and Patch ) 

Lord Cottingley (comfortably) Well, there’s this hold Send 
’em down there 

Gridley (indignantly) That’s a fine idea* Hell’s bells, what a 
morning * 

Mellock (harshly, menacing theni) Go on Down there 

They have to go down into the hold, with the open hatch on the 
right Patch gives Lord Cottingley a very unpleasant look 
Patch (to Lord ComNOLBY) I’ll remember this— you dirty old 
twister 

Ursula (with jidnlant sweetness) Good-bye — dear Mr Patch* 
Patch (furiously as he disappears) Errt-cha* 

Lord Cottingley (stepping forward eagerly) I’ll he4> you with 
the hatch cover 

Ursula (gleefully) And so will I 

The three of them, with jMDbllock stiU keepmg an eye on the 
other two, pull down the section of the hatch cover, and fasten it 
Fletherington steps forward to take his bag 
Mellock (sharply) Hei^* 

Lord Cottingley That’s all nght, Captam Mellock Let him 
have It rUecplaminammute These two won’t give you any trouMe. 
Mellock I i don’t trust Gaster a yard. 
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Lord ComNOiiEy No, no, you leave this to me You’ll under- 
stand m a minute Here, Flethenngton 

He takes the bag over to Flethbrington, who has retreated 
back to where Gasier is standing He begins whispering to them 
Mbllock stays where he is, watching them Ursula looks at him 
Ursula Cigarette, Captain Mellock’ (Offers him one) 

MelloCk (taking it) Thanks (Lights it quickly ) 

Ursula By the way, I’m Lord Cottmgley’s daughter— Ursula 
Mbllock I see 

Ursula, You know, I think you’re rather marvellous 
Mellock (indifferently) Yes’ 

Ursula What a lot of nbbons you have' Are they bogus’ 
Mellock Course they aren’t' What do you take me for’ I’ve 
been soldiering one place and another, twenty years — ever smce I 
was seventeen 

Ursula That makes you thirty-seven, doesn’t it’ A mce age, I 
think Young men are so feeble 

She smiles at him but he takes no notice He is now staring at 
the detonator notice He indicates it now 
Mellock What’s all that about’ 

Ursula My dear, you mustn’t bully me hke that As a matter 
of fact, they’re detonators, and as I nearly blew myself up with tb ^m 
not long ago, that notice is there 

Mellock (pleased) Humph' Caught ’em at it Just what we 
wanted 

URStJLA You haven’t the famtest idea what you’re talking about 
Mellock I have Don’t worry 

Ursula I’m not worrying about that (Looks at him speculatively, 
then drops her voice ) Tell me You’re not one of those men who’ve 
no use for women, are you’ 

Mellocx (laughs) Me’ No fear' I’ve had too much use for ’em 
All over the place 

Ursula All nght, I don’t want to know the rest 
Mellock (callmg across) Well? 

Lord Cottingley (commg down a few steps) If you’ll allow these 
two gentlemen to fimsh their conversation elsewhere — they won’t 
leave the ship — tbsy can’t, except that way — ^I’ll explam everything — - 
Mellock All nght v 

FtSTHERiNGTON carrying his bag, and Gaster move off left 
Lord Cottingley comes down 
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Lord Cottingley Well, you seem to be a veiy melodramatic 
young man 
Mellock I’m not 

Lord CoTTiNGLEY What' Flounshing revolvers' Hands up' All 
the rest of it' 

Mellock That’s not melodrama I meant what I said No 
pretence about it at all I don’t carry this revolver about with me 
for fun, any more than a navvy cames a pick and shovel about with 
him for fun 

Ursula (ynth slight mockery) He’s a gun-man 
Mellock A gun-man, if you like Only I prefer to call myself a 
soldier It’s been my profession ever smce I was a schoolboy I’ve 
soldiered in France, Russia, Palestine, Chma and South Amenca 
Lord Cottingley Why’ Stupid hfe' 

Mellock I didn’t nund it, and anyhow it was all I could do 
And — don’t forget — ^it’s you people who’re pretendmg — ^not me 
You’re pretending the world is still a nice safe place, and that the 
war stopped in 1918 
Lord Cottingley Well, didn’t it’ 

Mellock You bet your life it didn’t I ought to know I’ve 
been following it round ever since 
Lord Cottingley Oh— possibly — ^in a few out-of-the way places 
But here we’ve seen nothmg of it 
Mellock No, but you will— you will It’ll come roUmg back 
Otherwise, I shouldn’t be here And don’t imagme I’m here for fun 
I’m gettmg good pay and pnvtleges, and I’ve been proimsed much 
better pay and pnvileges 
Ursula Good' 

Lord Cottingley But what are you doing here’ 

Mellock The Reds have put up a candidate of their own for this 
by-election in Longport, where a lot of the scum round the docks 
are half Bolshie already I’m down there- sent by our own party — 
to keep an eye on these Reds, especially this fellow, Gaster That’s 
why I followed him here in my car And you can bet I’m not leaving 
until I know exactly what’s going on here So now you can do some 
explaimng 

Lord Cotttnglby {smiling) Looks bad, doesn’t it’ 

Mellock Well — 1 find you here hobnobbmg with a notorious 
professional Red organiser- and with a lot of high explosive waiting 
to be used 

Lord ComNGLEY (OTw/mg) Temble {Is about to go on more coitr 
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fidentially, when he remembers URStiLA, and turns to her ) Woxildn’t 
you Uce to go for a walk, my dear’ 

Ursula {very decidedly) No 

Lord CoTnNGtEY You’ll find all this talk very bonng 
Ursula Oh— no, I won’t {Smiles impudently at Mellocjk, who 
frowns other) I wouldn’t miss a word 

Mellock (rather casually to Lord Cottingley) We could stick 
her away for half an hour or so 

Ursula (marches up to him, very erect, defiant, femmme) You 
try sticbng me away somewhere' Just try it Now' 

Lord CoxiiNGtEy (to Mellock) Don’t encourage her 
Mellock (indignantly) I’m not encouraging her Catch me 
encouraging such a kid' 

VvsVLK (with passionate irony) Kid' My God' You mean kiddie 
— don’t you’ 

Mellock Anythmg you like, only shut up We want to talk 

Ursula looks at him in disgust, goes and sits down, where she 
watches them as they talk 

Lord ComNGLBy (confidentially) Captam Mellock I’m as much 
anti-communist as you are In fact, I’m on your side entirely Join 
your party, if you hke But this is the position Here’s a ship Now 
supposmg this ship was complete^ destroyed — ^blown up — by the 
local Communists? 

Mellock Now that’s just the sort of thing we want to catch ’em 
domg 

Lord Cottinglby (easily) Of coxn-se it is Bummg the Reichstag 
and so forth Always has a wonderful effect on the mmds of the 
decent law-abidmg pubhc 

Mellock After a few acts of terronsm of that sort, the pubhc 
will ask for us to protect ’em That’s the strength of our position 
Lord CoTONGLEY Ofcourseitis 

j^^feLLOCK The trouble is — ^the poor swme here haven’t the guts 
to be terronsts 

Lord CormOLBy (softly) That’s a nuisance, of course But— 
you see— here’s a mce big ship, and here’s some powadul new high 
explosive and the m^ who knows how it ought to be handled, and 
here’s ypur friend Gaster And then you come charging m— just at 
the wrong moment (They look meamngly at one another ) 

Mellock I see 

Lord ComNOLBY (softly) I thought you would 
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Mellock But where do I come in’ 

Lord CoTXiNGLBY Obviously you don’t yet You go out Though, 
between ourselves. I’m glad you came when you did, because we were 

able to get nd of those two ship’s officers 

Meixock Oh — ^those bhghters we shoved m the hold’ 

Lord Cottingley Yes They looked hke being a nuisance, and 
now they’re well out of the way, until we’ve made all our plans Now 
about you Wait a mmute (He thinks, then looks reflectively at watch ) 
You must give me an hour or so to settle thmgs here Lunch-time 
too (Turns to Ursula) Ursula, would you hke to take Captain 
Mellock oif in search of some food and drink for us here’ 
Ursula Yes Good idea 

IX)RD Cottingley You could go in our car or his Brmg some 
decent sandwiches and some whisky, enough for four or five of us 

Goes back to right and looks down deck for Fletherington and 
Gaster Gives whistle and beckons to them Then turns to 
Ursula and Mellock 

When you come back. Captain Mellock had better wait down there 
until you come up here and see me (To Mellock) Safer, I think 
Mellock Sounds a good scheme 
Ursula (movmg) Come on Let’s go 

Mellock (as he prepares to go) What about (Points to hatch ) 

Lord Cottinglby (casually) Oh— those fellows They can stay 
where they are And anyhow, they can’t make trouble I Imow some- 
thing that will keep them quiet 

Ursula (to Mellock) Yes I’ll tell you about that as we go along 
Serve ’em right too Foul pair, I thought Come on, let’s go shoppmg 
She ondMELLOCK go off Lord Cottingley looks down off right 
again and nods Then comes forward and arranges three chairs 
together, Gastbr and Fletherington enter from back right 
Fletherington is still carrymg his bag 
Gastbr Has that Fascist bully gone’ 

Lord Cottingley (smoothly) Yes — ^he’s gone He only needed a 
httle talkmg to And I’ve sent my daughter off to find us somethmg 
to eat and drink 

Fletherington That’s an excellent idea I knew there was some- 
thmg wrong, but couldn’t think what it was I must be hungry I 
was in such a hurry to get out of the house this mommg to test the 
Flethente that I had no breakfast — only a cup of tea. 

Lord Cottdtoley (the hearty chairman now) Not enough The 
inriCT man Eh, Mr Gaster? Ha ha ha ha I WeU, we’ll put that nght 
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And now this is our opportunity to have a httle talk Sit here, Mr 
Flethenngton, won’t you’ (Indicates chair right ) And perhaps you 
would hke to sit here, Mr Gaster (Indicates chair left ) 

They both sit He takes the chair in the middle with some 
ceremony 

Excellent' Capital' Well now— to business 

Gaster Wait a minute, what about those two sailors’ 
Fletherington Oh ves, I’d forgotten them 
Lord Cottingley That’s all right They’re safe — ^though perhaps 
not very comfortable — ^in number three hold We needn’t worry 
about them for some time 

Gaster Well, I shan’t Obvious coxmter-revolutionary types, 
both of them 

Lord Cottingley (the smooth chairman) Qmte so And very 
acute of you, Mr Gaster, to notice the fact so quickly Well now, I 
gather that both of you — foT different reasons — one scientific, the 
other pohtical — ^have a certain interest in blowing up this ship All 
nght Now there are certain questions that must be carefully con- 
sidered I might make a httle agenda, eh’ (He produces a piece of 
paper and pencil and makes a few rapid notes ) 

Gaster (solemnly) I always hke to have an agenda 
Lord Cottingley Very sensible of you Now then The first 
problem is imdoubtedly that of time Exactly when, gentlemen — 
exactly when shall the ship be blown up’ 

He looks from one to the other with a smiling alertness They 
are looking thoughtful The curtain comes down 


End of Act One 
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ScaENE Same as before An hour and a half later Lord Cothnoley, 
Fletherington and Gaster are still sitting in the same chairs, 
but now they look hot and flustered, as if they have been arguing 
a long time When the Curtain first disco\ers them, they are having 
a breathing space, as if they have just reached a deadlock and were 
giving themselves time to recover their breath Lord COTTINGLEY 
mops his brow They all start to speak, then decide to say nothing 
and collapse into their chairs agam Then they all speak together 

Lord Cotungley To-morrow mght is the earliest possible 
moment, I tell you, and I would prefer the day after 

Gaster (at the same time) From the pomt of view of the party, 
the sooner the better, and I say — to-mght while we are certam of 
everything 

Fletherington (at the same time) I must repeat the opimon I 
have expressed throughout, that unless it is done as soon as possible, 

I cannot guarantee anythmg 

They all stop and look at one another, rather exhausted Lord 
C oTTiNGLEY holds up his hand for silence, and looks at his watch 

Lord Cottingley Gentlemen, we’ve been argumg this pomt for 
over an hour We really must get on 

Gaster We have here, of course, comrades, three fundamentally 
different types of mmd Any Marxist thinker would recogmse that, 
firstly 

Lord Cottingley (checkmg hm) Mr Gaster — comrade — do you 
reabse that if we let you go on with this, it would make the Mh 
lecture on Marxist philosophy you’ve given us during this last hour’ 
It’s too much, y’know 

Fletherington Much too much Now may I give you the reason 
why I do not want any delay‘d I’ve told you many times that I don’t 
want one 

Lord CoxnNGLEY (wearily) Many, many, many times, Mr 
Fletherington 

Fletherington Qmte so, but so far I haven’t told you why 
(Confidentially ) It’s because I’m afraid my wife would get to know— 
and stop it 

GASim But surely, comrade — ^you, a scientist, an intellectual — 
are not afraid of your wife’ 
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Fijetherington {simply) I am 

Lord CornNGLSY {to Gasier) I take it that you aren’t mamed’ 

Gaster No, I’m not 

Lord Cottingley Obviously You know, the amoimt you have 
to learn about everything— just the most ordmary everyday things — 
seems to me to have reached staggering proportions, and I see it 
growing every few seconds 

Fletherington My wife 

Lord Cottingley {stopping him) You must tell us all about Mrs 
Fletherington afterwards, Mr Fletherington Just now we really 
must keep to the pomt 

Fletherington But she is the pomt Don’t you see 

Gaster {sharply) No, I don’t see And we are wasting valuable 
time Don’t you agree {To Lord Cottingley ) 

Lord Cottingley Yes, I do agree 

Fletherington {eagerly) Oh— I agree too, for that matter Oh- 
most certainly 

Gaster {to Lord Cottinglby) To-morrow mght is for you the 
earhest time to blow up the ship, eh*^ 

Lord Cotungley Yes, and I’d prefer the day after to-morrow 

Gaster To-morrow night is for me the latest time For him too, 
no doubt 

Fletherington All I wish to say is this {Goes towards 

detonator placard) 

Lord Cottingley {irritably) What are you domg? 

Fletherington I might as well have these detonators {Takes 
them and puts them m his bag^ which he is still holdmg, then comes back ) 

Lord Cottingley Then we have here the basis of a compro- 
mise— — 

Gaster Correct It would not be too late for us On the other 
hand, it would give you time to order these two men off the ship 

Lord Cottingley Oh yes— but they’re not the diflSculty That 
part of It’s easy We can ignore them 

As he says this. Patch suddenly drops down on deck from some 
convenient part of the superstructure He is extremely dirty md 
dishevelled and his clothes are tom, as if he had beat craWlmg and 
ebmbmgfor the last hour He has a stout von bar with him, and is 
a very angry otid formidable figure 

Patch (very matacmgly) Don’t move, any of you The first man 
who n^oves. I’ll flatten him with this 
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Fletherington {mildly) But— Mr Patch 

Patch {rmimcingly) Don’t talk either I’ve been crawling and 
climbing for nearly an hour like a ruddy cockroach through the 
foulest holes in this ship, and I’m ready to kill somebody So keep 
still and shut up, before I flatten you to the deck 

They are paralysed He hastily goes romd to the hatch, and 
dexterously and quickly unfastens the cover 

Patch {as he removes the cover) All nght, Sam 

Gridley climbs out, very hot and dirty, in a furious rage, also 
holding a thick iron rod He is a terrifymgfigure At the sight of 
the three standmg there, he gives a great roar of inarticulate rage 

Gridley {roaring) Wa-a-ah> You bloody toads’ You poxed-up 
rats' You red-eyed stinking weasels' I’ll break you to pieces I’ll 
tear the hghts and hvers out of you (Steps forward As they make 
a noisy but inarticulate protest) I don’t care who did it, you’re all 
in It, every flaming man Jack of you 

Patch If they hadn’t been, they’d have let us out before now 
Crawhng and climbmg like a God-dam’ cockroach, I’ve been' 

Gridley Trymg to shut us up m our own ship' Round there. 
Bob, they’re not leaving us yet 

Lord Cottingley {to Patch, who has cut off the retreat of the party 
to the shore) But wait a minute, you can’t do this 

Patch {through his teeth, menacingly, going up to hirri} Who 
suggested putting us in the hold, eh"? You’d be surprised what I 
could do to you — ^now' 

Fletherington But— Mr Gndley 

Gridley {with passion) You started this, by Judas (He goes and 
opens door of small store room, far side of entrance to cabins ) Get 
in there 

Fletherington But— but 

Gridley {m a violent storm, threatening him with tl^ iron rod) 
Hell’s miUion bells' D’you want me to knock the hving dayhght out 
‘of you’ In there' 

Fletherington, terrified, goes in Gridley immediately steps 
across and locks the door 

Patch Cabms B and C for these two, eh? 

Gridley Yes Rush ’em up the alleyway, boy, rush ’em up 

He pounces on Gaster and rushes hm out, while Patch, 
delighted, seizes Lord Cottingley behmd aid rushes hm cfter 
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There is a great noise off, protesting and roaring, locking of 
doors Then silence Gridley and Patch return, pantmg and 
rubbing their hands 

Grtolby I don’t know where that gets us — ^but now I feel a bit 

better — (rnuttermg) the sons of {Blows his breath out ) 

Patch (pugnaciously) Yes, but where’s the fellow with the blue 
shirt and the gun’ That’s the fellow I want to take a crack at And 

when I see hnn, I’m gomg to chance it — ^rush him — gun or no gun 

Gridley (sitting down heavily) What a day' What a day' I’ve 
not had such a day since that time when the tnmmers pinched that 
cask o’ brandy at Durban That was a day 
Patch Before my time 

Gridley Dare say it was But — ^bless me' — ^There was more 
sense even in that than m this I mean to say, you knew where you 
were. Bob, you knew where you were You faiew what trimmers 
were You knew what brandy was You’d only to add ’em together 
They were all fighting drunk, that’s all But this — ^it’s loony from 

start to fimsh 

Patch Clean batty' 

G^SDXJE^ (m short despairing phrasing) Blowing trees up ' Reds — 
and blues — ^and revolvers — and — and — detonators — ^blowmg ships 
up' Oh' (Despairs of it) 

Patch (after a pause) Sam, we’ve got to work this out, and do it 
quick 

Gridley I know I know 

Patch It’s not only the ship Don’t forget — ^there’s Hilda 
Gridley Hilda’ What Hilda’ 

Patch Your mece, Hilda Jackson, you old fathead 
Gridley (weanly) Oh' — crumpets — ^I’d forgotten about her (Re- 
membering) Why — ^then — ^there’s 

Patch Shvers Of course there is He’s still where I put him — 
in Cabm A (Takes out key, then puts it back ) 

Gridley (muttering) Shvers That’s nght Cabin A Hilda 

l^en (Mops himself, then adds solemnly) You know. Bob, this 

wants thinkmg out 

Patch (irritably) Don’t tell me That’s what I’m telhng you 
Gridmy (reproachfidly) It doesn’t matter, boy, which of us is 
teUmg which That’s a detail The great pomt is — ^we’ve got to thmk 
It out 

Patch (his voice rismg m a frenzy of imtatiori) I know we have 
I know we have Don’t keep telhng me 
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He paces about Gridley gives him a bewildered glance, then 
tries hard to concentrate, begvmmg to reckon, quite solemnly, on 
his fingers Patch suddenly stops 
Patch Sam* 

Gredlby (eagerly) Have you got it. Bob’ Have you settled it’ 
Patch No I was going to say “Are you hungry’” 

Gridley (impatiently) Course I am It’s a long way past dinner- 
time We’ll just have to wait, though (He takes out a pipe, and sucks 
it without lighting It ) 

Patch paces restlessly 

Patch (stopping) Know what I’d hke to do’ 

Gridley No 

Patch Throw ’em ashore, the whole flaming lot of ’em Just 
open those cabin doors — one, two, three, four — bang, boosh, bish, 
bash* — out* 

Gridley (fired) All nght, boy, let’s do it, let’s do it 
Patch How can we, you old chump, when the first thing they’ll 
do when they get ashore is to tell the pohce about Hilda’ 

Gridley (disappomted) Ah — ^yes, of course 
Patch Cottingley’d do it hke a shot He’s the feUow I’ve got it 
in for— the old twister I’d hke to drop him among those trees, hke 
a dam’ great acorn 

Gridley Yes, and the next minute he’s off to the post office to 

wire his a^nt to buy this ship 

Patch Which means that we’re going out and the ship’s going up. 
Gridley And we’re not gomg out and the ship’s not going up, 
or anyhow whether we go out or not, the ship’s not gomg up 

Patch Flethente there (pomting 4p door) started it all If 

he was out o’ the way, it’ud be simpler He’d better be the first we 
get nd of 

Gridley (jnoppmg himself) Just a mmute Just a minute This 
wants working out properly What we want here is system, and that’s 
your trouble, Bob, you haven’t got system You want to rush at it 

like a bull at a fence You were just the same with Schopenhauer 

Patch (vmtdbly) Oh — ^for God’s sake — don’t start on him 
now? 

Gridley stares at hm with the ear of one giving a silent but 
terrible rebuke Patch catches it, and softens at once 

I’m sorry, Sam 

Gridiby That’s all nght, boy You’re worried I’m worried 
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We’re both womed We don’t know where we are Now wait 

{Begins thinking and reckoning on fingers again) Here' 

Patch {expecting a solution) Yes’ 

GiUDLEy What became of old Batten, who used to be chief m the 
Mariana ’ 

Patch {impatiently) I don’t know What’s he got to do with it’ 
Greduby {blankly) Nothing, so far as I know But he came into 

my min d just then — old Batten of the Monona 

Patch Well, put him out of your mind We’ve got to think 
Gridley Paper and pencil might help There’s so many of ’em 

Is about to meditate again, when they both hear sound of cautious 
approaching steps from off back right They look at one another, 
Grbduey rises quietly They both quietly turn in direction of sound 
and make one or two quiet movements in that direction Finally, 
Hilda’s head appears cautiously round comer back right Seemg 
only them she comes in and forward She has made some change 
— but not an elaborate one — m her dress since Act One 

Hilda {quietly) Hello' Only you two? 

Patch Only us 

Hilda {more confident tone now) Do you know, I was so tired, I 
fell asleep 

Patch {sympathetically) I’m not suipnsed Are you, Sam’ 
Gridley Yes 

Hilda {to Patch) Oh— but what a mess you’re m' 

Patch {grmang) What a mess we’re all m' 

Hilda (pemtently) And it’s all my fault, isn’t it? I mean, that 

man— the one you locked m the cabm 

Gridley (tentehng) Well, yes — ^there’s him But — er — as a matter 
of fact, he’s not the only one {She stares at him ) No We’ve got — 
er — ^three other chaps — er — blocked m cabms 

To his astonishment, Hilda begms giggling softly, and sits down 
and stiffs a handkerchief m her mouth Patch grins in sympathy, 
but Gridley regards her with annoyance He bungs Patch away 
from her, well downstage 

Gridley Now there’s the thmg I was telhng you about the other 

afternoon 

Patch What? 

Gridley About women. You see, you never know how they’re 
going to take anj^thing Always contrary, see? If I’d said to her “Oh 
yes— ia ha ha— you’ll laugh when I teU you — ^we’ve got three other 
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chaps locked up here” — she’d have started crying and told me I ought 
to be ashamed of myself And look at her now 
Patch Well, wlmt of it’ She’s takmg it the n^t way 
Hilda {getting up) I’m sorry, uncle But it sounded so silly 
Patch If you’ll excuse me. I’ll get myself cleaned up a bit 
Hilda {rather flirtatiously, for her) Oh, we’ll excuse you for that 
Patch Thought you would’ {To Gridley) Shan’t be two 
mmutes {Goes through doorway to cabins ) 

Gridley {grumbling) What’s he want to go cleamng himself up 
for now’ 

Hilda Because he knows he’d look mcer He’s rather good- 
looking, you know 
Gridley {grumpily) I didn’t know 

Hilda {with a famt shade of tartness) Well, I hope you know about 
that pohceman 

Gridley {aghast) What pohceman’ 

Hilda Down there in the wood I peeped over the side and saw 
him He was poking about near those damaged trees — ^where the 
explosion was — for about five minutes, then he looked as if he was 
commg here — ^and then he stopped 
Gridley What for’ 

Hilda {amused) WeU — he seemed to be looking at his nose In 
a httle hand mirror He was looking at his nose in it It seemed such 
a siUy thmg for a pohceman to be domg 

Gridley {with the gloomy detached car of a man who sees the whole 
world steadily going mad and out of control) Yesterday I’d have 
agreed with you This mornmg — early — ^I’d have agreed with you 
Now — ^well — ^I’m not surprised, that’s all Just not suipnsed If he 
took his nose off and threw it on the deck here, I woiddn’t be very 
surpnsed It’s all — ^weU — ^that’s how it’s getting {Suddenly shoutmg) 
Completely and utterly barmy' 

Hilda {alarmed) Sh-sh He rm^t hear you See if he’s still there 
Gridley goes to the back and cautiously looks down right oyer 
the suk Then he returns 

Gridley That’s Sergeant Wilks He’s stopped lookmg at his nose 
now, he’s looking at the trees agam 
Hilda {alarmed) Do you think he’s commg here for me’ 

Gridley I dunno Don’t suppose he knows why he’s here Now 
if we’d been wantmg a bit o’ company, somebody fresh to talk to, 
and everything here’d been straight and above-board, that servant 
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wouldn’t have been round in a week But to-day, of course, he must 
come poking round It’s my behef something somewhere (points up, 
then down to suggest supernatural power) fixes up these things They 
overhear you grumbhng because it’s qmet, and they say “We’ll fix 
these chaps in a proper tangle We’ll show ’em something ” That’s 
my behef He’s (indicating back, i e , police sergeant) part of it They 
just put it into his head to come here and tangle us up a bit more 

Hilda (reproachfully) Oh — ^uncle — ^you sound so hopeless 
Gmdley Met You never made a bigger mistake in your hfe 
What, after thirty-five years in ships’ engine-rooms ' I’ve had packets 
like tlus before, girl They won’t tangle me — ^by thunder’ 

Patch returns, looking much cleaner and neater now 
Patch Well, I feel better for that 

Gredley That’s good, because you’re going to need it Do you 
know who’s just down there — spoking round*? Sergeant Wilks 

Patch begpis whistling softly 
Hilda (to Patch) I think he may be looking for me 

Patch He may You’d better go below again No — up on the 
bndge, that’s the best Then you can keep a look out on the path, 

and when you see him gomg, you can come out 

Hilda All ngfat (Turns to go ) 

Gridley (seriously) And— Hilda 

Hilda (tunung) Yes*? 

Gridley Just be thinkmg of somethmg tasty you can make with 

corned beef, flour and mixed pickles 

Patch (solicitously crossing to her) You’U be all right Don’t 
worry 

She goes Patch and Gridley look at one another, then whistlmg 
softly, go together to the back and cautiously peep over the side They 
instantly jump back — as if the sergeant was nearer them they 
expected— nod at one another — then return slowly, whistling softly 
agam, holding themselves rather stiffly* like men who expect to 
get a blow m the back They sit down carefully, light pipe and 
cigarette, and obviously begin making conversation for the sergeant's 
benefit They have a droll false air 

Gridiey Yes, Bob 
Patch What, Sam? 

Gridiey I was thinking about corned beef We had a cook once — 
before your time. Bob — ^it was in the old Floriana—’wb.o could do 
anything with corned beef He’d have made you a Christmas puddmg 
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out of it Marvel lie was — ^with corned beef A Simderknd man 
He’d a gammy leg 

Patch (keeping it going) What’s that got to do with it^ 

GRiDLEy What’s what got to do with it^ 

Patch Gammy leg 

Gridley WeU — ^after all — a gammy leg, y’know How would you 
like to have a gammy leg’ 

The Sergeant has now appeared and is slowly coming forward, 
a large slow man, with a very sunburnt nose They pretend not 
to notice him 

I mean to say, it wasn’t in his favour, was it’ All the more credit to 
him — say 

The Sergeant has now sat down, between them but a little back, 
and IS taking off his helmet, then mopping his brow He touches 
his nose tenderly 

Sergeant Wilks {slowly) Good afternoon 
Patch Hello — Sergeant 
Gridley Good afternoon. Sergeant Wilks 
Sergeant Wilks Warm again Very warm 
Gridley {gravely) You ought to have somethmg on that nose, 
Sergeant Have we got anything he could put on it. Bob’ 

Patch No we haven’t, Sam Nothmg at all 
Sergeant Wilks I’ve got some stuff at home, thank you My 
wife’s uncle suffers the same way — ^and he sent it Temble lot o’ 
bother this by-election’s making in Longport I hear they had to 
take several of ’em in last night Disorderly conduct 
Gridley {solemnly) You hear that. Bob’ 

Patch Yes, Sam 

Gridley {to Sergeant) He sometimes thinks he’d like to be down 
at Longport, but I tell him he’s better off here, mce and qmet 
Sergeant Wilks That is so, that is so You’re all right Very 
mce and quiet — ^peaceful 

At these fateful words, Gridley and Patch crmge a little and 
wait for somethmg dreadful to happen, but it doesn't — to their 
relief They whistle softly Then they look at the Sergeant, who 
IS starmg hard at the detonator placard The Sergeant looks 
slowly from the placard to them They look at him, at the placard, 
and back at him 

Patch {explaining it) One of his {indicating Gridley) httle jokes 
Not funny I think 
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Sergeant Wilks {very heavily) Oh — ^well, we all like a bit o’ fun 
sometimes 

Patch and Gridley {together Fatuously) Yes That’s nght 
Sergeant Wilks Village to-day seems to be full o’ wives looking 
for their husbands 

Gridley and Patch do not like the sound of this 
Patch Oh' 

Sergeant Wilks Yes Lady came dashing up to me — a visitor, 
not a local — and said she was looking for her husband — ^httle chap 
in a brown suit — spectacles — mi gh t be canying a httle black bag 
Feather-somethmg I thmk the name was The way she carried on 
you’d have thought that mstead of just giving her the shp for a bit 

o’ fishing or something, he was going to blow the place up 

Gridley Ah' 

Sergeant Wilks Then there’s Mrs Shvers, which reminds me 
Has Mr Shvers been here to-day’ 

Gridley and Patch look at one another slowly 
Gridley Has he. Bob’ 

Patch I’m just trymg to think, Sam {To Sergeant) Why’ 
Sergeant Wilks His wife’s in a bit of fluster about him Spoke 
to me about an hour smce He set off this mormng — ^to dehver one 
or two orders for the shop — ^and hasn’t come back yet His wife can’t 
understand it, never known him mass his dinner before And she said 
he said he was coming here {Stares at them ) 

Patch {slowly) That’s nght, he was here this mommg You re- 
member, Sam’ 

Gridley I do now. Bob Yes, Mr Shvers was here fairly early 
this mormng 

Patch Where did he say he was gomg to after he left us’ 
Gridley Can’t remember, can’t remember {Specially to Ser- 
geant) Can’t remember 
Sergeant Wilks I see 

He walks slowly to back Gridley and Patch stand watching 
him, very carefully Sergeant looks over the side, down right 
Sergeant Wilks Somebody seems to have been up to some thing 
along there, don’t they? Trees smashed Branches all over the place 
Somebody’s been up to somethmg 
Patch Isn’t that just what I said to you, Sam’ Somebody — ^I 
said — ^has been up to something there 
Gridley You did And I remember you took the very words out 
of my mouth 
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Sergeant Wilks (storing steadily at them) Mmmmm’ 

Gridley (cheerfully) Yes, nght out of my mouth Well, good 
aftemooa. Sergeant 

Patch (cheerfully) Good afternoon. Sergeant And look after 
that nose 

Gridley (vaguely) And — any time y’know 

Patch Yes— any tune 

Sergeant Wilks (slowly, still staring) Mmmmm ' Good afternoon ' 
They watch him go When he has gone Patch makes a loud 
tut-tut-mg noise They come downstage 
Patch (tut-tut-tut-ing) What does he call himself’ What a 
sergeant’ 

Gridley (indignantly) You heard him’ (Imitating) Mmmm' 
Mmmmmm' That’s what we pay ’em for 
Patch And pensions’ 

Gridley And what good is he’ 

Patch Useless Here’s a fellow comes and blows up half the 
wood down there, and all this sergeant can say is (imitating) “Some- 
body must have been up to something ’’ (Snorts ) 

Gridley And this poor Mrs Shvers She’s worrying about her 
husband He’s not come back He’s missed his dmner 
Patch She’s quite n^t to worry 

Gridley Of course she is But what does he do’ Comes round 
here and tells us she’s in a bit of a fluster, never looks for Shvers, 
and goes away Mmmmm’ Mmmmm’ And where does that get 
him’ It isn’t asking questions It isn’t even good manners 
Patch It’s nothing If he d have had this ship to look after to-day, 
it would have been in bits all over the countryside now 
Gridley That’s nght If he was m the fix we’re in now, he 
wouldn’t know where to start 
Patch (rather dubiously) No 
Gridley (dubiously) No 

Patch Well, where do we start? Because it’s time we got started 
Gridley There you go Charging at it agam 
Patch I want to be doing something I hke action 
Gridley I know, and there’s a lot o’ people about like you 
They all want to be domg somethmg Action Only they don’t stop 
to think what it is they want to do, and what action it ought to be 
So you get ’em chasmg old Jews down side-streets, chuekmg bombs 

mto machines they can’t mend, pulhng down 

[ 125 ] 


E’ 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 


Patch All nglit, Sam, all nght Only don’t forget, I’ve been very 
useful so far — ^if it hadn’t been for me, you’d have still been down 
that hold 

Gridley Well, it’s not my fault if I weigh fifteen stone instead 
of eleven, is it*? 

Patch {grinning) Yes, you should eat less 

Gridley {indignantly) Me* I don’t eat half as much as you 

Patch Keep to the point, Sam I say I’ve been very useful so far, 
and I’ll be useful to the fimsh It’s all very well saying we must stop 
and think, but you haven’t done any thinking yet AH you’ve done 
is — stop 

Hilda appears, rather shyly and cautiously 
Hilda What happened’ Did he say anythmg about me’ 

Patch No, he didn’t Not a word You’re all right 
Hilda {rather disappointed) Oh* He might have said something 
Gridley {with heavy irony) Shall we call him back and tell him 
who you are’ 

Hilda Don’t be silly. Uncle 

Gridley Well, don’t you begin talking like your mother 
Hilda {to Patch) Tell me about all these men 
Patch {quickly) Shvers is in Cabin A Lord Cottmgley — an old 
twister who’d hke to see this ship blown up — ^is in B There’s a 
Communist, also on the blow up, in C And there {pointing to door) 
IS your fnend Flethenngton, the blower-up-m-chief 
Hilda Can’t you tell them you’ll let them all out if they pronuse 
to say nothing about me’ Then make them all go’ 

Gridley Oh — ^it’s not so simple as that In fact, it’s comphcated, 

y’know — by thunder*— it’s comphcated 

Hilda {trymg to be reassuring) Perhaps it isn’t — areally 
Gridley {shouting) But it is, girl, it is Don’t tell me it isn’t I 
know I tell you. It’s helhshly comphcated {Mops himself cmd blows) 
Hilda All n^t. Uncle, don’t shout at me Keep cool You’ll 

never be able to think if you don’t Now take them one at a time 

Patch {admiringly) That’s the style 

Gridley Who’s saymg it isn’t’ Order, method, eveiythmg m its 
place, a time for evei;^hing— haven’t I been advocatmg them things 

for thirty years in these ships, ever smce 

Patch {saymg it with him) The Theodosia went down All nght, 
Sam, we know Go on. Miss Jackson — - 

Hilda {smibng) You imght as well call me Hilda, you know 
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Patch Good' Hilda then 

Gridley {impatiently) What does it matter what he calls you’ 
We’ll be calhng you Convict Ninety-nme, if we don’t get on 
Hilda {sharply, reproachfully) Uncle — ^that’s not funny— it’s 
beastly 

Patch Quite right, Hilda I’m surprised at you, Sam Talking 
like that to her' 

Gridley {charmingly) My dear, if I’ve hurt your feehngs — ^I’m 
sorry I’m a rough old devil, y’know — ^been knocking round in rough 
company for over forty years — ^and I’m nearly at my wits’ end — ^you 
understand, don’t you’ {Gives her a little hug They are all reconciled ) 
Hilda Well now, taking them one at a time I should get Mr 
Flethenngton out of the way first He doesn’t really mean any harm. 
I’m sure He’s a mce httle man 

Gridley He may be — but he’s practically barmy 

Patch {eagerly) Hilda’s right, Sam We’ve got Flethenngton 
taped We can tell him his wife’s looking for him, and we can also 
teU him that Sergeant Wilks is asking who did the damage down there 

Gridley {enthusiastically) That’s the idea, Bob We’re gettmg 
somewhere now, making a start, anyhow 
Patch And he wouldn’t give Hilda here away, because he liked 
her — you remember 

Hilda {eagerly) Not only that but I’ve been thinking I’m 

giving you most of the trouble — areally If I went, it would be much 
easier Now, isn’t Mr Flethenngton staying with his wife at a farm 
round here? It’s probably quite out of the way If he thought it 
would be all nght — ^I might go with him He’s mce, and his wife 

sounded nice 

Gridley That’s it Bob 

Patch {triumphantly) We’ve got it The rest’U be easy 
Gridley Ah — ^but wait a minute There’s Cottingley As soon 
as we let him go— phtf — a telegram to London, and he’s bought the 
ship 

Patch Yes, but don’t you see if Flethenngton’s gone with his 
explosive, and if we’ve got nd of this Communist — She’ll think twice 
about It’ He only got the idea because everything was on the spot, 
with two mugs ready to do his dirty work for him And he’s nothing 
on us, because Hilda’ll have gone too There’ll be only Shvers and 
he doesn’t count 

Hilda {to Gridley) Don’t you see’ 

Gridley See it all Flethermgton’s the man We’ll let him out 
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Patch hurries to small door and opens it triumphantly 
Patch All nght, Mr Flethenngton 

No reply, nothing happens He looks inside 
He’s not there 
Gridley (roaring) What*? 

Patch Not here (Goes mside, obviously to investigate ) 

Gridley (to Hilda, with the air of a man almost exasperated beyond 
speech) Conjimng work now, see‘> The Great Houdiru' Indian rope 
tncks ' I thought we were being let oflf too easy You see, when it 
starts getting out of control, it goes on First, a bearing or two, then 
the valves are jammed, then the flywheel’s cock-eyed, then the big 

shaft starts to buckle Do you ever read Schopenhauer? 

Hilda No 

Gridley It’s all in there — ^though he’d never seen an engine 
Patch (coming dowri) He’d never seen anything If you’re going 
to bnng that old moth-eaten grouser into it, we’ll get nowhere I 
saw how he got out Squeezed through the ventilator 
Gridley (full of energy again) It’s ten to one he hasn’t left the 
ship It’s a nasty jump wherever he tnes it 
Patch And another thing He hasn’t got his detonators They’re 
safe 

Gridley That’s nght They’re here 

Goes to detonator placard and pulls it aside 
No Gone 

Patch and Hilda (together) Gone' 

Gridley (grandly defiant now) Yes, and let ’em go (He sends the 
placard skimming off high right ) I don’t care how, when and where 
they’ve gone For — by Moses and Jehosophat' — ^boy, they’re not 
gomg to do It on us If we’ve got to eat ’em ahve, we’re going to 
save this ship 

'PKT:ca(withenthusiasrr{) That’s the stuff Come on Flethermgton 
must be somewhere about 

Enter Ursula She is dusty, limping arul cross 
Ursula (unpleasantly surprised at the sight of them) Oh' 

Patch (aggressively) Yes — oh* You hoped we were still down m 
the hold, didn’t you? 

Ursula Yes 

Patch (glaring) A mce girl you are* 

Gridley (ogre-iskly) Yes, we’re very fond of you 
Ursula Where is everybody? 
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HtLDA {calmly but promptly) They’ve gone 
Ursula {surprised) Gone‘S 
Gridley and Patch Yes Gone 
Ursula But my father — ^Lord Cottmgley— has he gone’ 
Gridley and Patch {in cheerful sing-song) Yes, yes Gone 
Ursula Damned cheek of him' {She stares at them sceptically ) 
D’you know, it wouldn’t surpnse me if you were all lying 
Hilda {with virtuous indignation) How dare you' 

Ursula {to Hilda) Don’t be silly You must have had to do 
quite a lot of lying lately The famous Meddleworth nurse' I recog- 
msed you this mormng And now you can tell me what the particu- 
larly dirty work was that Sir Enc was up to 
Hilda {scornfully) Don’t be so disgustmg 
Ursula {cheerfully) And don’t you be such an awful httle lower 
naiddle-class png 

Hilda After what I’ve just seen, I prefer to be a lower middle- 
class png, thank you 

Ursula All nght But what have you just seen’ That’s what I 
want to know 

Hilda {with cutting scorn) The court was crowded with silly girls 
and women, aU specially dressed for the occasion 
Ursula And that’s why you didn’t like ’em Their clothes were 
too good 

Hilda Ttey were all whispermg and gigghng, all hopmg to hear 
every dirty thmg they’d ever dreamed of I can’t tell you how much 

I despised them 

Ursula Or me 
Hilda Or you 

Ursula It’s just envy, nurse You’U get over it 
Hilda {forcefully) It’s not envy And I don’t want to get over 
It I hope that never m my hfe agam have I even to look at people 
like you It’s time we saw that you cost more than you’re worth 
You’re not real women, of any use to the world You’re just a set of 
useless, esqiensive mischievous — dolls {She turns away and marches 
off) 

Ursula {movmg forward, angrily) Hey, wait a mmute' You’re 
not ^mg to get away with that 

She IS admit to make after her, but is stopped by Patch 

Patch And you wait a mmute Where’s your boy ftiend m the 
blue shirt’ 
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Ursula Captain Mellock’s down there (Goes to side, and calls ) 
Captain Mellock' Oo-oo' (Turns) But he won’t be too tired to 
handle you two again, I expect (Almost to herself) And now for 
that blasted nursemaid 

She goes off hurriedly, after Hilda Patch and Gridlby 
deliberately pick up the iron bars they brought on earlier, look at 
them, then at one another 
Patch (gntaimg) For the captam*^ 

Gridley For the noble captain 
Patch Length o’ rope too‘> 

Gridley No, don’t think so 

They go slowly up to the entrance, moving so that one is at 
each side 

Bob, he may use that gun 

Patch I know But we can’t he down to it twice There’s a limit 
Gridley That’s the answer Spoken like a man, boy 

They hear him coming up the ladder and wait — on their toes 
When he arrives, he is even dustier and more tired than Ursula 
He IS carrying a bottle of whisky and a packet of sandwiches They 
go for him at once and though he manages to draw his gun— for 
he carries both parcels with one hand— they are too much for him 
Gridley has him by one arm and the back of his neck Patch 
IS twisting the arm that holds the gun 
Patch Drop the gun, or I’ll break your arm into httle pieces, 
general 

Patch gets the gun He unlocks it at once, throwing the bullets 
away 

Gridley Gomg to keep quiet now, Deadwood Dick*^ 

Mellock (wearily) Yes Two to one Besides, I’m tired Mmd 
if I sit down’ 

He limps to a seat The other two stand near him He sighs and 
mops his brow 

Been walkmg for the last hour and a half 
Patch Why? 

hteLLOCK (wearily) My car broke down Don’t know what was 
the matter with it Don’t know what’s the matter with that girl either 
Beats me 

Patch There’s a lot o’ thmgs the matter with that girl But what 
happened? ' 

Mellock I’ve been away so long, I don’t know what to make of 
these girls They’re all new to me' 
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Patch Ask us We know We’ve had ’em as passengers 

Mellock Well, to begm with I couldn’t help the damned car 
breakmg down And at first she didn’t min d She said “Let’s go 
and sit m the wood ’’ 

Gridley and Patch (together significantly) Ah’ 

Mellock We sat m the wood and I told her a few of my yams 
Then she suddenly lost her temper, set off walking here, and at full 
tilt 

Patch What did you do to her in the wood’ 

Mellock Nothing 

Gridley and Patch look at one mother significmtly 

I don’t pretend to be better than the next fellow 

Patch (with faint mockery) Quite, qmte 
Mellock But I know when it’s up to me to behave like a gentle- 
man I mean to say, with a fine kid like that — ^her father a big pot 
— ^you know 

Gridley (with ironic air of simplicity) Yes, yes, yes 
Mellock And yet she goes and loses her temper 
Patch (with mock sympathy) And you’d done nothing at all 
Mellock Not a thmg 

Patch (with mock gravity) It’s what I’ve always said, Sam 
Women — are queCT 

Gridley Bob’s said it. Captain They’re queer 
Mellock Well, I’ve known a few who were all nght-* — 

Patch (same mockmg tone) So have we, so have we Haven’t 
we, Sam’ 

Mellock But this one beats me I don’t understand how things 
are gomg here nowadays (Looking about him, then sharply) How 
did you fellows get out’ Where are the others — ^Lord Cottin^ey — 
that Communist chap, Gaster’ 

Gridley md Patch eye one another across hrni, wondermg 
what to invent 

I saw a pohce sergeant down the road Had he been here’ 
Gridley and Patch nod gravely 
WeU — what’s happened’ 

Gridley (very slowly) WeU — ^it’s a long story 
Patch (very slowly) And a veiy strange story — ^too 
Gridley (solemnly) Ve-er-ry strange 

Ursula enters as he speaks 
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Ursula. What is’ 

Mellock nses 

Patch (Jboth he and Grbdley talk with an air of idiotic simplicity 
from now on) We promised Sergeant Wilks — that’s the pohceman 
you saw — and a nice chap 

Gridlby {solemnly) A very nice chap indeed, Sergeant Wilks 

Patch We promised him not to tell anybody I thmk {con- 
fidentially) he’s frightened of a local pamc They’re very nervous 
round here Aren’t they, Sam’ 

Gridley Nervous as sick kittens And that must have been it. 
Bob He’s afraid there’ll be a panic 
Ursula {after exchanging look of bewilderment with Mellock) 
What on earth are you talking about’ 

Patch {confidentially) It didn’t matter to us, you see, because 
whatever it turns out to be, well— we’ve both been vaccmated and 
moculated lately We have to be 
Gridley {following helpfully) That’s nght Regular vaccmation 
and inoculation And it pays in the long nm You — er— never know 
what’s gomg to happen 

Ursula and Mellock stare at them and at each other, open- 
mouthed 

Patch Mmd you, Sam, it may not be that at aU We can’t tell 

what poor old Shvers has got 

Mellock Who’s Shvers’ 

As they do not reply, Gridley shakmg his head at Patch, 
Ursula cuts in 

Ursula Is he the man you had locked in that cabm’ {As they 
do not reply ) He is, isn’t he? 

They nod 

Well, what’s the matter with him? 

Patch It was the only thmg we could do, you know Until the 
doctor came 

Mellock {not liking this) The doctor’ 

Ursula Come on What’s the matter with him?/ 

They are obviously reluctant to mswer 
He was taken ill, wasn’t he? 

Patch All hot and flushed Then breaking mto spots 
Gridley {wammgly) Bob’ You know, we prormsed 
Ursula Don’t be idiotic You’ve got to tell ns 
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Patch {with feigned reluctance) Spots All over his face and 
hands 

Gridley You could see them coming on him, before your very 
eyes About that size {Indicates ) No bigger {Shows them ) 

Patch But as I said to your father and the others “Well, it may 
be nothmg Just chicken-pox ” We’ll have to fumigate the cabin, 
of course 

Gridley {gravely) We’ll have to fumigate all that alleyway. Bob 
But we’re talking too much You know what Wilks said 

Ursula {to Mellock) Here, I’m off {As he doesn't move ) Come 
on If you want to catch small-pox or scarlet fever or whatever it is, 
I don’t And if we hang about here they’ll be commg back to fumigate 
us or vaccinate us or somethmg We’ll hurry back to the wood and 
take your car 

Mellock How can we’ It won’t go 

Ursula {explodmg) Of course it wiU, you idiot 

Mellock {shouting) Don’t call me an idiot You know damned 
well it won’t go 

Ursula {shouting) I know damned well it won’t go when I turn 
off the igmtion and take the key 

Mellock {astounded) Take the key' But you didn’t 

Ursula I did — ^nght under your great fat silly nose {She takes 
a key out of her bag or pocket and hurls it on to the deck, then turns 
away and goes ) 

Mellock {urgently, after pickmg up the key) But where did that 
Communist go’ I was told to look after him 

Gridley He was sure it was small-pox Where was he gomg. 
Bob, Plymouth’ 

Patch No Norwich 

Gridley That’s it Norwich I know he was m a great hurry 
Ursula hastily reappears at entrance 

Ursula {shouting to Mellock) Are you coming, you idiot’ 

Mellock {moving forward) Yes, but I’ll have to go to Norwich 

Ursula {shouting as she goes) All nght then, let’s go to Norwich 
I’ve never been 

Mellock hurries after her Patch, who is still holding revolver, 
goes to side and looks down 

PatcM Hoy— Mellock' You might want this 

He throws revolver over and waves good-bye, grunting 
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Gridiby We’re on the move, boy We’re getting somewhere 
I’l! go look for Flethenngton 

As he goes out Hilda comes in and looks at Patch, who is still 
staring over the side 
Hilda Where’s that girl going’ 

Patch (gnnnmg) Running off with Deadwood Dick in the blue 
shirt, I thmk 

Hilda (scornfully) She would' She’s that kind of girl 
Patch That’s it Hello, she’s left the whisky and those packets, 
probably grub 

Hilda That’s the kmd of girl all men seem to hke 
Patch (investigating the packages now) Not me Didn’t mterest 
me in the least Terrible type' They’re sandwiches (Examines them 
with mterest) 

Hilda She was pretty, though Don’t you think’ 

Patch Yes— pretty-ish Have a sandwich I’m going to 
They both take and eat sandwiches 

No, I’ve seen too many of that sort 

Hilda (without enthusiasm) Oh' 

Patch I mean — ^among passengers 

Hilda Yes, of course, we all know what some girls are hke when 
they’re passengers 

Patch (hastily) Don’t you beheve it All exaggerated— worse 

(he nearly says “luck”, but then collects himself ) — ^than anything’s 
exaggerated 

Hilda (shyly)„ I expect you know— plenty of girls 

Patch (shyly) Why do you say that’ You’re not thinking of what 
Sam— your uncle — said, are you’ 

Hilda (slowly) No — ^but — after all, oflScer of a ship — and— rather 

good-loolmg— and 

Patch What about you, then? 

Hilda (laughing) I’m not an officer of a ship 

PatcSh No, but you’re veiy pretty 
Hilda Do you think so? 

Patch Yes, the moment I saw you 

Hilda I’m not veiy pretty And I’m not very interesting Just — 
ordinary 

Patch No, you’re not ordinary 

Hilda WeU, I do my work quite well And I’ve had a veiy good 
teaming — ^Truby-King 
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Patch I suppose — ^you do very well out of your job, don’t you? 
Hilda Yes, not bad I bke my work too, thou^ I shouldn’t like 
to think I was never going to do anythmg but look after other people’s 
children 

Patch {rather bitterly) I’ve had a good traimng too — served my 
apprenticeship — ^passed examinations — ^have my master’s certificate 
But look at me now 

Hilda {softly) I know And I think it’s a shame 
Patch You can make more money than I can 
Hilda That’s not your fault 

Patch No— just my misfortune I liked ships, you see I was a 
mug I ought to have learned to play the saxophone or to work the 
tote at greyhound races — ^somethmg really useful 
Hilda {troubled) You’re very bitter — ^aren’t you*^ — ^underneath 
Patch I’m sony Got nothing to be bitter — ^with you — ^about, 
Hilda 

Hilda Yes — ^m a way, you have, even with me But — I don’t 
think money ought to count — do you*^ 

Patch turns away, sharply, picks up the paper-covered whisky 
bottle and takes the outer wrapping off She watches him, deeply 
moved, and once makes a gesture towards him She wants to say 
something, do somethmg, to comfort him, but while she hesitates 
Gridley enters, from cabin entrance He is looking much cleaner 
and neater than he did As soon as he comes in, Hilda moves 
out right back 

Gridley {heartily) Started to look for Flethermgton, but decided 
to clean myself up first Feel better for it Ready for ’em adl. Bob 
What are you gomg to do with that whisky’ 

Patch {rather gloomily) Dnnk it 

Gridley No Give it to poor old Shvers He’s been m captivity 
longest and a few dnnks might do him a bit o’good 
Patch Might be useful, too All right {Movmg towards cabin 
entrance ) Then I’ll comb the ship for Flethermgton He’s probably 
got stuck m a ventilator or a watertight door by this time 

Gridley You do that and I’ll get rid of Now who is it we 

get nd of next’ Cottmgiey’ 

Patch (jmovmg off) No, not before Flethermgton. There’s the 
Commumst 

Gridley By crumny' — so there is I’d forgotten about him I’ll 
have him out now 

Patch has now gone back right Gridley hastens out through 
[ 135 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 


ccbm entrance, and soon returns with Gastbr, who is looking hot 
and misercdile 

Gridley {as they enter) Yes, you’d better get back to Longport 
as quick as you can You’ve plenty to do there, and nothing herb 
There’ll be no blowing up And we’ve just had a pohce sergeant here 
{Sees the sandwiches and goes over to them) Now what you want 
before you go is a sandwich 

They both eat a sandwich 

Gastbr Did that Fascist come back^ 

Gridley He did, but he’s gone for a razzle with Cottingley’s 
daughter 

Gaster {contemptuously) That’s what they would do Well, they’d 
better make the most of their opportimities They won’t have ’em 
much longer 

Gridley It’s a pity you couldn’t have gone on the razzle with 
her mstead of him He’s had too many You’ve never had enou^ 
— ^if any In fact, that’s what’s the matter with you You’ve never 
had any fun, have you‘> 

Gastbr How can I and my class have “fun” — as you call it — 
when all the time 

Gridley {interrupting) All the time— nothmg' People who want 
a bit o’ fun, have a bit o’ fun, class or no class 

Gastbr {eagerly) We are not opposed to the people enjoymg 
themselves We want fun for all workers 

Gridley I know, and when they get it, what will it be’ Mass 
physical jerks every other Tuesday m the pubhc park 

Gastbr {after lookmg round, confidentially) Comrade, you’re not 
a nght-wmg swine, a rotten counter-revolutionary. I’m sure Now 
this ship’s mcely out of the way, yet not too far from Longport 
Don’t you think we might use it for party work’ 

Gridley No, I don’t To begin with, ifl allowed that, I wouldn’t 
be domg my duty 

Gastbr {sneermg) Your duty' 

Gridley That’s what I said And don’t be m such a hurry to 
laugh at It either Suppose you get your revolution, what then? The 
first thmg you’ll want is a lot of people who can be rehed on to do 
their duty— just that And if you’ve laughed ’em all out of it before 
that, you’ll find youraelves m a nice pickle You’U be havmg to shoot 
managers and foremen m batches — ^Russian style' 

Gastbr There are duties and duties Our first duty is to the 

reyolution, the proletarian state; the real community 
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Gridley And anythmg else that’s large and fine and a long way 
off But what you’ll want — ^you’ll find — ^is a lot o’ people who’ll know 
It’s their duty to keep a bearing oiled, a certain hght burning, a wheel 
trimmed to a compass, and will see that they do their duty Just be 
careful you don’t throw ’em all overboard, to make room for a mob 
o’ lazy whinmg sea-lawyers and Pacific Coast I WW men, who can 
break anything and mend nothmg Don’t let too much loose When 
I was a yoimg man, I was m the Theodosia when she went down, 
full o’ passengers I saw a lot let loose that time It put twenty years 
on me I used to be a clever wild young devil up to then I thought 
I knew it all That showed me what I knew 

Gaster But I guarantee it was really the fault of the owners that 
ship was wrecked 

Gridley Bad owners and bad sailors, both Don’t you see, it’s 
not just a case of the haves and the have-nots There are men about 
— s. few — and there are monkeys — milli ons of ’em I try to be a man 
If the Communist Party owned this ship, and employed me. I’d do 
my duty by them 

Gaster And who does own this ship"? The workers 

Gridley - And who the hell are they‘d Don’t start telling me the 
nveters and carpenters really own this ship 

Gaster It was their labour 

Gridley Most of ’em wouldn’t know whether they were making 
a ship or a skating rmk And wouldn’t care All most of them think 
about IS beer and football, and they don’t even know so dam’ much 
about them I don’t want a party, yours or anybody else’s I don’t 
care about capitalists and proletanans, masses and bosses, red shirts, 
black shirts, brown shirts, green shirts I want to see some men about, 
real men who know what sense is, and duty is, and order is {Shout- 
ing I’m getting on, my time’s runnmg out, and I’m tired of hvmg 
among miUions of howlmg monkeys For God’s sake, show me 
some men 

A pause 

Gaster {eagerly) And where will you find this sense, this order, 

you talk about’ Only 

Patch enters hurriedly 

Patch Hoy' We’re not gomg to have another session of Karl 
Marx We’ve too much to do {Pointedly, to Gaster) Good 
afternoon 

Gaster {mth dignity) Good afternoon {Moves away towards exit, 
then turns to speak, with sincerity and passion ) You’re blmd, both 
of you In the end you will have to come to us That capitalist 
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Cottm^ey will go on cheating you That Fascist will come again 
and threaten you with his gun This ship you are so anxious to 
protect will be taken from you Then there will be nothing left for 
you but despair and death— or the living force of the revolution 
Good day, comrades 

Goes out with dignity They watch him go, impressed Then they 
look at one another for a moment, whistling softly 
Patch (urgently) We’ve found Fletherington He’d fallen and 
hurt himself a bit Hilda’s giving him first aid again And they’ve 
practically fixed it for him to take her to that farm he’s staymg at 
Gridley (excitedly) We’re moving, boy, we’re moving That only 
leaves Cottingley Let’s get Flethenngton away — and Hilda — as soon 
as we can Then it’s all set. Bob, it’s all set 
Patch We’ll have done the lot of ’em in 

Enter Fletherington, carrying his bag He has two fresh pieces 
of sticking plaster on his face, one hand is wrapped up, and he is 
limping His clothes are rather tom and dirty in places But he is 
still beammg 

Fletherington Miss Jackson is just puttmg her thmgs together 
She’ll be here m a moment Very mce useful sort of gjrl I’m sure 
my wife wiU be glad if we can be of any service to her 
Patch Well, see you go straight back to that farm No more 
fimny work 

Gridley No Your wife’s looking for you, y’know 
Fletherington Yes I remember now there was somethmg about 
a picmc She may be annoyed I shall have to let Miss Jackson 
explain some of it My wife will soon imderstand She’s an unusually 
sensible woman, really 

Gridley (briskly) See you stick to her then That’s what we want 
now Gumption’ Savvy' Downnght horse sense' By cnkey' — 
there isn’t much of it about Plenty of brams, but no sense 
Fletherington (with a sigh) You’re probably nght I myself 
have a fairly good brain 

Patch (briskly) Put you m a lab — and no doubt you’re fine But 
outside it — you’re practically barmy 
Gridley (bnskfy) Never go out without the missis Stick to her 
Take my tip 

Patch Got all your explosive doings m the bag? 
Fletherington (srnilmg, holding the bag up) Yes, everything 
Gridiey (carefxdly takmg the bag from him, then holding d up with 
both hands) Well, watch yourself with it 
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As he says this^ Sergeant Wilks slowly comes on board They 
do not notice him They should form a fairly wide group, just 
downstage of centre 

You don’t mean any harm That’s not your trouble at all Your 
trouble is this 

Here the Sergeant coughs, and Gridley notices him 

Gridley (in a fury of exasperation) Oh, jimmy ^ (In his 

exasperation he hurls the bag down with enormous force ) 

Patch (jumping back and yelling) Look out ^ 

All three jump back, then watch the bag agonisingly A muffled 
report is heard from inside it, and smoke comes out They watch 
it, hardly breathing The smoke begins to dwindle Patch and 
Gridley, completely limp, begin to breathe again and mop their 
brows Fletherington looks worried and advances on the bag 

Fletherington That’s very disappointing It ought to have 

detonated the whole explosive (Has now arrived at bag and is 

about to open it) 

Patch and Gridley (together, alarmed) Hoy^ 

Fletherington (reassuringly) No, no, quite safe now Un- 
fortunately (Opens the bag A little smoke comes out Puts his hand 
m and pulls out some crystals ) Yes, there’s been some reaction to 
atmosphere in these ciystals I’ll have to guard agamst that 

Patch (hurrying to his side, urgently) Get out, quick, before the 
sergeant starts asking questions Wait for Hilda in the wood 

Fletherington (shutting bag) Yes, yes, of course Well, good- 
bye, Mr Gridley Good-bye, Mr Patch (Goes straight up to Ser- 
geant, who is still near exit, and smiles at him broadly ) Good after- 
noon — er — officer 

Limps out briskly Sergeant Wilks is still too dazed to stop 
him, then looks after him and then at Gridley and Patch, as if 
wondermg which lot to tackle Decides on the latter, who are 
whistling softly and anxiously, and comes forward 

Sergeant Wilks (slowly and suspicioudy) What’s going on round 
here‘s 

Patch goes back to keep an eye on the deck along which Hilda 
would come 

Gridley Nautical work, sergeant, nautical work You wouldn’t 
understand 

Patch We’re busy, sergeant 

Sergeant Wilks What at"^ 
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Patch {mysteriously) Overhauling the winches, bollards, bulk- 
heads, capstans, gaffs, luffs, puffs and larboard ji-boo-bas 

Gridlby (loudly, despairingly) Sergeant, the cockleshaft bearing — 
hke us, sergeant, like us — ^is rusty, creaky, groaning, half-rotten I 
must take it out, give it linseed oil, wipe it with cotton waste, tickle 
it with goose feathers 

Patch (same note of loud despair) How’d you hke to be tickled 
with goose feathers, sergeant’ And with Onon over the port bow’ 

Grtolby (same note) How’d you like your jumor compensator to 
be packed tight with dead hornet queens and haiiy caterpillars, the 
breast feathers of green woodpeckers, and dandehon fluff by the peck’ 

Patch (same note) With not a glass hammer for miles, wild 
strawberries round the anchor cham, night commg on, the moon 
nsmg among the pine trees’ 

Grbdley (crazily) By God' — sergeant — ^it’s unbearable 
Patch (shouting in a mock passioii) Yes — and don’t forget it 
Gridley (now in tiny whisper) But otherwise — all’s quiet 
Patch (also in tiny whisper) Quieter than a nest of silkworms 
Good afternoon 

The Sergeant is still starmg from one to the other in bewilder- 
ment and silence, when the quiet is broken by the noise of a door 
smashing off through cabm entrance The Sergeant looks in that 
direction at once Patch and Gridley look at one another and 
begm whistling softly Before Gridley, who is nearer, can take 
more than a step towards cabin entrance. Lord Cottingley 
appears in it He is extremely hot and untidy, and should look 
like a man who has just succeeded in forcmg a heavy cabin door 
Lord Cottingley (breathmg deeply and taking in the group) Ah' 

Sergeant Wilks And— er 

Lord Cottingley (sharply, impressively) Sergeant' 

Sergeant Wilks (promptly) Sir' 

Lord Cottinglby I’m Lord Cottmgley, formerly a director of the 
company that owns this ship (He stops, thmkmg about some- 

thing) 

SsRCffiANT Wdliqs Yes, your lordship 

Lord Cottinglby is still thmkmg 
Patch (sardonically) Took to one another at once, didn’t they’ 
Gridley Brothers under the skm 

Lord Cottingley (making up his mind, decisively) Sergeant, I 
may want you m a minute, so don’t go away 
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Sergeant moves back and towards left a few paces 

That’s right I just want to have a word with these two officers Mr 
Patch 

Brings both of them downstage, stands between them, and 
addresses them confidentially 

I seem to have forced that cabm door just at the nght moment, don’t 
!*> I ought to give you straight in charge — for that and for several 
other things But I’ll give you a last chance As I told you before, 
Gndley, I believe in mmding my own busmess If people don’t 
interfere with me, I won’t interfere with them Now then — cleave me 
alone, and you’re all right — ^which mcludes that girl you’re hiding 
here But if you won’t make me that promise, then I tell that sergeant 
everythmg I know 
A pause 

Patch {quietly, earnestly) Sam, I’d do a lot to keep Hilda safe 

Gridley {impatiently) Yes, yes, so would I 

Patch Not as much as I would, Sam You understand*^ 

Gridley Yes, I see. Bob But it’s no good It won’t do You 
understand too, don’t you, lad*^ 

Patch Yes That’s all nght, Sam 

Lord Cottingley Well ’ 

Gridley We’re making no bargams with you 
Lord Cottingley You mean 

Patch {roughly) You know what we mean Go on and do your 
damnedest 

Lord Cottingley {forcefully, breaks up the group, tummg and 
calling Sergeant) Sergeant, I charge these two men with forcibly 
keepmg me here, locked in a cabin I had to break the door down 
Sergeant Wilks {horrified) No? 

Lord Cottingley {continuing briskly) They did it for two good 
reasons First, they’re hidmg here the Jackson girl, the missmg witness 

in the Meddleworth Case 

Sergeant Wilks Coo — 

Lord Cotungley {same tone) And secondly, because they’ve 
been keepmg here, also under lock and key, some local man who 

found the girl here — man — er — ^hver — ^hver 

Sergeant Wilks {tremendously impressed) Not Shvers? 

Lord Cottingley That’s the man — Slivers 
Sergeant Wilks And I came here and asked about that vmy man 
—just fnendly, in a nice way — not an hour since T-t-t-t {Produces 
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notebook in ponderous fashion, then looks severely at Gridley and 
Patch ) This’ll get you both into a lot o’ trouble, a lot o’ trouble 
{Solemnly) You ’ave ’card his lordship’s charges’ What is your 
statement in reply to same’ 

Patch and Gridley {together, promptly) Barmy' 

Lord Cottinglby {impatiently) Never mind statements, man, you 
can get them afterwards Search the ship Get your evidence 
Sergeant Wilks (putting away notebook) Right, your lordship 
Patch and Gridley exchange glances 
Gridley Come on I’ll take you round 
Lord Cottingley Now mind, don’t let him blulF you Artful 
fella, veiy artful fella' 

Sergeant goes out through cabm entrance with Gridley close 
behind, and very much taking charge of him As soon as the 
Sergeant is off". Patch quickly picks up one of the iron bars they 
brought on at beginning of Act and goes up to Lord Cottingley 
menacmgly 

Patch Now hsten, you old twister, you raise your voice these 
next two minutes, and I’U flatten you with this For two pins I’d 
take a crack at you now with it I’ve always wanted to set about a 
bad owner and this is my chance 
Lord Cottingley {who is frightened) You— try— anything of that 

sort — ^and I’ve only to call the sergeant 

Patch {terribly ferocious) That’s just what you won’t do, see’ 
Try It, and you’ll find yourself flat on that deck — out' 

Hilda appears rather timidly from back entrance right, carrying 
her bag Patch motions her to leave the ship at once Lord 
C oTTiNGljBY tarns and sees her 

Lord Cottinglby (loudly) There 

Patch puts one hand over his mouth and holds the iron bar to 
his head, as if ready to lay him out with it Lord Cottingley 
grows purple Patch addresses Hilda with urgency 
Patch Qmck, Hilda The httle man’s waitmg for you m the wood 
Hurry' And I’ll see you agam, won’t I? 

Hilda (standing now at entrance to gangway) If you want to — 
please. Bob And you — won’t — ^let anythmg — ^mafce any difierence — 
to us, will you’ 

Patch No Huny And God bless you' 

She hurries away, and now he talks to Lord Cottingley, still 
keeping his hand over Lord Cottingley’s mouth 
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Lord CornNGLEy (miiffled) Let go I can’t breathe 
Patch Pronuse not to shout then 
Lord Cottingley I won’t 

Patch {menacingly) All nght then 

Lord Cottingley Yes, I will Damn you’ 

Patch {letting him go, politely) Have a sandwich They’re your 
sandwiches Your daughter and the Captain brought them back 
Lord Cottingley Where are they’ 

Patch {offering him sandwiches) Here 

Lord Cottingley {irritably) No, not the sandwiches No 

{as Patch removes therri) — don’t take ’em away I’m hungry 
Patch Well, make up your mind then 

Lord Cottingley {taking a sandwich and eating it hungrily) My 
daughter and Captain Mellock — where are they’ 

Patch They were here not half an hour ago They wouldn’t stay 
Just looked m and then were off 
Lord Cottingley But they ought to have been back here hours 
ago 

Patch {w^th innocent air) Yes, but their car broke down and then 
they sat in a wood — for quite a long time, he told me 
Lord Cottingley {who does not like the sound of this) Sat in a 
wood’ Did they seem — very fhendly’ 

Patch {same innocent air) WeU — ^no, they didn’t She was calhng 
him an idiot And he told me he didn’t know what was the matter 
with her 

Lord Cottinglby I don’t like the sound of this Where did they 
go’ And why did they go? {As Patch is silent) Come along. 
Tell me 

Patch Well — er— it’s awkward 

Lord Cottingley {furiously) Mr Patch— that girl’s my daughter 
— the only one I’ve got Now tell me the truth 
Patch All n^t. Lord Cottmgley This is exactly what happened 
She made a move to go ashore and said “Are you coming, you 
idiot?” And he said “Yes, but I’ll have to go to Norwich ” And 
she said “All right, then, let’s go to Norwich I’ve never been *’ 
Now those are the exact words And off they both went 
Lord Cottingley Patch, if this is a bluflF, it’s a damned dirty one 
Patch Well, it’s not a bluff 

Lord Cottingley I know the girl’s crazy enough for ansrthmg — 
a giinman from God knows where' He can’t afford to many her 
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Patch Mamage wasn’t mentioned I’ve told you all that was 

Lord CoTiiNGtEY {urgently) I know You couldn’t have invented 
tha t Did you say they left not half an hour ago’ 

Patch Yes You’ve still got time 

Lord Cottingley {impressively) My God, I’d better have 
He IS hurrying out just as Wilks enters 

Sergeant Wilks {pompously) Your Lordship 

Lord Cottingley {hurrying off) Brrrr' Don’t bother me I’m in 
a hurry 

He goes Wilks stares after him, then at Patch, who is grin- 
ning now 

Sergeant Wilks There’s no girl here 
Patch No, of course not 

Sergeant Wilks But what’s the matter with his lordship’ 
Patch Didn’t you know’ 

Sergeant Wilks Know what’ 

Patch He’s barmy 
Sergeant Wilks Barmy’ 

Patch Clean off his nut I tried to tip you the wink when he was 
talking about charging us, but you wouldn’t look at me He’d charge 
anybody with anything, he would Talks to you one minute, then the 
nest minute he’s running like the devil somewhere Doesn’t remember 
anything Just runs off hke a four-year-old Oh — ^we know him well 
Sergeant Wilks Somebody ought to be looking after him — 
gomg round hke that He might have got me into trouble 
Patch Of course he might That’s what I always say It isn’t 
good enough 

Sergeant Wilks {looking at Patch suspiciously) Here, but what 
about Mr Shvers’ Is he here or isn’t he’ 

Patch {hesitating) Well, in a manner of speakmg— yes But 
looked at from another pomt of view— you nught say — ^no 
Sergeant Wilks What d’you mean Either he’s here or he isn’t 
here 

At this pomt Slivers’ voice, loud and drunken, can be heard off, 
coming nearer He is smgmg 
Patch {hearing this) That’s right WeU— he’s here 

Enter Suvers, who is being supported by Gridlby, who also 
carries the whisky bottle, now hcdf-emptied Slivers is very ruffled, 
tight, and merry m his own fashion 
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Slivers (singing) 

Whe-hen the ler-hove bird leaves its nest 

Der-hoes it fler-hy tew 4:he East or the West 

Gridley Steady, my hearty Steady 

Sergeant Wilks Nowwho’dhavebehevedit*^ Never 

seen him this way before 

Slivers laughs idiotically 

Gridley Well, he can’t be for ever just wrapping up cheese and 
then seeing what it says in the paper 
Slivers (with drunken gravity) Chee-sh*^ Didn’d I bring you 
shum chee-sh sh’mormng*^ Canadian Cheddar‘S 
Patch Yes, you did, old boy 

Slivers Well — don’d ead id — ^muck^ (Shouting) Muck, I 

shay^ (Glares defiantly at them all) 

^ Gridley You see*^ He’s got to turn into a man some time Up 
to now he’s been something cut out of a penny paper 
Sergeant Wilks (sternly to Slivers) Your wife’s been looking 
for you 

Slivers Led her look (Impressively) I’ve had mos’ pecuhar day 
I’ll tell you Qmed, ser’n’d, quied, wlale I tell you Mos’ pecuhar 
Nowhsten Now then (Here he sticks^ so appeals to ) Whad 

happened. Mister Grididdly*^ 

Gridley You’ve been asleep in that cabin and you’ve been 
drinking whisky — ^this whisky 

Shows him bottle He tries to take it 
Oh no, Mr Shvers, my old buck, you’ve had enough 
Sergeant Wilks Too much You’d better come along home 
with me 

Slivers Cerdamly, cerdamly (Moves unsteadily over to him) 
Sergeant Wilks Come on then (Quietly to Gridley and Patch) 
The less said about this, the better Respected shopkeeper — ^wouldn’t 
sound well Quite understand why you kept him close Come along, 
Mr Shvers 

Slivers (solemnly) All n’, I’m commg, but there’s jus’ one thing 
I wanda say, ser’n’d, before I go Jus’ one thmg I wanda ask— jus’ 
one 

Sergeant Wilks All nght Ask it then 

Slivers solemnly surveys them^ as if about to make some 
portant pronouncement then suddenly breaks into song agam 
Slivers (singing) 
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Whe-hen the ler-hove bird leaves its nest 

Der-hoes it fly tew the East or the West 

Sergeant supports hm firmly and half carries him off Gredlby 
and Patch watch them go Then Gridley waves a jubilant fare- 
well with the whisky bottle over the side, while Patch darts off to 
cabm entrance and returns at once with two glasses 
Gridley (as Patch returns) That’s the last of ’em. Bob 
Patch The veiy last of ’em, Sam 

Gridley (with growmg excitement) Boy, we’ve fooled ’em 
Patch (same mood) Dished ’em 
Gridley Tangled ’em 
Patch Diddled ’em 

Gridley The whole sqmnt-eyed 

Patch Fish-faced, lop-sided 

Gridley Addle-pated, crack-bramed 

Patch Barmy lot of ’em 

Gridley (solemnly) We dnnk to this, boy 

Patch We’ve earned it 

Gridley We’ve earned a month of it (Pours whisky mto glasses 
Holds up his own) The good ship Gloriana' (Drinks) 

Patch Here’s to her next sailing' (Drinks) 

Gridley May we be saihng her' (Drinks) 

Patch And never miss a Dde' (Drinks) 

Giudlby And (notices glass is empty) Oh'— well, might as 

well finish it now, boy, might as well fimsh it We’ve earned it 
(Empties bottle mto the two glasses, puts bottle down ) 

Patch And a sandwich 

Gets them They both come down to the chairs and seat them- 
selves luxuriously, sprawlmg at ease The chairs should be so 
placed that there is a fair space between them, and so that neither 
sitter sees the back 

Patch (scornfully) Blow her up' T-t-t-t 
Gridihy Barmy, the whole lot of ’em 

They are now eatmg sandwiches, and taking occasional sips ? 
whisky, very much at ease 
What a day' 

Patch What a day' 

GbiDLEY But here she still is — ^the good old Glorumat 
Patch Here she still is' 
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Gridley {good-humouredly) Now that it’s quiet again — and the 
last loony’s gone and we’ve saved the ship — ^you’ll start grambhng 
again, I suppose 

Patch No, Sam, I shan’t I’ve got something — somebody — to 
think about now 

Gridley But mind you, though I hke it quiet — ^when thmgs start 
happenmg, I’m there. I’m on the spot, I’m m control 

Patch I didn’t do so badly, either 

Grboley You didn’t. Bob, you didn’t We both did well There 
was our duty 

Patch And we did it 

Gridley {finishes eating and drwking now, and pulls out his copy 
of Schopenhauer) This is what we want Calms the mmd Gives you 
a big view of thmgs {Begins reading) “The wish is, m its nature, 
pam, the attainment soon begets satiety, the end was only apparent, 
possession takes away the charm ’’ 

Patch {interrupting very earnestly) Sam, I’m a pal, aren’t I? 
We’ve stood together, haven’t we*^ 

Gridley Yes, Bob 

Patch Will you do somethmg for me, Sam’ {As Gridley nods) 
Give me that book 

Gridley, rather surprised, hands it over Patch takes it and 
throws It off the ship, either back or forward, into the orchestral pit 

Gridley {annoyed) Here, Bob, what the 

Patch {earnestly) Sam, I couldn’t put up with any more of that 
miserable old devil He takes the heart out of you If you’d beheved 
eveiythmg he wrote, you’d never have done what you have done to- 
day— and this ship would have been for it He couldn’t have saved 
a ship He couldn’t have saved a mousetrap 

Gridley {deeply reflectmg, thoughtfully) You might be nght, boy, 
you might be nght 

Patch I know I am Try another chap — ^if only for a change 

Gridley {thoughtfully) I might have a go at Thomas Carlyle Old 
Jock MacClean, who was my first chief m the Monona, used to swear 
by Thomas Carlyle, and he was a man, Jock MacClean They wouldn’t 
have talked about blowing ships up when he was about 

Patch They’ll thmk twice about it next time when we're about 
Mr TooKBhasenteredqiaetly He is a clerkly little rraddh-aged 
man, now in rather incongruous holiday clothes He does not see 
them at first, but looks about him, then notices them and comes 
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forv,ard, giving a slight cough They turn in their chairs and stare 
at km 

Mr Tooke (standing between them) Good afternoon (Smilingly) 
Didn’t see you at first, gentlemen Mr Gndley and 1^ Patch, 
isn’t It’ 

Gridley (sitting up) Yes And I’ve seen you before, surely’ 

Tooke (beaming) Of course Don’t you remember’ Tooke, from 
Head Office 

Patch That’s it Mr Tooke, from Head Office Know you now 
It was your sporting outfit that put me off 

Tooke Well, as a matter of fact, I’m kilhng two birds with one 
stone 

Gredley Oh? Are we the two birds? 

Tooke Well, you see. I’m just beginmng my hohdays, and we’ve 
come to a little place just the other side of Longport, my wife’s cousm 
keeps the estabhshment So I said I’d come myself and brmg you 
the message from Head Office You’re both to report there as soon 
as possible 

Gridley Ah' 

Patch Oh-ho' 

Tooke (casually now) Yes, both go and see Commander Watson 
(Looks round) Qmte mce here, isn’t it’ We’ve had the surveyors’ 
reports on this ship, y’know Quite hopeless, of course Never ought 
to have been brou^t here 

Gridley and Patch, sitting upright now, look at one another, 
then at Tooke 

Gridley (slowly) Oh — er — ^what are they 

Patch (slowly) Going to do with her’ 

Tooke (very casually) Oh— blow her up, I thmk 

Looks at them, smiling foolishly Gridley and Patch like men 
exasperated beyond all speech by the insanity of things, slowly get 
up and do their whistling duet for the last tme As they are doing 
this and Tooke is staring at them, his smile slowly fading mto 
bewilderment, the curtam slowly falls 


End of Play 
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ACT I 


The sitting-room m Heluwell’s house, a solid detached late-Victonm 
house On left (actor's left) wall is a window Left of centre in 
back wall IS a door to rest of house, leading directly into the hall 
On right wall is a small conservatory, with door leading into this, 
and then into garden The room is furnished without taste in the 
style of about thirty years ago There is an upright piano Little 
cupboards, drawers, small tables, etc At rise, evening sunlight 
commg through wmdow Nobody on stage 
We hear the front door bell ring A moment later. Ruby Birtub 
ushers m Gerald Forbes Ruby is a very young “slavey" of the 
period, who looks as if her hair has just gone “up" Forbes is a 
pleasant young man, in the smart clothes of the period, and unlike 
Ruby and most of the other characters does not talk with a marked 
West Riding accent 

Ruby You’ll have to wait ’cos they haven’t fimshed their tea 

Gerald Bit late, aren’t they? 

Ruby (approachmg, confidentially) It’s a do 

Gerald It’s what’ 

Ruby A do Y’know, they’ve company 

Gerald Oh — ^I see It’s a sort of party, and they’re having high 
tea 

Ruby (going closer still) Roast pork, stand pie, salmon and salad, 
trifle, two kmds o’ jelhes, lemon cheese tarts, jam tarts, swiss tarts, 
sponge cake, walnut cake, chocolate roll, and a pound cake kept from 
last Christmas 

Gerald (with irony) Is that all’ 

Ruby (seriously) No, there’s white bread, brown bread, currant 
teacake, one o’ them big curd tarts from Gregory’s, and a lot o’ 
cheese 

Gerald It is a do, isn’t it? 

Ruby (after nodding, then very confidentially) And a httle brown 
jug 

Gerald (astonished) A httle brown jug’ 

Ruby (still confidentially) You know what that is, don’t you’ 
DorCt you’ (Laughs ) Well, I never didt Little brown jug’s a drop 
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o’ ram for your tea They’re getting nght lively on it {Coolly) But 
you don’t come from round here, do you^ 

Gerald {not disposed for a chat) No 
A distant bell rings, not front door 
Ruby I come from near Rotherham Me father works m t’ pit, 
and so does our Frank and our Wilfred 
Distant bell sounds again 
Gerald There’s a bell nngmg somewhere 
Ruby {coolly) I know It’s for me Let her wait She’s run me 
ofiF me legs to-day And Mrs Northrop’s in t’ kitchen — she can do 
a bit for a change There’s seven of ’em at it in t’ dining-room — 
Alderman Helhwell and missus, of course — ^then Councillor Albert 
Parker and Mrs Parker, and Mr Herbert Soppitt and Mrs Soppitt 
— ^and of course. Miss Holmes 
Gerald Oh — Miss Holmes is there, is she? 

Ruby Yes, but she’s stopped eating {Giggles Coolly) You’re 
courting her, aren’t you"? 

Gerald {astonished and alarmed) What ' 

Ruby {coolly) Oh — ^I saw you both — ^the other night, near Qeckley 
Woods I was out meself with our milkman’s lad 
Gerald turns away 

Now don’t look hke that, I won’t tell on you 
Gerald {producing a shilling, then rather desperately) Now — look 
here' What’s your name? 

Ruby Ruby Birtle 

Gerald Well, Ruby, you wouldn’t like Miss Holmes to get into 
a row here with her uncle and aunt, would you*? 

Ruby No, I wouldn’t like that But I’d hke that shillmg 
Gerald {cfter givmg it to her) You said Miss Holmes had finished 
eating 

Ruby Yes She can’t put it away like some of ’em I’d rather 
keep CounciUm: Albert Parker a week than a fortmght D’you want 
to see her"? 

Gerald Yes Could you just give her the tip quietly that I’m 
here— if the rest of them aren’t commg m here yet? 

Ruby Not them' You’d thmk they’d been pmed for a month — 
way they’re gomg at it' I’ll tell her She’d better come round that 

way— throu^ t’ greenhouse 

Before she can actually move, Mrs Northrop, an aggressive 
but humorous working-woman of about fifty puts her head m the 
door 
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Mrs Northrop (aggressively) Oh — ’ere y’are' 

Ruby (coolly) That’s right, Mrs Northrop 
Mrs Northrop (aggressively) I see nought nght about it— you 
gassin’ m ’ere as if you owned t’ place instead o’ gettin’ on wi’ your 
work She’s rung for yer twice, an’ I’ve just taken another lot o’ hot 
water in Nah, come on, yer little crackpot ' 

Holds door open, and Ruby goes to it — turns and grins Exit 
Ruby 

Mrs Northrop Aren’t you t’ organist at chapel‘s 
Gerald Yes 

Mrs Northrop (cheerfully) Ay, well, they’ve got it in for you 
Gerald (astonished) How do you know^ 

Mrs Northrop ’Cos I ’eard ’em say so (Complacently) I don’t 
miss much 

Gerald So that’s why Mr Helhwell asked me to come round 
and see him 

Mrs Northrop That’s right There’s three of ’em ’ere to-mght, 
d’you see — all big men at chapel You’ve been enjoyin’ yerself a bit 
too much, I fancy, lad 
Gerald So that’s it — ^is it? 

Mrs Northrop (with very confidential air) Ay — ^and d’you know 
what I say? I say — to ’ell with ’em' 

Goes out, leaving Gerald looking a little worried He moves 
about restlessly, takes cigarette-case out of his pocket mechanic- 
ally, then puts it back agam He keeps an eye on the door into 
conservatory After a few moments, Nancy Holmes, an attractive 
girl in her early twenties, hurries in through this door 
Nancy (m breathless whisper) Gerald' 

Gerald Nancy' (Makes as if to kiss her) 

Nancy (breathlessly) No, you mustn’t, not here — ^no, Gerald — 
please 

But he does kiss her and no harm has been done 

Now, hsten, Gerald, and be sensible This is senous You know why 
Uncle Joe sent for you"^ 

CteRALD (with a slight grm) They’ve got it m for me I’ve just 
been told 

Nancy It’s senous, Gerald They’ve been grumUmg about you 
some tune, and now, as far as I can gather, one of these miserable 

old beasts saw you late one mght — ^with me 

GERALD(jenoas7iow) Oh— I say— youweren’trecognised, wereyou‘> 
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Nancy No But you were 

Gerald Well, that’s not so bad, as long as they can’t drag you 
mto It I know how stnct your aunt is, and you can’t afford to quarrel 
with theTTi here until we’re ready to be manned 

Nancy (earnestly) No, but yon can’t either, Gerald And they’re 
gomg to be very cross with you, and you’ll have to be awfully careful 
what you say to them And there’s that beastly Councillor Parker 
here too, and you loathe him, don’t you*? 

Gerald Absolutely And I’ll loathe him more than ever now 
that he’s full of roast pork and trifle I think I’d better give them 
time to recover from that huge ghastly tuck-in they’re having 

Nancy I should Though they’ve nearly finished now 
Gerald If I clear out for half an hour or so, could you shp away 
too’ 

Nancy I might They don’t really want me I’m in the way You 
see. It’s an anmversary celebration, and I don’t come mto it at all 
Gerald What are they celebrating’ 

Before she can reply. Ruby opens door, armomcmg 
Ruby It’s Yorkshire Argus — two of ’em 

Gerald rises, mo\es down right Nancy rises up to door 
Enter Fred Dyson, a cheerful, rather cheeky yomgish reporter, 
and Henry Ormonroyd, who carries a large and old-fashioned 
newspaperman's camera and a flash-light apparatus Ormonroyd 
IS a middle-aged man with an air of beery dignity and wears a large 
drooping moustache Dyson walks down to Nancy 
Ruby This is Miss Holmes, Alderman Helhwell’s niece T’others 
IS still having their tea 
Ruby goes out 

Dyson (cheerfully) ’Evemng, Miss Holmes (To Gerald) How 
d’you do’ This is Mr Henry Ormonroyd, our photographer 
Ormonroyd (bowing) Pleased to meet you. I’m sure Delightful 
weather we’re having for the time of year 
Gerald Isn’t it’ 

Ormonroyd (profoundly) It is 
Dyson We seem to have come too early 
Nancy I’m afraid you have 

Ormonroyd (with dignified reproacli) What did I tell you, Fred’ 
Always wanting to rush things We could have had at least a couple 
more — ^with my fnend at the Lion He’s a chap who used to have a 
veiy good httle peppemunt-rock business on the Central Pier, Black- 
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pool at the tune I had my studio — there Old times, y’know, Mr — er, 
and happy days, happy days' {Hums) 

Dyson {briskly) All right, Henry I’m sorry we’re early Matter 
of fact, I don’t know yet what this is about I just got a message from 
the office to come up here and bring a photographer 

Nancy You see, it’s their Silver Wedding 

Dyson Henry, it’s Alderman HeUiwell’s Silver Wedding 

Ormonroyd Very nice, I suppose 

Nancy Yes, but not only my imcle and aunt’s There were three 
couples — ^my uncle and aunt, 1^ and Mrs Soppitt, Mr and Mrs 
Parker 

Dyson Is that Councillor Albert Parker? 

Nancy {pulling a little face) Yes You know him*^ 

Dyson {gloomily) Yes, we know him 

Ormonroyd Every time he opens his mouth at the Town Hall, 
he puts his foot in it, so they call him “the foot and mouth disease” 
Ha Ha Are all three happy couples here‘s 

Nancy Yes, because they were all married on the same mommg 
at the same chapel They have a photograph — & combmed weddmg 
group {She goes to find it — top of piano ) 

Gerald You’ll have to mterview ’em, and they’ll tell you how 
happy they’ve been 

Dyson Oh — ^yes I see the idea now 

Nancy {returning with old photograph) Here you are All six of 
them on their wedding mormng Don’t they look absurd m those 
clothes’^ 

Ormonroyd {solemnly) To you— yes To me — ^no I was marned 
myself about that time {Holding photograph at arm's length) Now, 
you see, Fred, what’s wanted is another group in the very same 
positions After twenty-five years’ wear and tear Very nice 

Dyson You’re holdmg it upside down 

Ormonroyd I know, lad I know, that’s the way we always look 
at ’em professionally Either flies ’ave been at this or somebody’s 
touched up Albert Parker with a screw-dnver Well, if we’re too 
early, we’re too early Might nip back to the Lion, Fred lad, eh’ 
Ormonroyd takes camera from top of settee left 

Dyson We’ll come back in about an hour 

Ormonroyd They’re keepmg a very mce drop of beer down at 
the Lion now 
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Dyson and Ormonroyd go out, Nancy going towards the door 
with them, and shutting it behind them Gerald looks at the photo- 
graph, then at the back of it, and is obviously interested and amused 

Gerald This was when they were all married then — September 
the fifth, Eighty-Three*!^ 

Nancy Yes — ^why*!^ What’s the matter, Gerald*!^ {He has started 
laughing) Gerald, what is it*> Oh— don’t be so mean They’ll be 
here in a minute 

As he shakes his head, still laughing softly, we hear voices behind 
door into hall 

Gerald They’re coming m Nancy, let’s dodge out that way 

Puts photograph on table behind settee right, picks up his straw 
hat, while she has gone to door into conservatory, and they hurry 
out that way, shutting door behind them 

Voices outside door into hall are louder now, and after a moment 
the Parkers, the Soppitts, the Helliwells enter They are 
dressed in their best, and obviously crammed with high tea Albert 
Parker, is a tall, thin, conceited, sententious man, his wife Annie, 
a hopeful kind of woman Herbert Soppitt is a smallish neat 
man, clearly dominated by his wife Clara, a noisy woman The 
Helliwells are high-coloured, rather bouncing, rather pompous, 
very pleased with themselves Their ages are all between forty- 
five and fifty-five Herbert Soppitt and Mrs Parker talk a 
rather genteel ordinary English, the other four have pronounced 
north-country accents, with particularly broad sounds 

Helhwell {very much the host) Now what’s wanted now’s a good 
cigar, an’ I’ve got the very thing {Goes to get box from drawer or 
table ) 

Maria {indignantly) That Mrs Northrop ^ When she’s fimshed 
her washing-up to-m^t she goes — and goes for good 

Clara. And quite right too* They’rfe all the same Answenng 
back— if you say anything 

Maria Trouble with her is — ^she hkes a drop I’ve smelt it before 
to-day. 

Clara sits below sofa left, Maria to comer Annie drops down 
right to sofa down right 

Helliwell {offering cigar-box to Parker) Now then, Albert* 
You’ll find that’s a good cigar. La Corona 

Parker {takmg one) Thank$, Joe A$ you know, I don’t smoke 
a lot, but when I do, I hke a good cigar 

Helliwell (offering to Soppitt) Herbert? 
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SoppiTT I don’t think — er— I will — ^thanks, Joe 
Masia (expansively) Nay, Herbert, ’ave one o’ Joe’s cigars 
Clara If he’d had it to pay for himself, he’d have been wanting 
one 

SoppiTT (rather nervously) I think — ^I’d rather not smoke just now 
— ^I beheve I ate too much at tea 

Annie (to keep him company) I know 7 did 
Parker (severely) Yes, an’ you’ll be complaming before the 
night’s out 

Clara An’ so will Herbert 

Parker (complacently) Now that’s something that never bothers 
me 

Hblliwell No, we’ve noticed that, Albert 
Parker (offended) How d’you mean^ 

Maru Go on, Albert, you know what Joe is — must ’ave his 
bttle joke 

Annie I know I ought to have stopped long before I did — ^I mean, 
at tea — but, Mana, everything was so mce 
Clara ’Ere, ’ere 

Maria (complacently accepting this) Well, I said to Joe “Now, 
Joe,” I said, “we’U only have just the six of us, but we’ll make it 
an occasion an’ do it well while we’re at it,” I said Didn’t I, Joe? 

Helltwell (busy attendmg to his cigar, though he does not remove 
the band) Did you*^ 

Maria (indignantly) You know very well I did 
Helliwell (still not mterested) All ri^t, you did then 
Maria (same indignant tone) You know quite well I did, Joe 
Helliwell 

Helliwell (suddenly annoyed himself) All nght, all nght, all 
nght, you did then 

Clara (pats Maria’s hand) They’re all ahke Wait tiU somebody 
else’s with you, and then try to make you out a bar 
Parker (severely) Speak for yourself' I don’t try to make my 
wife out a bar, do I, Aimie'^ 

Annie (rather tmidly, hesitantly) Well — ^no — Albert, not — 
reaby 

Parker (yery severely) How d’you mean — not reedly — I just don’t, 
that’s all (Changing the subject, m rather lordly style) A good 
smoke, Joe, qmte a good smoke It remmds me of that mgar Sir 
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Harold Watson gave me not so long since at the club I was stand- 

mg near the fireplace, and Sir Harold came up 

Annie {gathering courage to interrupt) Albert — ^you told them 
before 

Parker (glaring) Well, I can tell ’em again, can’t 1“^ 

SoppiTT Mana, have you got a copy of that old photograph we 
had taken’ I couldn’t find ours 

Maria Yes Where is it, Joe’ (While he looks round) Aaa, I 
laugh many a tune when I think o’ that morrung — six of us, all so 
nervous 

Helliwell And the parson worse still He was only hke two- 
pennorth o’ copper, an’ I could ha’ given him a few years myself 
Clara I think we were about first he’d ever mamed 
Annie I’m sure we were I didn’t feel I’d been mamed 
properly 

Parker (severely) Of course you’d been mamed properly If he’d 
been mnety and doing it all his hfe, you wouldn’t ha’ been mamed 
any better, would you’ 

Maru I’ve forgotten his name now He was only a temporary, 
wasn’t he’ 

SoPPiTT I remember' (A pause) It was a tree Beech 
Helliwell That’s nght— Beech— an’ he’d a funny squmt (Has 
found photograph ) And here’s the old photo 

Hands it to his wife and the ladies look at it, with exclamations, 
while the men remam aloof 

Parker (the business man now) I see Crossbreds are down agam 
Helliwell (another business man) Ay — and they’ll stay down 
with Australian market as it is If I’ve said it once. I’ve said it a 
thousand times — ^if Mennos is down and staying down, then your 

Crossbreds’ll have to follow Now, look at Mennos 

Maria (lookmg up to expostulate) Here, Joe, we didn’t come here 
to talk about Mennos This isn’t Wool ^change Take a look at 
yourselves and see what we took on 

He Ignores her She puts photograph on table back of settee 
Helowell Now wait a mmute ’Ealths' 

Maria That’s nght, Joe Rmg* 

Helliwell rings Maria turns to others 
We ought to do it m proper style, an’ dnnk our healths before we 
go any further 

SOPPITT (attempting a joke) Further— where? 
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Clara (severely) That’ll do, Herbert A bit o’ fun’s all right, but 
you go too far 

Soppirr I didn’t mean 

Clara (cutting in) That’ll do 
Mrs Northrop / oofo in 
Mrs Northrop (aggressively) Well’ 

Maria (rather grandly) There’s a tray with glasses on— just bnng 
It m 

Mrs Northrop (indignantly) What — me’ How many pairs of 
’ands 

Helltwell (peremptorily) Now then—yast tell thingumptyite — 
Ruby — to bnng in the port wine 
Mrs Northrop What — on top o’ your tea’ You’ll be poorly 
She withdraws Helltwell is furious 

Helltwell (angrily) Now did you ’ear that 

Maria (hastily) All n^t, Joe, we don’t want any trouble She 
goes to-night, an’ she doesn’t come back 
Clara I don’t know what tilings are coming to' All the same' 
Answenng back' 

Parker (sententiously) They’re all alike, that class of people We 
have the same trouble at null Don’t know when they’re well off 
Idle, that’s what they are — ^bone idle' 

Clara And impudent' Back-answers' 

Annie (twndly) Yes — ^but I suppose they don’t know any 
better — — 

Parker (severely) They know a lot better And what you want 
to stick up for ’em for, I can’t think 
Helltwell (heartily) Now then, Albert, don’t start ftatching, but 
try an’ enjoy yourself for once This is an anmversaiy Which re- 
mmds me, Charhe Pearson told me, t’ other day, they built a new 
Wesleyan Methodist Chapel up at Thornton, and they opened with 
an amuvearsary Anyhow, this is ours, so let’s have peace an’ good- 
will all round Now I thought we’d first drmk a bit of a toast to our- 
selves — 

Maria That was my idea 

Helliwell (ignoring this, but only just) Then I thou^t we’d have 
a bit of a chat about old tunes, an’ then we’d settle down to a game 

o’ Newmarket 

Maria That was my idea too 

Helltwell (annoyed) What the hangment does it matter whose 
idea It was, so long as we get on with it and enjoy ourselves! 
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SoppiTT That’s the great thing {Controlled belch Catches his 
wife's eye and falters) Enjoy ourselves {Rises Moves to door 
Looks miserable and a bit sick ) 

Clapa {severely) I told you to leave that salmon alone 

Heixtweix Nay, Clara, why can’t he have a bit o’ salmon if he 
fancies it’ 

Clara {sharply) ’Cos it doesn’t fancy him, Joe Helhwell, that’s 
why Look at that time we all went to Scarborough' 

SoPPiTT {turns) It was Bndhngton 

Clara It was both' And what did that doctor say’ You’re 
digging your grave with your teeth, Mr Soppitt 

Helliwill Hahaha' 

Enter Ruby, carrying tray with six small glasses on it, and three 
bottles of port 

Here, what did you want to bnng ’em all for? One bottle at a time’s 
enough 

Ruby {putting down tray) Mrs Northrop said you’d better ’ave 
t’lot while you was at it 

Helhwell In future, just take your orders from me and not from 
Mrs Northrop Now just trot along — an’ no hp {Starts to take cork 
out of bottle) 

Ruby {turning at door) Mrs Northrop says she’s not coming ’ere 
again 

Helliwell {heatedly) We know all about it {Moves after her, 
agar m rpouth, bottle m hand) 

Maria {cuttmg m) Now let it be, Joe 

Helliwell stands, draws cork with an effort 
Ruby Im now gone and closed door Helliwell begins 
pourmg out the port 

D’you know what we ought to do for this? We ought to get just m 
the same places we were m that old photo Where is it? {Finds it and 
directs them from it ) Now here we are {Uses a sofa ) I was m the 
mddle You were here, Clara You this side, Anme Now come on, 
Albert— behmd Anme Herbert 

Maria sits last These five have now arranged themselves in 
grouping of old photograph Helliwell hands them their glasses 
of port, then takes up a position himself 

Helliwbll {facetiously) Here’s to me and my wife’s husband! 

Maria Let’s have none o’ that silly business, Joel 

Parker {solemnly) A few sotous words is what’s needed 
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Annie {rather plaintively) Oh — ^must you, Albert 
Parker How d’you mean — ^must 1“^ What’s wrong with a few 
senous words on an occasion like this‘s Marnage — ^is a senous 
business 

Clara That’s n^t, Albert Where’d we be without it*^ 

SoppiTT Single 

Clara That’ll do, Herbert 

Parker {sententiously) Marnage— well — marnage — ^to begin with, 
it’s an institution, isn’t it*^ 

Maria {solemnly) That is so {Sighs profoundly ) 

Parker {getting into his stride) One of the oldest institutions It 
goes back — right back to — ^well, it goes right back And it’s still 
going strong to-day Why*^ 

Helliwell {hastily) Well, because 

Par ke r {sharply cutting m) Let me fimsh, Joe, let me fimsh Now 
why IS It still gomg strong to-day’ Because it’s the backbone of a 
decent respectable hfe 
Hbluwell {solemnly) True, Albert, true 
Parker Where would women be without marriage’ 

Clara {sharply) And where’d some o’ you men be’ 

Parker All nght, I’m coming to that 

Hbluwell Well, don’t be too long, Albert I want to try this port 
Parker {solemnly) Marriage may be a bit more necessary to 

women than it is to men 

Annie Why’ 

Parker {annoyed at this) Why^ 

Helliwell Children, you see, Anme 

Annie {abashed) Oh — ^yes — ^I’d forgotten Stifl 

Parker I’m talkmg now, if you please But if a woman wants a 
’ome and secunty and a respectable life, which she gets from marnage, 

a man wants something to 

Clara {quickly) He wants aU he can get 
Parker He wants a mce comfortable ’ome, somebody to tell his 
troubles to and so forth 

Heluwell {facetiously) That’s good, Albert, the and so forth 

Parker Now, Joe 

Heluwell Well, cut it short 

Parker {slowly and solemnly) So, as we’re all gathered ’ere to 
celebrate the anmversary of our jomt wedding day, fnends, I give 
you — ^the toast of Marriage f 
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Maria Veiy nice, Albert 
They all drink 

Annie (confidentially) It’ll go straight to my head D’you re- 
member that time at Harrogate’ I could have sunk through the floor 
when that waiter laughed 

Helliwell (producing bottle agam) Now wait a mmute That’s 

all nght as far as it goes— but— nay— damn it' 

Maria (reproachfully) Joe' 

Helliwell We must have another toast, just for ourselves I 
bet It isn’t often there’s three couples can meet like this who were all 

wed on same mormng together Now then 

Insists on filling the glasses agam as they still hold them m their 
hands 

Maru (confidentially) I don’t act silly, but my face gets so red 
Heluwell Now— here’s to all of us — and the Reverend Mr 

What’s his name — ^Beech— who tied us up — wherever he is 

The Others Here’s to us Here’s to him (Etc ) 

They drmk When they have finished, front-door bell is heard 
Maru Front door' Who’ll that be’ 

Helliwell (rather importantly) Well, I told Yorkshire Argus to 
send somebody round to have a word with us 
Clara (delighted) What— are you gomg to have a piece in the 
papers? 

Parker They don’t want to catch us hke this. 

Parker swallows rest of his port hastily The others do the 
same The group breaks up 
Ruby looks m , 

Maru Is it Yorkshire Argus ^ 

Ruby No, it’s Mr Forbes, t’orgamst from t’chapel He came 
afore, an’ then went away agam 
Helliwell Tell hip to wait 

Ruby goes Helliwell turns to the others 
You know about this busmess, Albert You too, Herbert 

SoPHTT (hesitantly) Yes — ^but (crosses to Helliwell ) 

Hhxiwell (sharply) But, nothing You’re too soft, Herbert 
Clara I’m always telhng him so 

Helliwell He’s chapel orgamst— he’s paid for t’job — an’ either 
he behaves himself properly or he goes 
Parker (severely) He’ll go anyhow, if I’ve my say 
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Annie No, Albert, he’s not a bad young fellow 

Parker Now you shut up, Annie You don’t know half of what 
we know An’ I’ll bet we don’t know half there is to know about 
that chap Never should ha’ been appointed I said so then I say 
so now I know my own mind 

Annie {rebelliously) I wish sometimes you’d keep a bit of it to 
yourself 

Parker What’s that mean’ 

Nancy kovp appears at door from conservatory 
Maria Hallo, love, where’ve you been’ 

Nancy {who seems a trifle giggly) Just out a nfinute You don’t 
want me, do you. Auntie’ Because if you don’t, I thought I’d put 
my hat and coat on and see if Munel Spencer’s in (Crosses up to door ) 

Maria (rises) All nght There’s that Gerald Forbes waiting out- 
side — ^your uncle has something to say to him — ^now don’t go talking 
to him 

Helliwell I should think not Just say “Hello” or “Good even- 
ing” and leave it at that The less you have to do with that chap 
the better, Nancy 

Nancy suddenly explodes into giggles 
Now what’s funny about that? 

Nancy (still giggling) I’m sorry. Uncle I just remembered — 

somethmg that amused me 

Nancy goes out, giggling 
Helliwell Now what’s got hold of her’ 

Maria Oh — ^she’s at siUy age They don’t know half the time 
whether to laugh or ciy when they’re that age Now, Clara — ^Anrae 

— ^we’ll leave the men to it I expect that’s what they want 

Parker (solemnly) Certainly After all, it’s chapel business 
Maria Well, we want to go upstairs anyhow ' 

Helliwell That’s nght 
Clara glares at him 

Maria You haven’t seen what Joe bought me yet But don’t take 
too long over him 

Parker Himi It wouldn’t take me long 

Helliwell It’ll take me less long, ’cos I don’t make speeches 

Here, we’ll put these out o’ t’way (at sideboard) 

The women go out, and Helliwell puts the glasses back on the 
tray A certain primness now descends on them 
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Parker I said from first — ^it’s a bad appointment To start with, 
he’s too young 

SOPPITT {rather timidly) I don’t think that matters much 
Parker (severely) Trouble with you, Herbert, is you don’t think 
any thing matters much, and that’s just where you’re wrong 
Helliwell Young Forbes is a southerner an’ all 
Parker (with grm triumph) Ah — was commg to that 
SoppiTT Oughtn’t we to have him 
Heixiwell No, let him wait a bit 

Parker Do h im good No, as soon as they told me he’s a 
southerner and his name’s Gerald, I said “We don’t want him ’’ I 
said “La-di-dah That’s what you’re going to get from him,” I said 
“La di-dah What we want at Lane End — biggest chapel for miles — 
wi’ any amount o’ money m congregation — what we want is a bit 
o’ good old Yorkshire organ-playmg and choir traimng,” I said 
“We don’t want la-di-dah ” (With awful imitation of ultra-refined 
accents) “Heow d’yew dew Sow chawmed to meek your acquaint- 
ance Eoh, dee-lateful wethah'” Grr You know what I call that 
stuff"? 

SoPPiTT (who has a sense of tumour) Yes (Broadly ) La-di-dah 
Helliwell Albert’s nght We made a mistake Mind you, he’d 
good qualifications, an’ he seemed a mce qmet lad But I must say, 
after old Sam Fawcett, chapel didn’t seem nght with an orgamst who 
goes round wearmg one o’ these pink shirts and knitted ties and creases 

m his trousers 

Parker It’s all 

Here Soppitt joins in 
Parker and Soppitt La-di-dah' 

Parker (m disgusted tone) Then look at his Messiah < We warned 
him I said to him myself “I know it’s a Chnsftmas piece, but you’ve 
got to get in quick, afore the others ” 

Helliwell Ri^t, Albert After fend o’ November, there’s been 
so many of ’em you might as well take your Messiah an’ throw it 
into t’canal 

Parker And look what happened HiUroad Baptist gave A/es'siaA, 
Salem gave Messiah Tong Congregational gave Messiah Pickle- 
brook Wesleyans gave Messiah And where was Lane End? 

' Soppitt Well, when we did get it — ^it was a good one 
Helliwell* I’m not saymg it wasn’t, but by that time who eared*? 
But anyhow all that’s a detail Pomt is, we can’t have any canymg 
on, can we? 
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SOPPUT {{gravely) Ah — ^there I agree, Joe 

Parker {mdignantly) An’ I should think so Organist at Lane 
End Chapel carrying on > That sort o’ game may do dovm south, but 
It won’t do up ’ere 

Helliweix We’re all agreed on that 
Sopprrr and Parker nod 
Right then' We’ll have ’im m 

Helliwell goes to the door, the other two sitting up stiffly and 
looking official and important 
{Rather grimly through open door ) All nght, come m 

Gerald Forbes follows him in, closing but not latching the door 
behind him Gerald looks cool and self-possessed, with a twinkle 
in his eye Helliwell sits down and looks as official and important 
as the other two All three stare severely at Gerald, as he sits 
down Gerald pulls out a cigarette-case, but no sooner has he 
taken a agarette from it than Albert Parker remonstrates 
with him 

Parker {severely) I wouldn’t do that 

Gerald {rather startled) Do what? 

Parker {severely) Well, what ’ave you got m your ’and? 

Gerald {still surprised) This’ Ogarette Why’ 

Parker Under the circumstances, young man, don’t you think it 
might be better— more — ^more suitable — ^more fittmg — ^if you didn’t 
smoke that just now? 

The three men look at each other 

Gerald {with a shrug) Oh — ^all nght, if that’s how you feel about 
it {Puts case away A pause) Well’ You wanted to talk about 
somethmg, didn’t you? 

Heluwell {firmly) We did We do 

Parker And if I’d ’ad my way, we’d have been talkmg to you 
long smce 

Gerald Well, not very long since, because I haven’t been up here 
very long 

Parker No, you haven’t been up here very long, and I don’t 
think you’ll be up here much longer 

HELLTWBii Here, Albert, let me get a word in Mr Forbes, 
you’re orgamst of our Lane End Chapel, and that’s the biggest place 
o’ worship round here, and this is a very respectable neighbourhood, 
with a lot o’ money behmd it You have a paid appomtment as 
organist and choir*master 
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Gerald Yes, though it doesn’t keep me, y’know, Mr Helliwell 

Helliwell No, but because you are our organist, you’re able to 
get pupils and various extra jobs, so you don’t do so bad out of it, eh*^ 

Gerald {a trifle dubiously) No, I’m qmte satisfied — ^for the time 
being 

Parker (annoyed) You’re satisfied* For the time bemg* You’re 
satisfied* 

Gerald (quietly) That’s what I said, Mr Parker 

Parker (with dignity) Councillor Parker (Pointing) Alderman 
HeUiwell Coimcillor Parker Mr Soppitt 

Gerald (indicating himself) Plam mud* 

Parker (explosively) Now listen 

Helliwell (cutting in noisily) Nay, let me fimsh, Albert We want 
to keep cahn about this— just keep calm 

Gerald I’m quite calm 

Helliwell (explosively) You’re a damn sight too calm for my 
likmg, young man You ought to be sitting there looking nght 
ashamed of yourself, instead of lookmg — ^lookmg — well, as you do 
look 

Gerald But you haven’t told me what’s wrong yet 

Parker (angrily) Wrong? You’re wrong And carrymg on’s 
wrong 

Heluwell (loftily) In some chapels they mightn’t care what you 
did — ^I don’t know — ^but Lane End’s got a position to keep up We’re 
respectable folk, and naturally we expect our organist to behave 
respectably 

Soppitt (apqlogetically) I think you have been very careless, Mr 
Forbes, and there really has been a lot of grumbhng 

Parker For one thing— you’ve been seen out — ^late at m^t— wi’ 
girls 

Gerald Girls’ 

Helliwell It may be t’same lass each time, for all I know, but 
if what I hear is true, whoever she is, she ought to be ashamed of 
herself My word, if she’d owt to do wi’ me, I’d teach her a sharp 
lesson 

Parker Somebody saw yon once galhvantmg away late at m^t, 
at Morecambe And it gets round, y’know — oh — ^yes — it gets round 

Gerald {begmtmg to lose his temper) Yes, so it seems But I 
didn’t think you’d find it worth while to hsten to a lot of silly 
gossip 
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Parker (sharply) Now don’t start taking that tone 

Gerald What tone can I take‘s I say, a lot of silly gossip 

SoppiTT Now, steady, steady 

Gerald Silly gossip Old women’s twaddle 

Helliwell (heavily) That’ll do Just remember, you’re not much 
more than a lad yet We’re nearly twice your age, and we know what’s 
what 

Gerald (angrily) Well, what is what then? 

Helliwell (angrily) This is what We’re not going to have any 
more of this Either behave yourself or get back to where you came 
from You’re not going to make us a laughing-stock and a byword 

m t’neighbourhood Now this is a fair warmng 

Gerald (steadily) I haven’t done anythmg I’m ashamed of 
Parker What’s that prove If a chap’s got cheek of a brass 
monkey, he never need do aught he’s ashamed of 
SoppiTT Careful, Albert 

Parker Why should I be careful‘s I’ll tell him to his face what 
I’ve said behind his back He never ought to have been appointed, 
and now he’s been carrying on and not canng tuppence what respect- 
able folk might think, he oughtn’t to be given any warnings but told 
to get back to where he came from, and then he can carry on as much 
as he likes 

Both Gerald and Herbert Soppitt start to protest, but 
Helliwell loudly stops them 

Helliwell Now, Albert, we mustn’t be too hard We must give 
young men just another chance (Severely and patronisingly to Gerald) 
I’m not sure I should if this were any other time But nay — damn it 
this is a festive occasion an’ we must take it easy a bit So I’m giving 
you a last chance to mend yourself And you can think yourself lucky 
catchmg me i’ this humour Just happens we’re all celebratmg anm- 
versaiy of our weddmg day — ^all three of us — ay, we’ve all been 
mamed twenty-five years to-day (Blows nose) 

Gerald shakes his head rather sadly 
What’re you shaking your head about^ 

Gerald (quietly, gently) Well, you see, Mr Helhwell — ^I beg your 
pardon, Alderman Helhwell — ^I’m rather afraid you haven’t been 
mamed twenty-five years 

Heluwell (roaring Do you think we can’t count, lad*^ 

Gerald (same quiet tone) No, I don’t mean that But I’m afraid 
you’ve only been hving together all this time 
Helltwbll (jumpa^ up angrily) Living together I I’ll knock your 
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head right off your shoulders, lad, if you start talking like that to me 
Gerald (also standing up) No, no, no I’m not trying to insult 
you I mean what I say 

Parker (rises, angrily) Mean what you say' You’re wrong in 
your damned ’ead 

SoppiTT (authoritatively, for him) Wait a mmute — ^Albert, Joe 
We must hsten He means it 
Helliwell (angrily) Means it' Means what*^ 

Gerald (impressively) If you’ll just be quiet a mmute I’ll explam 

Parker (explosively) I don’t want to 

Gerald (sharply) I said — quiet 

Heluwell Leave him be, Albert 

Gerald (sitsf Thanks Mmd if I smoke now’ 

All sit With maddening slowness, Gerald takes out and lights 
cigarette Helliwell and Albert Parker watch him with im- 
patience and look as if about to explode 

I went to North Wales for my hohday this summer 

Helliwell (impatiently) Is this part of it, ’cos I don’t care where 
you went for your hohdays' 

Gerald (calmly) I went to North Wales, and only came back 
about a fortmght ago While I was there I made the acquaintance 
of a parson, who’d been in Afnca for the last twenty years When 
he learnt that I was the orgamst of Lane End Chapel, Cleckleywyke, 
he became very excited, and then it turned out that he’d been at Lane 
End himself for a short tune About twenty-five years ago 
SoppiTT What was his name 
Gerald Beech Francis Edwin Beech 

Helliwell (bou/artMiy/y) Oh — ^yes — ^Beech' We were only talkmg 
about him to-mght We remember Mr Beech He mamed us, 
y’know Yes, he mamed us, five-and-twenty years ago — all three 

couples That’s what we’re celebratmg 

His voice suddenly dies away because he realises what the other 
two have realised for the last minute, that there might be some- 
thmg wrong So as he mutters the end of his sentence now, he 
glances imhappily at the others 

Y’know— bemg— mamed— twenty-five years 

Gerald looks at them over his cigarette 
Parker (swallowmg) Go on Go on 

Gerald I could see that somethmg he remembered about Cleckley- 
wyke and Lane End womed him (With obvious relish ) You migh t 
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say, gentlemen, it was preying on his mind, it was gnawing at his 

conscience, it was haunting him, it was 

Halliwell (angrily) What is this — recitation*? 

Gerald I must apologise if Fm boring you, gentlemen 

Parker (in sudden passion^ jumps up) La-di-dah’ La-di-dah^ 
(As Gerald stares at him m astonishment ) Now if you’ve anything 
to tell us, for God’s sake tell us — and don’t la-di-dah^ 

Helliwell Quite right, Albert (To Gerald, impatiently) Well, 
what did Mr Beech say*? 

Gerald He didn’t say anything 

Helliwell and Parker are at once relieved and annoyed They 
breathe more freely^ but then feel they have been needlessly 
alarmed Herbert Soppitt \]^aits to learn more and looks steadily 
at Gerald 

Helliwell Well, what are you nattering on about him for *? 

Soppitt Just a minute, Joe (To Gerald) That’s not all, is it*? 
Gerald All*? I should think not^ Only you won’t give me a 
chance I said he didn’t say anything, but he wrote something The 
letter only came two days ago I have it here (Produces one rather 
small sheet of notepaper^ written on both sides He now reads it im- 
pressively) From the Reverend Francis Edwin Beech ^'Dear Mr 
ForbeSy Before returning to Africa I feel I owe it both to you and to 
myself to explain what you must have found puzzling in my many 
references to Cleckleywyke and Lane End Chapel Although I was only 
temporarily at Lane End^ I could not forget it for there I was guilty of 
the most culpable negligence ” 

The three men look at each other 

“7 went to Cleckleywyke straight from college^ and during those first 
few months 1 did not realise that there were various forms I ought to 
have signed, and had witnessed by church officers, so that one may be 
recorded as an authorised person to perform the ceremony of mar- 
riage ” 

(rises, shouting) What*? (Grabs the letter from Gebjojo, 
stares at it, then reads himself, slowly ) ^"the ceremony of marriage 

The result was, I was not then an authorised person Fortunately during 
that short period I was only called upon twice to marry people, hut the 
first time there were no less than three hopeful young couples who 
imagined— poor souls — that I was joining them in holy wedlock — when 

— I— was completely — unauthorised — to — do — so ” 

Parker (yelling and snatching the letter) Let’s have a look (He 
looks and Herbert Soppitt joins him ) It’s signed all right too — 
Francis Edwin Beech 
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Gerald And if you compare that signature with the one in the 
chapel register, you’ll see it’s the same man No deception 
Helliwell {dazed and bitter) Why — ^the bloody donkey * 

Heluwell, Parker and Soppitt look at each other in silent 
consternation 

SoppiTT {slowly, thoughtfully) Why, if we’ve never been married 
at all, then 

Helliwell Don’t start working it out in detail, Herbert, ’cos it 
gets very ugly— very ugly There’s that lad o’ yours at grammar 
school, for instance— I wouldn’t hke to have to give him a name 
now 

SoPPiTT {indignantly) Here, steady, Joe 

Helliwell Well, you see, it gets very ugly Keep your mmd off 
t’details 

Parker {bitterly) Silver weddmg' 

Hel liwell Now don’t you start neither, Albert 

Parker {solemnly) Joe, Herbert, when them three poor women 

upstairs gets to know what they really are 

Helliwell {grimly) Then t’balloon goes up properly Talk about 
a rumpus You’ll ’ear ’em from ’ere to Leeds 

Parker {gravely) Joe, Herbert, they mustn’t know Nobody must 
know Why — ^we’d be laughed nght out o’ town What — ^Alderman 
Helhwell — Councillor Albert Parker — Herbert Soppitt — ^all big men 
at chapel too' I tell you, if this leaks out — ^we’re done' 

Helliwell We are, Albert 

Soppitt {horrified) If once it got into the papers' 

Helliwell {even more horrified) Papers' Oh — Christmas' — ^it’s 
got to be kept from t’papers 

Gerald, who has been leaving them to themselves to digest this 
news, now turns to them again 

Gerald {holding out his hand) You’d better give me that letter, 
hadn’t you? 

Parker and Helliwell {nsmg) Oh no' 

They stand together as if protecting it 

Parker {holding it out) This letter 

Heluwell {snatching it) Here 

Parker {angnly) Nay, Joe — ^give it back 

Helliwell I’m sorry, Albert, but I don’t trust nobody wi’ this 
letter but meseU” Why — ^it’s— it’s dynamite' 
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Gerald Yes, but it’s addressed to me, and so it happens to be 
my property, you know 
SOPPITT I’m afraid he’s nght there' 

Helliweix (turning on him, annoyed) You would have to put that 
m, wouldn’t you*^ Dang me, jou’re in this mess just as we are, aren’t 
you*^ 

Parker (severely) Anyhow, we've a position to keep up even if 
you haven’t, Herbert 

SoppiTT (apologetically) I was only saying he’s nght when he says 
it’s his property We had a case 

Helliwell (aggressively) Never mmd about that case Think 
about this case It’s a whole truck-load o’ cases, this is 

Gerald My letter, please 

Helltwell (ingratiatingly) Now hsten, lad I know you only 
want to do what’s nght And we happened to be a bit ’asty with you, 
when you first came in We didn’t mean it Just — a way o’ tallang 
When Herbert Soppitt there gets started 

SopPiTT (indignantly) What — me' 

Parker (severely) You were ’asty, y’know, Herbert, you can’t 
deny it (To Gerald) Mmd you, I’ll say now to your face what I’ve 
often said behmd your back You gave us best Messiah and best 
Elijah we’ve ever had at Lane End 
Helliwell Easy, easy' Best i’ Cleckleywyke' And why’ I’ve 
told ’em when they’ve asked me “That young feUer of ours is clever,” 
I said “I knew he had it m him,” I said 
Soppitt (hopefully) Yes, you did, Joe (To Gerald) And so did 
I I’ve always been on your side 
Gerald I beheve you have, Mr Soppitt (To all three of them) 
You can keep that letter to-night — on one condition That Mr 
Soppitt has it 

Soppitt (eagerly, holding out his hand) Thank you, Joe 
Helliwell (uneasily) What’s the idea o’ this’ 

Gerald That happens to be the way I feel about it Now eithea: 
give It back to me at once — or hand it over to Mr Soppitt, who’ll 
be answerable to me for it 
Soppitt (eagerly) Certainly, certainly 

Helliwell silently and grudgingly hands it over Soppitt puts 
* It carefully in his mside pocket The others watch him like hawks 
There is a pause,, then we hear a knocking from upstairs 
Helliwell Knocking 


[ 173 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 

Parker {grimly) I ’eard 
Helltwell That means she’s getting impatient 
Parker I expect Clara’s been ready to come down for some time 
HEiirwELL {bitterly) They want to get on with the celebration 
Parker {bitterly) Chat about old times 
Helliwell {bitterly) Nice game o’ cards 
Gerald {after a pause) I’d better be going 
Heluwell {hastily) No, no No Take it easy 
Parker No ’urry, no ’uny at all I expect Joe has a nice cigar 
for you somewhere 

Helliwell {with forced joviality) Certamly I have And a drink 

of anything you fancy 

Gerald No, thanks And I must be going 
Helliwell Now listen, lad We’ve admitted we were ’asty with 
you, so just forget about it, will you‘> Now you see the mess we’re 

m, through no fault of ours {Goes up to get cigars ) 

Gerald I do And it is a mess, isn’t it’ Especially when you 
begm to thmk 

Parker {hastily) Yes, qmte so, but don’t you bother thinking 

Just {rather desperately) try an’ forget you ever saw that letter 

Helliwell {who now comes with the cigars) We’re all friends, the 
best of fnends Now you’ve got to have a cigar or two, lad — 1 m- 

sist {he sticks several cigars into Gerald’s outside pocket, as he 

talks) and you’re going to promise us — on your word of honour — 
not to tell anybody anything about this nasty business, aren’t 
you? 

All three look at him anxiously He keeps them waiting a 
moment or two 
Gerald All right 

They breathe again Helliwbll shakes his hand 
Helliwell And you won’t regret it, lad 

The knockmg from upstairs is heard agam 
Parker {miserMy) ’Ear that’ 

Helliwell It’s wife again 

SoppixT {thoughtfully) Cunous thing about wives They’re always 
tellmg you what poor company you are for them, yet they’re always 
wanting to get back to you 

Helliwh-l {dw'kly) That isn’t ’cos they enjoy your company 
It’s so they can see what you’re domg 

[ 174 ] 



ACT I WHEN WE ARE MARRIED 

Parker Well, what are we doing? 

Helliwbll (sharply now) Wasting time (To them) Now hsten, 
chaps, we’re in no proper shape yet to face t’wives They’d have it 
all out of us in ten minutes, and then fat’ll be in t’fire 
Parker I know We’ve got to put our thinking caps on 
SOPPITT I suppose Mr Beech couldn’t have been mistaken, 
could he*^ 

Parker We nught take that letter and get expert advice 

Helliweix (hastily) What' An’ ’ave it all over the town’ 
Parker (quickly) We might put a case— without mentioning 
names 

Halliwell (with deasion) I know what we’U do We’ll nip down 
to t’club, ’cos we can talk it over there in peace an’ quiet Come on, 
chaps Just as we are, straight down t’club (To Gerald) Now, 
young man, you promised You won’t go back on your word’ 
Gerald No You’re safe with me 

Heluwell (urgently) Good lad' Now, wait till we’ve got off, 
then go out front way Come on, Albert, Herbert, we’ve no time to 
lose an’ we go this way (bustling them towards exit through con- 

servatory) straight to t’club 

They go out Gerald looks at his watch, smiles, lights a 
cigarette, then makes for door, which has never been quite closed 
When he opens it suddenly, Mrs Northrop, still holding a towel 
and a large glass dish, which she is wiping perfunctorily, is dis- 
covered just behind door She is in high glee and not at all cAashed 
at being found there 

Gerald (with mock sternness) Have you been listemng’ 

Mrs Northrop (who may have had a drink or two) Listemng' I 
should think I have been hstemng' I wouldn’t have missed this lot 
even if it means ’aving earache for a week None of ’em nghtly 
mamedatall' Not one of ’em properly tied up' (She begins laughing 
quite suddenly, and then goes off mto peals of laughter, rollmg against 
the door The dish she holds seems to be in danger ) 

Gerald (amused as he goes past her, out) Look out — or you may 
break that dish 

Mrs Northrop (calling to him) Brek a dish' If I want to. I’ll 
brek a dozen now 

Gerald (just off, chablengingly) Not you' I dare you' 

Mrs Northrop (coolly) Well, here’s a start, any road (Tosses 
the dish down and it smashes noisily in hall) 

We hear Gerald give a laughing shout, then bang the front door 
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Mrs Northrop now starts laughing helplessly again, still leaning 
against the door 

Mrs Northrop Nay — dammit > (laughing) Oh dear — oh 

dear — oh dear 

She IS still roaring with laughter as the curtain briskly descends 
End of Act One 


[ 176 ] 



ACT II 


About half an hota- later The lights are on Maria is drawing curtains, 
Annie and Clara are laying out the cards and counters for New- 
market on a card-table, and they continue domg this throughout 
the scene that follows, chiefly counting the coloured counters and 
putting them into piles 

Clara (with much discontent) WeU, I must say — this is a queer 
way o’ going on 

Maria They’ll have just gone outside to finish their smokes 
Clara (grimly) When Herbert takes me out to enjoy myself, I 
don’t expect him to be outside fimshing any smokes 
Annie (at table) Perhaps they’d something they wanted to talk 
over 

Clara Well they can talk it over here, can’t they’ 

Ruby enters from conservatory 
Maria Well, Ruby, are they out there’ 

Ruby No, they aren’t 

Mama (sharply) Have you looked properly’ 

Ruby Well I couldn’t miss three grown men in a garden that size 
Maria Did you look up and down the road hke I told you’ 
Ruby Yes, but they aren’t there 

The three wives look at each other, puzzled 
Clara Didn’t you hear them go’ 

Ruby No I was back in t’kitchen all time, domg t’washmg up 
That Mrs Northrop left me to it 
Maria Where was she then? 

Ruby Out ’ere somewhere, I fancy I know she’s gone like a 
dafthead, ever smce she come back Laughin’ to herself— like a 
proper baxmpot 

Maria Well, ask Mrs Northrop if she knov^ where they went 
Ruby goes 

That noise you heard upstairs was a bit o’ this Mrs Northrop’s work 
— one o’ my best dishes gone An’ Ruby says she just laughed 
Clara Stop it out of her wages and see if she can get a good laugh 
out o’ that I’ve no patience with ’em 
Annie I thought she didn’t look a mce woman 
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One o’ them idle dnnkmg pieces o’ nothmg from back o’ 

Well, I was m a hurry and had to have somebody But 
-for good — to-night 
Ruby appears 

Mrs Northrop says they wanted to have a nice qmet talk, 
went down to their club 
Ruby disappears 

(angrily) Club’ Clubi 

And to-mght of all nights — 1 do think it’s a shame 
(indignantly) I never ’eard o’ such a thing m me hfe 
(furiously) Club' I’ll club him 
Nay, I don’t know what’s come over ’em 
(angrily) I know what’ll come over one of ’em 
Perhaps there’s something up 

Somethmg down, you mean — ale, stout, an’ whisky 
round' Money no object' 

They’re ’ere 

The three of them immediately sit bolt upright and look very 
’osty The men file m from the conservatory, looking very 

WELL (nervously) Ay — ^well 

(grimly) Well what’ 
xrwELL Well — ^Eowt — areally 

(nervously) We didn’t — er — think you’d be down yet 
Joe’ Did we, Albert? 

•LTWELL No, we didn’t, Herbert 
That’s nght, we didn’t 

iRA (cuttingly) Herbert Soppitt, you must be wrong in your 
Clubt 

And to-mght of aU mghts' 

xiWELL Well, you see, we thought we’d just mp down for a 
nutes while you were talkmg upstairs 
What for? 

Oh— just to talk over one or two thmgs 
What thmgs’ 
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Clara You’ll get no Newmarket out o’ me to-mght 

Annie You’re — ^you’re — selfish 

Clara Have you just foimd that out*^ Never think about any- 
thing but their own comfort and convemence 

Maria I’m surpnsed at you, Joe Helhwell — and after I’d planned 
to make eveiythmg so mce 

Clara Lot o’ thanks you get from them* Club • {Looking hard 
at Soppitt) Well, go on — say somethmg 

The men look at each other uneasily Then the women look 
indignantly 

Annie Just think what day it is’ 

Clara And after giving you best years of our hfe — ^without a 
word o’ thanks 

Maria An’ just remember, Joe Helhwell, there were plenty of 
other feUows I could have had besides you 

Annie You seem to think — once you’ve mamed us you can take 
us for granted 

Parker {tateasily) Nay, I don’t 

Clara {very sharply) Yes, you do — aU ahke' 

Maria If some of you woke up to-morrow to find you weren’t 
mamed to us, you’d be in for a few big surpnses 

Helliwell {uneasily) Yes — ^I dare say — ^you’re right 

Maria {storing at hmi) Joe Helliwell, what’s matter with you 
to-mght? 

Helliwell {uneasily) Nowt — ^nowt’s wrong wi’ me, love 

Clara {lookmg hard at Soppitt) You’ll hear more about this when 
I get you ’ome 

Soppitt {mildly) Yes, Qara 

The women look at the men agam, then at each other Now they 
turn away from the men, ignormg them 

Maria What were you saying about your cousm, Clara? 

Clara {ignormg the meri) Oh— well, the doctor said “You’re aU 
acid, Mrs Foster, that’s your trouble You’re makmg acid as fast 
as you can go ’’ 

Annie Oh— poor thmgi 

Clara Yes, but it didn’t surpnse me, way she’d eat I once saw 
her eat nine (^ster patties, fimshing ’em up after their Ethel got 
mamed I said “Nay, Edith, have a bit o’ meicy on your inside,’’ 
but of couise she just laughed 

The men have been cautiously moving to the bade towards the 
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door As Heluwell has his hand on the handle, Maria turns 
on him 

Maria And where’re you going now’ 

Helliwell {measity) Into t’dinmg-room 
Maria What for’ 

Helliwell Well — because — ^well {Gathers boldness) We’ve 

summat to talk over Albert, ’Erbert, quick' 

They file out smartly, without looking behind them The women 
stare at them in amazement The door shuts The women look 
at each other 

Maria Now what’s come over ’em’ 

Annie There’s somethmg up 

Clara What can be up’ They’re just acting stupid, that’s all 
But wait till I get his lordship ’ome 

Annie Suppose we went home now 

Clara No fear' That’s just what they’d like Back to t’club' 
Maria I’d go up to bed now and lock me door, if I didn’t think 
I’d be imssing something 

Annie It’s a pity we can’t go off just by ourselves — for a day 
or two 

Clara And what sort o’ game are they going to get up to while 
we’re gone? But I’ve a good mind to go in and tell mine “Look, I’ve 
been mamed to you for five-and-twenty years and it’s about time I 
had a rest ’’ 

Maria And for two pins I’ll say to Joe “If you got down on 
your bended knees and begged me to, I wouldn’t stay mamed to you 
if I didn’t have to ’’ 

Door opens slowly, and Mrs Northrop comes just inside, 
carrying large strmg bag, with clothes, two stout bottles in, etc 
She IS dressed to go home now 
Mrs Northrop I’ve done 
Maria {suspiciously) It hasn’t taken you very long 
Mrs Northrop {modestly) No — but then I’m a rare worker 
Many a one’s said to me “Mrs Northrop, I can’t beheve you’ve just 
that pair of ’ands — ^you’re a wonder ’’ 

Maria {acuBy) Well, I don’t think I want a wonder here, Mrs 
Northrop I’ll pay you what I owe you to-night, and then you 
needn’t come again 

Mrs Northrop (bndlmg) Ho, I see — ^that’s it, is it? 

Maria Yes, it is I don’t consider you satisfactory 
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Clara I should think not^ 

Mrs Northrop {annoyed) Who’s asking you to pass remarks'^ 
(To Maria) And don’t think I want to come ’ere again Me ’usband 
wouldn’t let me, anyhow, when he ’ears what I ’ave to tell him We’ve 
always kept ourselves respectable 
Maria And what does that mean"^ 

Clara Don’t encourage her impudence 

Mrs Northrop An’ you mind your own interference (To 

Maria) I was beginnin’ to feel sorry for you — but now 

Maria (coldly) I don’t know what you’re talking about 
Clara What’s she got in that bag*^ 

Mrs Northrop (angrily) I’ve got me old boots an’ apron an’ 

cleanin’ stuff m this bag 

Maria I can see two bottles there 

Mrs Northrop (angrily) Well, what if you can^ D’you think 
you’re the only folk i’ Cleckleywyke who can buy summat to sup"^ 
If you must know, these is two stout empties I’m taking away ’cos 
they belong to me — bought an’ paid for by me at Jackson’s off- 
hcence an’ if you don’t beheve me go an’ ask ’em 
Maria (stopping Clara from bursting in) No, Clara, let her alone 
— ^we’ve had enough (To Mrs Northrop, rather haughtily) It’s 
twenty-four shillings altogether, isn’t it*^ 

Mrs Northrop (aggressively) No, it isn’t It’s twenty-five and 
six — ^if I never speak another word 
Maria (going for her purse on side-table) All right then, twenty- 
five and SIX, but I’m going to take somethmg off for that dish you 
broke 

Mrs Northrop (angrily) You won’t take a damned ha’penny oflf ^ 
Clara Language now as well as back-answers ^ 

Maria (giving Mrs Northrop a sovereign) Here’s a pound and 
that’s all you’ll get 

Mrs Northrop (angrily) I won’t ’ave it I won’t ’ave it 
Maria (leaving it on nearest table to Mrs Northrop) There it 
is, Mrs Northrop, and it’s all you’ll get (Sitting down in stately 
fashion and turning to Clara ) Let’s see, Clara, what were you saying*^ 
(All three women now ignore Mrs Northrop, which makes her angrier 
than ever) 

Mrs Northrop (drowning any possible conversation) An’ don’t sit 
there tryin’ to look like duchesses, ’cos I’ve hved round ’ere too long 

an’ I know too much about yer Tiym’ to swank’ Why (pointings 

to Maria) I remember you when you were Maria Fawcett an’ you 
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were nobbut a burler and mender at Barkmson’s afore you took up 
wi’ Joe Helliweli an’ be were nobbut a woolsorter i’ them days And 

as for you (jjointing to Clara) I remember time when you were 

weighm’ out apples an’ potatoes m your father’s greengrocer’s shop, 

comer o’ Park Road, an’ a mucky little shop it wor an’ all 

Maria {rising, angrily) I’ll fetch my husband 
Mrs Northrop He isn’t your husband I was goin’ to say I’m 
as good as you, but fact is I’m a damn sight better, ’cos I’m a respect- 
able married woman an’ that’s more than any o’ you can say 

Clara {angrily) Get a policeman 

Mrs Northrop {detmvely) Get a pohceman’ Get a dozen, an’ 
they’ll all ’ave a good laugh when they ’ear what I ’ave to tell ’em 
Not one o’ you properly married at all I ’eard that orgamst o’ yours 
telhn’ your ’usbands — ^if I can call ’em your ’usbands I wor just 
be’ind t’door — ^an’ this lot wor too good to miss — better than a turn 
at t’Empire 

Clara {angrily) I don’t beheve a word of it 
Mrs Northrop Please yourself But ’e give ’em a letter, an’ 
that’s why they went down to t’club to talk it over — ^an’ I can’t say 
I blame ’em ’cos they’ve plenty to talk over An’ by gow, so ’ave 
you three It’s about time yei thought o’ getting wed, isn’t it’ 

They stare m silence She gives them a triumphant look, then 
picks up her sovereign 

And now you owe me another five an’ six at least — ^an’ if you’ve any 
sense you’ll see I get it — but I can’t stop no longer ’cos I’ve said I 
meet me ’usband down at 'Are an' 'Oirnds, ’cos they’re ’aving a draw 
for a goose for Cleckleywyke Tide an’ we’ve three tickets — so I’ll say 
good night 

She bangs the door The three women stare at each other m 
consternation 

Maria That’s why they were so queer I knew there was some- 
thmg 

Clara {bitterly) The daft blockheads' 

Anneb suddenly begins laughmg 
Clara Oh — ^for goodness’ sake, Anme Parker' 

Annie {still laughmg) I’m not Anme Parker And it all sounds 
so silly 

Maria {indignantly) Silly' What’s silly about it’ 

Clara {bitterly) Serves me right for ever bothering with anybody 
so gormless Isn’t this Herbert Soppitt all over' Couldn’t even get 
us mamed right' 
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Maria (looking distressed) But — Clara, Annie — this is awfuP 
What are we going to do’ 

Clara I know what we’re not going to do — ^and that’s play New- 
market (Begins putting things away, helped by other two ) 

Annie Eee — ^we’U look awfully silly hning up at Lane End Chapel 
again to get mamed, won’t we’ 

Clara (angrily) Oh — ^for goodness’ sake ' 

Maria {bitterly) Better tell them three daftheads in t’dinmg-room 
to come in now 
Clara No, just a mmute 
Maria What for’ 

Clara ’Cos I want to think, an’ very sight of Herbert’!! make me 
that mad I won’t be able to think (Ponders a moment) Now if 
nobody knew but us, it wouldn’t matter so much 

Maria But that fool of a parson knoiro 

Clara And the orgamst knows 

Annie And your Mrs Northrop knows — don’t forget that — and 

you wouldn’t pay her that five-and-six 

Maria Here, one o’ them men must fetch her back 
Clara I should think so Why, if people get to know about this 
— ^we’re — ^we’re 

Ruby (looking in, annomcmg loudly) Yorkshire Argus 
Clara (m a panic) We don’t want any Yorkshire Argus here — or 

God knows where we’ll be 

She IS interrupted by the entrance of Fred Dyson, who has had 
some drinks and is pleased with himself 
Dyson (very heartily) Well, here we are again At least I am 
Fred Dyson — Yorkshire Argus Mrs Helhwell’ 

Maria (rather faintly) Yes 

Dyson (same tone) And Mrs Albert Parker and Mrs Soppitt — 
three lucky ladies, eh’ 

They are looking anything but fortmate 
Dyson Now, you’d never guess my trouble 
Annie {who can't resist it) You’d never guess ours, either 
Maria (hastily) Shut up, Annie What were you saymg, Mr 
Dyson’ 

Dyson I’ve gone and lost our photographer— Henry Ormonroyd 
Brought him with me here earlier on, then we went back to the Lion, 
where he’d met an old pal I left ’em smgmg Larboard Watch m the 
tap-room, not twenty mmutes since, went mto the pnvate bar five 
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minutes afterwards, couldn’t find old Heniy anywhere, so thought 
he must have come up here By the way, where’s the party? 

Annie This is it 

Maria (hastily) Shut up, Anme (Rather desperately, to Dyson) 
You see, my husband— Aldennan Helhwell— you know him of 
course‘s 

Dyson (heartily) Certainly He’s qmte a pubhc figure, these days 
That’s why the Argus sent me up here to-mght — ^when he told ’em 

you were all celebrating your silver wedding 

Clara (mpleasantly) Oh — ^he suggested your coming here, did he’ 
Dyson He did 

Clara (unpleasantly) He would' 

Maru Well, he didn’t know then — what — mean — (her voice 
alters and dies away ) 

Dyson Our readers ’ud like to know all about this affair 
Clara (grimly) An’ I’ll bet they would' 

Maria Now ’ave a bit o’ sense, Clara 

Clara (quickly) Why, you nearly gave it away 

Annie (coming m) What on earth are you saying, you two ? (Smiles 
at Dyson, who is looking rather mystified) It’s all right, Mr Dyson 
What Mrs Helhwell was going to say was that there was only just 
us SIX, y’know It wasn’t a real party Just a httle — er— pnvate — 
er— sort of— you know 

Dyson (looking about him, thirstily) I know Just a cosy httle do 
— ^with — er — a few drinks 
Maria That’s it 

Dyson A few drinks — ^and — er — ci^rs — and — er — so on 

But they do not take the hmt, so now he pulls out penal and bit 
of paper 

Now, Mrs Helhwell, wouldn’t you like to tell our readers just what 
your feehngs are now that you’re celebrating twenty-five years of 
happy marriage’ 

Maria (her face workmg) I — er — ^I — er 

Dyson You needn’t be shy, Mrs Helhwell Now, come on 
To his astonishment, Maria suddenly bursts into tears, and then 
hurries out of the room 

Clara (reproachfully) Now, look what you’ve done, young man 
Dyson (astomshed) Nay, dash it— what have I done? I only asked 
her 

Annie (hastily) She’s a bit upset to-m^t— you know, what with 
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all the excitement It’s no use your staying now — ^you’d better go and 
find your photographer 

Clara {angrily) Now, Anme, for goodness’ sake' We want no 
photographers here 

Annie {to Dyson) That’s all right She’s upset too Now you 
just pop off 

Annie almost marches Dyson to the door and sees him through 
It We hear him go out Clara sits breathing very hard Annie 
returns, leaving door open behind her 
Annie Well, we’re nd of him 
Clara For how long'^ 

Annie {annoyed) You can’t sit there, Clara, just saying “For how 
long*?” as if you’re paymg me to manage this busmess If we want 
It kept quiet, we’ll have to stir ourselves and not sit about shouting 
and nearly givmg it all away as you and Maria did when that chap 
was here 

Clara {bitterly) If we hadn’t said we’d marry a set o’ numskulls, 
this would never ’ave happened If my poor mother was abve to see 
this day 

Maria returns, blowmg her nose and sits down misercdoly 
Mama {unhappily) I’m sony — Clara, Annie — ^but I just couldn’t 
help it \i^en he asked me that question, something turned nght 
over mside — an’ next minute I was ciying 

Clara {severely) Well, crymg’s not going to get us out of this mess 
Annie {sharply) You’re never satisfied, Clara First you go on 

at me for laughing and now you blame poor Mana for crying 

Clara {loudly, sharply) Well, what do you want to go laughmg 
an’ crying for’ What do you think this is*? Uncle Tom's Cdbin ’ 
Maria They’re cotmng in 

The women sit back, grmly waitir^ Helliwbll, Parker, 
SoPPiTT enter, and the women look at them 
Parker {uneasily) Who was that? 

No reply He exchanges a glance with Soppitt and Helliwbll 
I said, who was it came just then? 

CujgJt. {sud^rdy, fiercely Yorkshire Argus > 

Parker {resided tone) They know 
Annie {sharply) Course we know 

Helhwell looks at them, then makes for the door again 
Maria And where are you gomg? 

Heluwell To fetch t’whisky 
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Maria And is whisky going to ’elp us*^ 

Heixiwell I don’t know about you, but it’ll help me {Goes out ) 
Maria, (hopefully) It’s not all a tale, is it’ 

Parker No, it’s nght enough We put case to a chap at club — 
no names, of course — and he said it ’ad ’appened a few times — ^when 
a young parson thought he was qualified to marry folk — an’ it turned 
out he wasn’t But of course it ’asn’t happened often 
Clara No, but it has to ’appen to wr (Fiercely to Soppitt) I 
blame you for this 

Soppitt (unhappily to Parker) Didn’t I tell you she would’ 
Clara (sharply) She' Who’s she'^ The cat’ Just remember 
you’re talking about your own wife 
Parker Ah — but you see, he isn’t — not now 
Clara (angrily) Now, stop that, Albert Parker 

Helliwell returns with large tray, with whisky, soda and 
glasses 

Helliwell Any lady like a drop’ 

Maria State I’m in now, it ’ud choke me 

The other women shake theu heads scornfully 
Helliwell Albert’ 

Parker Thanks, I think I will, Joe (Goes to him ) 

Helliwell (busy with drinks) ’Erbert? 

Clara (quickly) He mustn’t ’ave any 
Helliwell 'Erbert? 

Clara (confidently) You ’card what I said, Herbert You’re not 
to ’ave any 

Soppitt (the rebel now) Thanks, Joe, just a drop 

He goes up, looks at his wife as he takes his glass and drinks, 
then comes away, still looking at her, while she glares at him 

Helliwell ’Ere, but I’d never ha’ thought young Forbes ud’ have 
gone back on his word hke that, when he promised solemnly not to 
tell another soul 
Maria But he didn’t tell us 

Helliwell (staggered) Eh? (Exchanges alarmed glcmce with other 
men ) Who did then’ 

Maria Charwoman — Mrs Northrop She ’eard you, behind that 
door 

Helliwell ( alarmed ) ’Ere, where is she? 

Maria Gone 
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Annie {with some malice) Mana’s just given her the push 
Parker (angrily) If she’s gone off with this news you just might 
as well play it on Town Hall chimes 
Helliwbll (angrily) Why didn’t you say so at first‘s If this 
woman gets round wi’ this tale about us, we’ll never hve it down 
Did she go ’ome‘> 

Annie No, to the Hare and Hounds 

Helliwell (masterfully) Herbert, swallow that whisky quick — an’ 
mp down to t'Hare an' Hounds as fast as you can go, an’ bnng her 
back 

Sopprrr But I don’t know her 

Helliwell Nay, damn it, you saw her m here, not an hour 
since 

SoppiTT An’ she doesn’t know me 

Helliwell Now, don’t make difficulties, Herbert Off you go 
(Moves him towards conservatory ) And bring her back as fast as 
you can and promise her owt she asks so long as you get back (He 
is now outside, shouting ) An’ make haste We’re depending on you 
Helliwell returns, blowing, carrying Soppitt’s glass He is 
about to drink out of this when he remembers, so takes and drinks 
from his own, then breathes noisily and mops his brow They are 
all quiet for a moment 

You know, Albert lad, it feels qmte peculiar to me 
Parker What does*^ 

Helliwell This — ^not being mamed 

Maria (rising, solemn) Joe Helhwell, ’ow can you stand there an’ 
say a thmg like that? 

Clara ] He ought to be ashan»d of himself 
Annie j I’m smprised at you, Joe 

Helliwell (bewildered) What — ^what are you talkmg about'' 
Maria (solemnly) After twenty-five years together Haven’t I 
been a good wife to you, Joe Helhwell? 

Helliwell Well, I’m not complainmg, am I’ 

Parker (tactlessly) You’ve been the same as a good wife to him, 
Mana 

Maria (furiously) The same' I haven’t been the same as a good 
wife, I’ve been a good wife, let me tell you, Albert Parker 
Annie ) Nay, Albert' 

Clara J (angrily to Parker) I never ’eard such silly talk 
Parker (aggressively) Oh — an’ what’s silly about it, eh*' 
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Clara Everything 

Helltwell {tactlessly) Nay, but when you come to think of it — 
Albert’s right 

Parker {solemn and fatuous) We must face facts Now, Mana, 

you might feel married to him 

Maru {scornfully) I might feel married to him' If you’d had 
twenty-five years of him, you wouldn’t talk about might Haven’t 
I 

Heluwell {cutting in noisily) ’Ere, steady on, steady on— with 
your twenty-five years of 'im Talking about me as if I were a dose 
o’ typhoid fever 

Maru {loudly) I’m not, Joe All I’m saying is 

Parker {still louder) Now let me finish what I started to say I 
said— you might feel married to him — but strictly speakmg — and m 
the eyes of the law — the fact is, you’re not mamed to him We’re 
none of us married 

Clara {bitterly) Some o’ t’neighbours ha’ missed it, couldn’t you 
shout It louder’ 

Parker I wasn’t that loud 

Helliwell {reproachfully) You were bawhng your ’ead off 
Annie Yes, you were 

Maru {reproachfully) You don’t know who’s hstemng I’m sur- 
pnsed you haven’t more sense, Albert 
Parker {irritably) All nght, all right, all right But we shan’t get 
anywhere till we face facts It’s not our fault, but our misfortune 
Maru I don’t know so much about that either 
Heluwell Oh’ {To Albert) Gom’ to blame us now 
Maru Well, an’ why not? 

Helliwell {irritably) Nay, damn it — ^it wasn’t our fault 
Maru If a chap asks me to marry him and then he takes me to 
chapel and puts me in front of a parson, I expect parson to be a real 
one an’ not just somebody dressed up 
Helliwell Well, don’t I? 

Maru You should ha’ found out 

Heluwell Talk sense' ’Ow could I know he wasn’t properly 
qualified? 

Maru {sneering) WeU, it’s funny it’s got to ’appen to us, isn’t it’ 
Parker But that’s what I say— it’s not our fault, it’s our mis- 
fortune It’s no use blaming anybody Just couldn’t be ’elped But 
fact remains — ^we’re 
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Claba (intermpimg angrily) If you say it again, Albert Parker, I’ll 
throw something at yer You needn’t go on and on about it 
Maria (bitterly) Mostly at top o’ your voice 
Parker (with air of wounded dignity) Say no more I’ve fimshed 
(Turns his back on them ) 

All three women look at him disgustedly Maria now turns 
to Joe 

Maria But, Joe, you’re not going to tell me you feel different — 
just because of this — this accident‘s 
Joe (solemnly) I won’t tell you a he, love I can’t help it, but ever 
smce I’ve known 1 m not married I’ve felt most peculiar 
Maria (rising, sudden temper) Oo, I could knock your fat head off 
Maria goes hurriedly to the door, making sobbing noises on the 
way, and hurries out 

Annie (following her) Oh — ^poor Mana' 

Annie goes out, closing door 
Clara Well, I ’ope you’re pleased with yourself now 
Helliwell (sententiously) Never interfere between ’usband and 
wife 

Clara You just said you weren’t ’usband an’ wife 
Helliwell (mgrily) ’Ere, if I’m gomg to argue with a woman it 
might as well be the one I hve with 

Helliwell hurries out A silence Parker remains sulky and 
detached 

Clara (after pause) Well, after all these ructions, another glass o’ 
port wouldn’t do me any ’arm (Waits, then as there is no move from 
Parker) Thank you very much (Rises, with dignity, to help herself) 
Nice manners we’re bemg shown, I must say (Fills her glass ) I said 
nice manmrs. Councillor Albert Parker i 
Parker (turning, angrily) Now if I were poor Herbert Soppitt, I’d 
thmk twice before I asked you to marry me again 
Clara (just going to drink) Ask me agam' There’ll be no asking 
Herbert Soppitt’s my husband — ^an’ he stays my husband 
Parker In the eyes of the law — - 

Clara (cuttmg in ruthlessly) You said that before But let me 
tell you, m the sight of Heaven Herbert and me’s been married for 
twenty-five years 

Parker (triumphantly) And there you’re wrong agam, because in 

the sight of Heaven nobody’s marned at all 

Helliwell pops his head m, looking worried 
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Heuiwell Just come in the diiung-room a minute, Albert We’re 

havmg a bit of an argument 

Parker Yes, Joe 

Helliwell disappears Parker goes out, leaving door a little 
open Clara, left alone, finishes her port, then picks up the old 
photograph and glares inth contempt at the figures on it A house 
bell can be heard ringing distantly now 
Clara (muttering her profound contempt at the figures in the photo- 
grapK) Yer silly young softheads ' (Bangs it down m some prominent 
place, face up) 

Ruby now looks in 

Ruby Mrs Soppitt 

Clara (rather eageily) Yes’ 

Ruby Mrs Helhwell says will you go into t’ dining-room 

As Clara moves quickly towards door. Ruby adds coolly 
Aaa — they’re fratchm’ like mad 

Clara goes out quickly, followed by Ruby We hear m distance 
sound of door opening, the voices of the three in the dining-room 
noisily raised in argument, the shutting of the door, then a moment's 
silence Then several sharp rings at the front door After a 
moment, Ruby’s voice off, but coming nearer 
(Off) Yes, I know All right ’Ere, mind them thmgs 
This way 

Ruby ushers m Ormonroyd, who is carrying his camera, etc , 
and IS now very ripe 

Ormonroyd (advances mto room and looks dbout him with great 
care, then returns to Ruby) Nobody here (Gives another glance to 
make sure ) Nobody at all 

Ruby They’ll all be back agam soon They’re mostly m dining- 
room — ^fratchm’ 

Ormonroyd What — on a festive occasion like this’ 

Ruby That’s nght 

Ormonroyd Well, it just shows you what human nature is 
Human nature' T-t-t-t-t-t I’ll bet if it had been a funeral — they’d 
have all been in here, laughmg their heads off (He goes over and looks 
closely at the cigars ) There isn’t such a thmg as a cigar here, is there’ 
Ruby Yes, yer lookmg at ’em D’you \rant one’ ’Ere (As he 
lights It) Me mother says if God had mtended men to smoke He’d 
have put chimneys in their heads 
Ormonroyd Tell your mother from me that if God had intended 
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men to wear collars He’d have put collar studs at back of their necks 
(Stares at her ) What are you bobbing up an’ down like that for*^ 
Ruby I’m not bobbing up an’ down It’s you (Laughs and regards 
hm critically ) You’re a bit tiddly, aren’t yer*? 

Ormonroyd (horroi -struck) Tidd-ldly*? 

Ruby Yes Squilfy 

Ormonroyd (surveying her mistily) What an ex’t’romry idea* 
You seem to me a mos’ ex’t’rornry sort of— httle — ^well, I dunno, 
really — ^what’s your name‘s 
Ruby Ruby Birtle 

Ormonroyd (tasting it) Umm — Ruby 

RxmY All right, I know it’s a silly daft name, you can’t tell me 
nowt about Ruby I ’aven’t been told already — so don’t try 
Ormonroyd (solemnly) Ruby, I think you’re quite ex’t’romry 
How old are you’ 

Ruby (quickly) Fifteen — ^how old are you’ 

Ormonroyd (waving a hand, vaguely) Thousands of years, thou- 
sands and thousands of years 
Ruby (coolly) You look to me about seventy 
Ormonroyd (horrified) Seventy’ I’m fifty-four 
Ruby (severely) Then you’ve been neglectin’ yerself 
Ormonroyd looks at her, breathing hard and noisily 
Too much hftm’ o’ t’ elbow 

Ormonroyd (after indignant pause) Do you ever read the Police 
News^ 

Ruby Yes I like it All ’orrible murders 

Ormonroyd Then you must have seen them pictures of women 

who’ve been chopped up by their husbands 

Ruby (with gusto) Yes — ^with bloody ’atchets 
Ormonroyd (impressively) Well, if you don’t look out. Ruby, 
you’ll grow up to be one of them women (Wcmders away and then 
notices and takes up old photograph ) 

Ribsy (looking at it) Aaaaa* — don’t they look soft? (Looks 
suspiciously at hm, dtdnously) How d’you mean — one o’ them 
women’ 

Ormonroyd Don’t you bother about that. Ruby, you’ve plenty 
of time yet 

Ruby (puzzled) Time for what? 

Ormonroyd (intent on his art now) Now what I’m gomg to do — 
IS to take a fiashhght group of the three couples— just as they were 
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m the old photograph Now— let me see (Fery solemnly and 

elaborately he sets up his camera) 

Ruby (who has been thinking) ’Ere, d’you mean I’ve plenty of 
time yet to grow up an’ then be chopped up*^ 

Ormonroyd (absently) Yes 

Ruby (persistently) But what would ’e want to chop me up for’ 
Ormonroyd Now you sit there a mmute 
Ruby I said, what would ’e want to chop me up for’ 
Ormonroyd (putting her into a chair and patting her shoulder) 
Perhaps you might find one who wouldn’t, but you’ll have to be 
careful Now you stay there. Ruby 
Ruby (hopefully) Are yer gom’ to take my photo? 

Ormonroyd (grimly) Not for a few years — ^yet (Is now 

fiddling with his camera ) 

Ruby (after thoughtful pause) D’you mean you’re waiting for me 
to be chopped up’ (Cheerfully, not reproachfully) Eeeee' — ^you’ve 
got a nght nasty mind, ’aven’t you’ (A pause) Are you maraed’ 
Ormonroyd Yes 

Ruby Yer wife doesn’t seem to take much interest in yer 
Ormonroyd How do you know? 

Ruby Well, I’ll bet yer clothes hasn’t been brushed for a month 
(Gomg on cheerfully ) Yer could almost make a meal off yer waist- 
coat — ^there’s so much egg on it (After pause ) Why doesn’t she tidy 
you up a bit’ 

Ormonroyd (busy with his preparations) Because she’s not here 
to do it 

Ruby Doesn’t she hve with yer’ 

Ormonroyd (stopping to stare at her, with dignity) Is it — er — 
essential — ^you should know all about my — er— pnvate afiairs? 
Ruby Go on, yer might as well tell me Where is she’ 
Ormonroyd Mrs Ormonroyd at present is — er — ^helpmg her 
sister to run a boarding-house called Palm View — ^though the only 
palm you see there is the one my sister-m-law holds out 
Ruby Where’ Blackpool? 

Ormonroyd Not likely There’s a place you go to hve m — ^not 
to die in No, they’re at Torquay (With profound sconi) Torquay > 
Ruby (impressed) That’s right down South, isn’t it? 

Ormonroyd (mtk mock pompousness) Yes, my gurl, Torquay is 
on the South Coast of Itevonshire It is sheltered from the northerly 
and easterly wmds, is open to the warm sea breezes from the South, 
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and so is a favounte all-year-round resort of many delicate and re- 
fined persons of genteel society In other words, it’s a damned 
miserable hole {Surveys his arrangements with satisfaction) There 
we are, all ready for the three happy couples 

Ruby {sceptically) Did yer say ’appy*? 

Ormonroyd Why not’ 

Ruby Well, for a start, go an’ hsten to them four in t’ dining-room 

Ormonroyd {beginning solemnly) Beheve me, Rosie 

Ruby {sharply) Ruby 

Ormonroto Ruby Beheve me, you’re still too young to under- 
stand 

Ruby I’ve ’eard that afore, but nobody ever tells what it is I’m 
too young to understand An’ for years me brother kept rabbits 

Ormonroyd {solemnly but vaguely) It’s not a question of rabbits 
— thank God? But mamage — ^mamage — ^well, it’s a very pecuhar 
thing There’s parts of it I never much cared about myself 

Ruby Which parts’ 

Ormonroyd Well — ^now I’m a man who hkes a bit o’ company 
An’ I like an occasional fnendly glass I’ll adimt it — ^I hke an occa- 
sional friendly glass 

Ruby It ’ud be all t’ same if you didn’t admit it We could tell 
{Sniffs) 

Ormonroyd If these three couples here have been married for 
twenty-five years and — er — ^they’re still sticking it, well, then I call 
’em three Imppy couples, an’ I won’t hsten to you or anybody else 
saymg they’re not No, I won’t have it And if you or anybody else 
says “Drink their health” I say “Certainly, certainly, with 

pleasure ” {Gives himself a whisky with remarkable speed) 

Wouldn’t dare to refuse, ’cos it would be dead against my pnnciples 
Their very good health {Takes m enormous drink) 

Ruby Eeee*— you are goin’ to be tiddly 

Ormonroyd {ignormg this, if he heard it, and very mellow and senti- 
mental now) Ail — ^yes To be together — ^side-by-side — ^through aU 
life’s sunshme and storms — band-m-hand — m good times and bad 
ones— -with always a lovmg smile {Wavmg hand with cigar m ) 

Ruby {coldly) Mind yer cigar* 

Ormcmsroyd In sickness and m health— nch or poor— stiU to- 
gether— side-by-side — ^hand-m-hand — ^through all hfe’s sunshme and 
storms 

Ruby (quickly) You said that once 
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Ormonroyd Oh— yes — ^it’s a wonderful— it’s a bee-yutiM 

thing 

Ruby What is’ 

Ormonroyd What is' Lord help us — it’s like talking to a httle 
crocodile' I say— that it’s a wonderful and bee-yutiful thing to go 
through good tunes and bad ones — always together — always with a 
loving smile 

Ruby Side-by-side — an’ ’and-in-’and 

Ormonroyd Yes, and that’s what I say 
Ruby Then there must be summat wrong wi’ me ’cos when I’ve 
toed goin’ side-by-side an’ ’and-in-’and even for twenty minutes I’ve 
’ad more than I want 

Ormonroyd (j/oring or Aer) Extr’ord’n’iy' What’s your name’ 

Ruby It’s still Ruby Birtle 

Ormonroyd WeU, haven’t you had a home’ 

Ruby Course I’ve ’ad a home Why’ 

Ormonroyd You talk as if you’d been brought up m a tramshed 

No sentiment No tender feehng No — ^no — poetry 

Ruby (indignantly) Go on I know Poetry We learnt it at school 
’Ere 

Ruby recites, as Ormonroyd sits 

They grew in beauty side by side. 

They filled one home with glee, 

Their graves are severed, far an’ wide. 

By mount and stream and sea 

The same fond mother bent at mght 
O’er each fair sleeping brow. 

She ’ad each folder flower m sight — 

Where are those dreamers now’ 

One ’midst the forest of the west. 

By a dark stream is laid — 

The Indian knows his place of rest 
Far 

Ruby hesitates Clara enters quietly and stares at her in 
astonishment Ruby gives her one startled look, then concludes 
hurriedly 

—Far in the cedar shade 

Kxsb^ hurries out Clara srondly in Ruby’s place Ormonroyd, 
who has turned away and closed his eyes, now turns and opens them, 
astonished to see Clara there 
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Ormonroyd {bewildered) Now I caU that most peciihar, most 

peculiar I don’t think I’m very well to-mght 

Clara {same tone as Ruby used) You’re a bit tiddly, aren’t 
you‘> 

Ormonroyd Things aren’t nghtly in their place, if you know what 
I mean But I’ll get it 

Clara Who are you, and what are you doing here‘> 

Ormonroyd {stdl dazed) Henry Ormonroyd — Yorkshire Argus — 

take picture — silver wedding group 

Clara {firmly) There’s no silver wedding group ’ll be taken here 
to-mght 

Ormonroyd Have I come to t’ wrong house‘s 
Clara {firmly) Yes 

Ormonroyd Excuse me {Moving to door, which opens to admit 
Annie) 

Annie Who’s this*^ 

Ormonroyd {hastily confused) Nobody, nobody — ^I’U get it all 

strai^tened out in a mmute — ^now give me time 

Ormonroyd goes out 
Annie Isn’t he the pAotographer*^ 

Clara {bitterly) Yes, an’ he’s drunk, an’ when I come in, Maria’s 
servant’s reciting poetry to him, an’ God knows what’s become of 
Herbert an’ Albert an’ that Mrs Northrop an’ {angrily) I’m fast 

losmg my patience, I’m fast losmg my patience 

Annie Now, Clara 

Maria enters, rather wearily 

Maria I can’t knock any sense at all into Joe Where’s Herbert’ 
Clara {grimly) Still looking for that Mrs Northrop 
Front door belt rings 
Somebody else here now 

Maria Well, don’t cany on hke that, Clara I didn’t ask ’em to 
come, whoever it is 

Clara If you didn’t. I’ll bet Joe did With his Yorkshire Argus > 
Ruby enters, rather mysteriously 
Maria Well, Ruby, who is it? 

Ruby {lowering voice) It’s a woman 
Clara {hastily) What woman’ 

Maria Now, Clara' {To Ruby) What sort of woman’ Who is it’ 
Ruby {comtr^ m, corfidentidlly) I don’t know But she do^n’t 
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look up to much to me Pamt on her face An’ I believe her ’air’s 
dyed 

The three V/omen look at each other 
CtARA (prmly) We don’t want that sort o’ woman here, Mana 

Maria Course we don’t — but {Hesitates ) 

Annie You’ll have to see what she wants, Maria It might be 
something to do with — ^y’know — this business 
Clara (angrily) How could it be"^ 

Anne Well, you never know, do yer*^ 

Clara Let Joe see what she wants 

Maria Oh — no — state of mind Joe’s in, Pd better see her Ask 
her to come m. Ruby— and— er— you needn’t bother Mr Helhwell 
just now 

RtJBY goes out The three women settle themselves, rather 
anxiously Ruby ushers in Lotte, who enters smiling broadly 
Maria rises, the other two remaining seated 
Maria (nervously) Good evenmg 
Lotte Good evemng 

Ma3RIA (step down) Did you want to see me’ 

Lotte (coolly) No, not particularly (She sits down, calmly, and 
looks about her ) 

The other three women exchange puzzled glances 
Maria Er— I don’t thmk I got your name 
Lotte No You didn’t get it because I didn’t give it But I’m 
Miss Lottie Grady 

Maria (with dignity) And I’m Mrs Helhwell 
Lotte (shaking her head) No, if we’re all gomg to be on our 
digmty, let’s get it right You’re not Mrs Helhwell Y'ou’re Miss 
Mana Fawcett 

Clara (ay Maria is too stunned to speak) Now just a imnute 

Lotte (turning to her, with mock sweetness) Miss Clara Gaw- 
thorpe, isn’t it’ Gawthoipe’s, Greengrocer’s, comer of Park Road 

(Turning to Anne) I’m afraid I don’t know your maiden name 

Anne I’m Mrs Parker to you 

Lotte Please yourself, I don’t care Vnx broadminded (Surveying 
them with a smile ) 

Clara (angrily) I suppose that Mrs Northrop’s been talking 
to you 

Lotte Certamly Met m the old Hare and Hounds, where I used 
to work She’s an old friend of mme 
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Clara {angrily) If you’ve come ’ere to get money out of us 

Lottie Who said anything about money? 

Maria Well, you must have some idea m commg to see us 
Lottie {coolly) Oh — I didn’t come here to see any of you three 
Annie Well, who did you come to see then‘> 

Lottie {smiling) A gentleman fnend, love 
Clara {angrily) Gentleman fnend t Youlll find none o’ your 
gentleman friends m this house, will she, Maria‘s 
Maria {indignantly) I should think not' 

Annie Just a mmute, Clara I’d like to hear a bit more about this 

Lottie Very sensible of you You see, if a gentleman fnend gets 
fond of me — ^then tells me — ^more than once — ^that if he wasn’t 

mamed already, he’d marry me 

Clara {grimly) Well, go on 

Lottie WeU — ^then I suddenly find out that he isn’t mamed 
already, after all, then you can’t blame me — can you*? — ^if I’d like 
to know if he’s still in the same mmd {Beams upon them, while they 
look at each other in growing consternation ) 

Clara {astounded) Well, I’ll be hanged 
Annie Now we are gettmg to know somethmg 
Maria {flustered) Clara — ^Anme {Pause Suddenly to Lottib) 
Who was it*^ 

Front door bell rings 

Annie Just a mmute, Mana, there’s somebody else here now 
Clara {angrily) Oh — ^for goodness’ sake — can’t you keep ’em out*^ 
Ruby {appeanng, importantly) The Rever-ent Clem-ent Mer-cer' 
All three wives look startled, as Mercer, a large grave clergy- 
man, enters, and Ruby retires 
Mercer {sympathetically) Mrs Helhwell’ 

Maria {famtly) Yes’ 

MsBiCS&{tcdcingherhcatdarrioTrient) Now, Mrs HeUiweU, although 
you’re not a member of my congregation, I want you to reahse that 
I feel It my duty to give you any help I can 
Maria {confused) I’m afraid — ^I don’t understand — Mr Mercer 
Mercer Now, now, Mrs Helhwell, don’t worry Let’s take every- 
thing calmly May I sit down’ {Tcdces chair and brings it down) 
Mercer sits down, smiling at them Maria sits 
Annie Did somebody ask you to come here? 

Mercer Yes, madam A working man I know called Northrop 
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stopped me in the street and told me to go at once to Alderman 
Helliw ell’s house as a clergyman’s presence was urgently required 
here So here I am— entirely at your service 

Lottie, m danger of exploding, rises and goes quickly towards 
eonsenatory, where she stands with her back to the others Mercer 
gnes her a puzzled glance, then turns to the other three 
Now what is It’ Not, I hope, a really dangerous illness’ 

Maria {blankly) No 

Mercer {rather puzzled) Ah> — ^I hurried because I thought there 
might be But perhaps you feel some younger member of your family 
IS m urgent need of spmtual guidance An emng son or daughter’ 

A noise from Lottie 
Clara {forcefully) No 
Mercer (puzzled) I beg your pardon’ 

Clara I just said No I mean, there aren’t any errmg sons and 
daughters Just husbands, that’s all 
Mercer {rises) Husbands’ 

Lottie suddenly bursts into a peal of laughter, turning towards 
them Mercer looks puzzled at her 
Lottie {laughing) You’ve got it all wrong 

Mercer {rather annoyed) Really* I don’t see 

Lottie I thmk they want you to marry ’em 
Mercer {lookmg astounded) Marry them f 

Annie {rismg, with spirit) ’Ere, Mana, come on, do something 
{To Mercer) You’d better talk to Mr Helhwell 

Maria {who has risen) He’s m the dinmg-room— just across 

{Almost leadmg km out ) Ask him if he thinks you can do anythmg 

for us {Now outsuie room ) Just m there— that’s right 

Clara {to Lottie) Which one was it? 

Maria returns, flustered, skuttmg door, as Lottie returns to her 
s&a, still smiling 

Lottie I think you missed a chance there — ^at least, two of you did 
Maria Two of us* ' 

LomE Well, you remember what I told you’ {Smilmg remmis- 
eently) I’d known him here m Qeckleywyke, but it was at Blackpool 
we really got gomg He said he was feelmg lonely — ^and you know 
what men are, when they think they’re feelmg lonely, specially at 
Blackpool 

{hastily) It couldn’t have been Herbert. He’s never been 
to Biaclqpool without me 
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Annie Yes, he has, Qara Don’t you remember — ^about four 
years smce 

Clara {thimderstruck) And he said he hadn’t a mmute away from 
that Conference I’ll never beheve another word he says But your 
Albert was with him that time 
Annie {grimly) I know he was 
Maria So was Joe Said he needed a change 
Lottie {sweetly) Well, we all hke a change, don’t we*' 

SoPPiTT enters, rather hesitantly Clara sees him first 

Clara {sharply) Now, Herbert Soppitt 

SoPPiTT Yes, Clara’ 

Lottie {going to him) Well, Herbert, how are you these days*' 
{Playfully ) You haven’t forgotten me, We you*' 

Soppitt Forgotten you’ I’m afraid there’s a mistake 

Clara {grimly) Oh — ^there’s a mistake all nght 
Maria Now, Clara, don’t be too hard on him I expect it was 
only a bit o’ fun 
Soppitt What is aU this’ 

Lottie {playfully) Now, Herbert 

Soppitt {indignantly) Don’t call me Herbert 
Clara {angrily) No, wait till I’m out o’ t’ way 
Annie I expect he didn’t mean it 
Soppitt {amoyed) Mean what^ 

Albert Parker now enters, rather wearily Soppitt turns 
to hm 

I found that Mrs Northrop, Albert 
Lottie Oh— hello, Albert’ 

Parker {staring at her) How d’you mean — Hello, Alberti 
Lottie {playfully) Now, now— Albert’ 

Parker looks at her m astorushment, then at the three women, 
fimshmg with his wife 

Annie {bitterly) Yes, you might well look at me, Albert Paiter 
You and your cheap hohday at Blackpool’ I only hope you spent 
more on her than you’ve ever done on me 
Parker {vehemmtty) Spent more on her^ I’ve never set eyes on 
her before Who is she? 

Annie and Clara now look at one another, then at Maria, who 
hoks at them m growing amstemation 
Maria I don’t beheve it I won't believe it 
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Ruby looks m, excitedly 

Ruby There’s a motor-car stoppmg near t’ front gate 
Clara {shouting as Ruby goes) Well, tell it to go away again 
Helliwell comes out of dinmg-room, bumping into Ruby as 
she goes out, and begins speaking early 
Helliwell {who is flustered) What with a photographer who’s 

drunk and a parson who’s mad > {He sees Lotixe now, and visibly 

Hilts and gasps) Lottie > 

Maru {furiously) Lottie' So it was you, Joe HeUiwell 
Helliwell Me what’ 

Maru Who said you’d marry her “ 

Helliwell {shouting desperately) That was only a bit o’ fun 
Maru {bitterly) You and your bit o’ fun' 

Ruby {importantly) Mayor o’ Cleckleywyke, Yorkshire Argus, 
Telegraph and Mercury 

Mayor enters, carrymg case of fish slices, with Reporters 
behind 

Mayor (pompously) Alderman and Mrs Helhwell, the Council 
and Corporation of Cleckleywyke offers you their heartiest con- 
gratulations on your Silver Weddmg and with them this case of silver 
fish slices 

He IS now offermg the case to Maru, who has suddenly sunk 
doHm on the settee and is now weeping She waves the case away, 
and the benildered Mayor tww offers it to Helliwell, who has 
been looking in exasperation between his wife, Lottie and the 
Mayor Helliwell takes the case and opens it without thinking, 
then seeing hI at is m it, m hs exasperation, shouts furiously 
An’ I told yer before, Fred — don’t like fish {Quick curtain) 


End of Act Two 
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SCEOT As before About quaiter of an hour later Ruby is tidying 
up the room^ and also eating a laige piece of pasty She continues 
mth her work se\eial moments after rise of curtain^ then Navcy 
makes cautious appearance at consei xatory^ sees that nobody but 
Ruby is theie^ then turns to beckon in Gerald, and they both 
come in*o the room 

Nancy What’s been happening, Ruby"^ 

Ruby What ’asn’t been ’appening^ Eee — ^we’ve had some trade 
on what wi’ one thing an’ another 

Nancy {mischievous rather than reproachful) You see what you’ve 
done, Gerald 

Ruby What^ He didn t start it, did he*^ ’Cos if he did, he’s got 
summat to answer for 

Nancy Did — anybody ask where I was, Ruby‘s 

Ruby No, an’ I’ll bet you could stop out all night and they’d 
neither know nor care 

Gerald But what has been happening, Ruby‘s 

Ruby {confidentially) Place ’as been like a mad-’ouse this last 
half-hour To start with, mayor o’ Cleckleywyke’s been and gone 

Nancy The mayor*? 

Gerald {amused) Why did they want to bnng the mayor into it*? 

Ruby Nobody brought him He come of his own accord — with 
a case o’ fish things an’ wearing t’ chain — hke a chap in a pantymime 
He soon took his ’ook But reporters didn’t 

Gerald Reporters, eh*? 

Ruby Ay, an’ there were plenty of ’em an’ all an’ they didn’t 
want to go, neither, not like t’ mayor So Mr Helliwell an’ Mr 
Parker took ’em into t’ kitchen an’ give ’em bottled ale an’ for all I 
know they may be there yet Mrs Helhwell’s up m t’ bedroom — 
feeling poorly— an’ Mrs Soppitt’s with her Mr Soppitt an’ Mrs 
Parker’s somewhere out m garden 

Nancy I told you there was somebody there 

Ruby Ah, but let me fimsh Now there’s a woman wi’ dyed ’air 
washmg herself in t’ bathroom upstairs — an’ nobody knows what she 
Wants — ^beyond a good wash Down in t’ dimng-room there’s a photo- 
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^apher who’s right tiddly tiyin’ to argue with gert big parson— an’ 
I’ll bet he’s makin’ a rare mess— an’ that’ll be to do next 
Exit Rlby 

Gerald Sounds all very confused to me 
Nancy ^es, and I’d better shp upstairs while nobody’s about 
Oh— Gerald 
Gerald Nancy' 

Nancy Do you still love me’ 

Gerald Yes, Nancy— still— even after a whole hour 

They kiss Enter Soppitt and Annie Parker from conservatory 
SoPPiTT Here, I say' You two seem very fnendly' 

Annie I beheve you were the girl he was seen with 
Soppitt Were you’ 

Nancy Yes We’re practically engaged, you know Only — ^I was 
frightened of saymg anythmg yet to Uncle Joe 
Soppitt Well, don’t start to-mght 

Annie Why shouldn’t she’ He won’t be qmte so pleased with 
himself to-night as usual— just as I know another who won’t 
Nancy Good night 

Annie Good night Why don’t you go outside and say good 
night properly’ You’re only young once 

Nancy and Gerald exit to conservatory 
Annie Yes, you’re only young once, Herbert D’you remember 
that time, just after you’d fct come to Cleckleywyke, when we all 
went on that choir tnp to Barnard Castle’ 

SOPPHT Ido, Annie As a matter offact, I fancy I was a bit sweet 
on you then 

Ann® You fancy you were' I know you were, Herbert Soppitt 
Don’t you remember commg back m the wagonette? 

Soppitt Ay' 

Annie Those were the days' 

Soppitt Ay' 

Annie Is that all you can say — ^Ay’ 

Soppitt No But I might say too much 
Annie I think I’d nsk it for once, if I were you 
Srawpnr And what does that mean, Annie? 

Annie Never you mmd But you haven’t forgotten that wagon- 
ette, have you? 

Soppitt Of coinse I haven’t, 
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He has his arm round her waist Enter Clara 
Hello, Clara 

Clara How long’s this been going on*^ 

Annie Now, don’t be sill>, Clara 

Clara Oh — it’s me that hasn’t to be silh, is it*^ I suppose stand- 
ing there with my ’usband’s arm round \ou bold as brass, that isn’t 
being silly, is it*^ I wonder what }ou call that sort of behaviour, then‘s 

SoPPiTT It was only a bit ot fun 

Clara Oh — an’ how long have you been ’avmg these bits o’ fun 
— as you call them — Herbert Soppitt*^ 

Annie You’ve a nasty mind, Clara 

Clara Well — of all the cheek and impudence^ Telling me r\e 
got a nasty imnd You must have been at it some time getting Herbert 
to cany on like that with >ou Don’t tell me he thought of it himself, 
I know him too well 

Annie Oh — don’t be so stupid, Clara I’m going into the garden 
I want some fresh air 
She goes out 

Clara Well, Herbert Soppitt, w^hy don’t you follow her ard get 
some fresh air, too*^ Go on, don’t mind me Come here 
Soppitt doesn^t mo\e 
You ’eard me, come here* 

Soppitt Why should V 
Clara Because I tell you to 

Soppitt I know I heard you But who do you think you are*^ 
Clara Herbert Soppitt — ^you must have gone wrong m your head 
Soppitt No Not me I’m all right 

Clara (sharply) You’d better go home now an’ leave me to deal 
with this business here 
Soppitt (bravely) Certainly not 

Clara In my opmion it’s awkward with both of us here 
Soppitt (pause) Well, you go home then* 

Clara What did you say*^ 

Soppitt (bravely) I said, you go home You are doing no good 
here 

Very angry now, she marches up to him and gives him a sharp 
slap on the cheek 

Clara Now then* (Steps back and folds arms) Just tell me to 
go home again* 


[ 203 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 

SOPPlTT (sIomIy, impressnely, approaching her) Clara, I always 

said that no matter what she did. I’d never hft a hand to my wife 

Clara I should think not indeed* 

SoppiTT But as %ou aren’t my wife — what about this‘s 
He gnes her a sharp slap She is astowided 
Clara Herbert* 

SopPiTT {conmandmgly) Now sit down {Pointing ) 

She does not obey In a tremendous \oice of command 
Sit down* 

She sits, staring at him Then u hen she opens her mouth to speak 
Shut up’ I want to think 

A silence, during nhich she still stares at him 
Clara (m a low voice) I don’t know what’s come over you, 
Herbert Soppitt 

SopPiT {fiercely) You don’t, eh"^ 

Clara {gapmg at him) No, I don’t 

Soppitt {severely) Well, you don’t thmk I put up with women 
commg shoutmg and bawlmg at me and smacking my face, do you'^ 
Clara Well — you’ve never gone on like this before 

Soppitt Yes, but then before you were my wife 

Clara {hastily) I’m your wife now 
Soppitt Oh, no — you’re not {Produces letter ) 

Clara Give me that letter* 

Soppitt Sit down — and shut up, woman f 
Biter Albert Parker 
Parker Where’s Anme’ 

Soppitt She’s out there somewhere — ^why don’t you look for her’ 
Clara Perhaps she’s hiding her face — and if you’d seen what I’d 

seen to-night, Albert Parker 

Soppitt Hold your tongue before it gets you into mischief* 

Clara I’m only 

Soppitt Shut up 

Parser Here, but wait a minute — ^I’d like to hear a bit more 
about this 

Soppitt Then you’re going to be d^appomted {To Clara) You 
set back to Mana HeUiwell, go on* 

Parker Here, Clara, you’re not gomg to 

Somrr YOU Hand your own business* {To Clara) Go on — 
sharp 
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Clara exits 

Parker Herbert, ’ave >ou been ’aMng a lot to drink’ 

SoPPiTT I had a few, tiyirg to find that Mrs Northrop 
Parker I thought as much 

SopPiTT And I may possibly have some more, but whether I do 
or not, rU please mvself— just for once — and if any of you don’t hke 
it, you can lump it 

Parker Where did you say my wife was’ 

SOPPITT She’s out there m the garden 

Parker {disapprovingly) What — at this time o’ night’ {Looking 
to garden) 

SOPPITT Yes — and why not’ 

Parker {with dignity) I’ll tell 'er that I’ve no need to tell you 
You’re not my wife 

SOPPITT No, and she isn’t, either Don’t forget that 
Parker goes to the door and calls 
Parker Annie' Hey — Annie' 

SopPiTT Why don’t you go out and talk to her, mstead o’ caUing 
her hke that— as if she were a dog or something’ 

Parker ’Cos standing about in damp grass this time o’ night is 
bad for me I don’t want to start a runmng cold on top of all this 
{Calls again) Hey— Annie' {Turns to Soppitt) I came in to ’ave 

a few words in private with her 

Soppitt Oh — I’ll leave you 

Parker In my opimon, there’s been a lot too much talk among 
us altogether, too much noisy ’anky-panky about this daft business 
You might think we were a meeting o’ t’ gas committee way we’ve 
gone on so far What’s wanted is a few serious words i’ private 
between us chaps an’ our wives, an’ less o’ this public argy-bargy an’ 
’anky-panky 

Annie Parker enters through conservatory 
Ah — so there y’are 

Soppitt {going) Well, best o’ luck, Anme* 

Parker {suspiciously) How d’you mean’ 

Soppitt {turning at door) Hanky-panky' 

He goes out 

Parker He’s ’ad a drop too much, Herbert ’as' Comes of run- 
ning round the town after that charwoman' 

Annie {amused) Well, Albert’ 
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Parker (pompousl} and complacently) Weil, Annie, I’m going to 
set your mind at rest 
Annie {dmureh) Thank yon, Albert 

Parker {pompously and complacently) Yes, I don’t want you to 
be worrying Now I think you’ll admit I’ve always tried to do my 
duty as a ’usband 

Annie Yes, Albert, I think you’ve always tned 
Parker {stispiciously) What do you mean‘s 
Annie (demurely) Why— just what you mean, Albert 
Parker (after mother suspicious glmce, returns to former tone, and 
IS insufferably patronising) Of course, as nobody knows better than 
you, I’m in a different position altogether to W'hat I was when I first 
mamed you 

Annie When you thought you mamed me, Albert 
Parker Well, you know what I mean* In them days I was just 
plam young Albert Parker 

Annie And now you’re Councillor Albert Parker 

Parker Well, an’ that’s something, isn’t it*^ And it isn’t all, by 
a long chalk I’ve got on i’ busmess, made money, come to be a big 
man at chapel, vice-president o’ t’ Cricket League, on t’ hospital 
committee, an’ so forth — eh"^ 

Annie Yes, Albert, you’ve done very well 

Parker (complacently) I know I ’ave An’ mind you, it’s not altered 
me much I’m not like some of ’em No swank about me— no la- 
di-dah — Tm a plam man 
Annie (rather sadly) Yes, Albert, you are 

Parker (looking at her suspiciously) Well, what’s wrong wi’ it’ 

You’re not going to tell me that at your time o’ life 

Annie (mdignmtly cuttmg m) My time of hfe* 

Parker Well, you’re no chicken, are yer’ And I say, you’re not 
gomg to tell me now, at your time o’ hfe, you’d hke a bit o’ swank 
an’ la-di-dah* 

Annie (wistfidp) I’ve sometimes wondered 

Parker (brushmg this aside) Nay, nay, nay, nobody knows better 
than me wlat you’d hke An’ you know very well what a good 
husband I’ve been steady 

Annie (ratlm- grmtly) Yes, you’ve been steady all right, Albert 
PAEKm (con^hcaitly) That’s what I say Steady Rehable Not 
s»% wi’ toy money 
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Annie (same tone) No, Albert, your worst enemy couldn’t say 
jou’d ever been silly with your money 

Parker (complacently) And yet at the same time — not stingy 
No, not stingy Everything of the best — ^if it could be managed — 
everything of the best, within reason, y’know, within reason 
Annie Yes, within reason 

Parker (m a dreamy ecstasy of complacency) Always reasonable 
— and rehable But all the time, getting on, gom’ up i’ the world, 
never satisfied with what ’ud do for most men — no, steadily moving 
on an’ on, up an’ up — cashier, manager, share in the business — 
councillor this year, alderman next, perhaps mayor soon — that’s how 
it’s been an’ that’s how it will be Y’know% Annie, I’ve sometimes 
thought that nght at first you didn’t realise just what you’d picked 
out o’ t’ lucky bag Ay^ (Contemplates his owrn greatness, while she 
watches him coolly ) 

Annie (after a pause) Well, Albert, what’s all this leading up to*^ 
Parker (recalled to his argument) Oh^ — ^Well, yer see, Ajime, I 
was just saying that I thought I’d been a good husband to you An’, 

mind yer, I don’t say you’ve been a bad wife — no, I don’t 

Annie (dryly) Thank you, Albert 

Parker {with immense patronage) So I thought I’d just set your 
mind at rest Now don’t you worry about this wedding business If 
there’s been a slip up— well, there’s been a slip up But I’ll see you’re 
all right, Annie I’ll see it’s fixed up qmetly, an’ then we’ll go an’ get 
mamed again — ^properly (He pats her on the shoulder ) I know my 
duty as well as t’ next man — an’ I’ll see that you’re properly married 
to me 

Annie Thank you, Albert 

Parker That’s all nght, Annie, that’s all right I don’t say every 
tnan ’ud see It as I do— but— never mind— I know what my duty is 

Annie And what about me*^ 

Parker (puzzled) WeU, I’m telhng yer — ^you’ll be all nght 
Annie How d’you know I will‘d 

Parker (hastily) Now don’t be silly, Anme If I say you’ll be all 
nght, you ought to know by this time yer will be all right 
Annie (slowly) But I don’t think I want to be mamed to you 
Parker (staggered) Whatf 

Annie (slowly) You see, Albert, after twenty-five years of it, 
perhaps I’ve had enough 
Parker (horrified) ^Ad enough^ 

Annie Yes, had enough You talk about your duty Well, for 
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tftentj-five jears I’ve done mv dut> I’ve washed and cooked and 
cleaned and mended for you I’\e pinched and scrimped and saved 
for \ou Fve listened for hours and hours to all your dreary talk 
I\e never had any thanks for it I’ve hardly ever had any fun But 
I thought I was your wife and I’d taken you for better or w-orse, and 

that I ought to put up with you 

P^RUER {staring, amazed) Put up siith me ' 

Annie {coolly) Yes, put up with you 
Parker But what’s wrong with me’ 

Annie {coolly) Well, to begin with, you’re very selfish But then, 
I suppose most men are You’re idiotically conceited But agam, so 
are most men But a lot of men at least are generous And you’re 
very stingy And some men are amusing But — except when you’re 
being pompous and showing off— you’re not at aU amusmg You’re 

just very dull and dreary 

Parker Never' 

Annie {firmly) Yes, Albert Very dull and very, lery dreaiy and 
stingy 

Parker {staring at her as if seeing a strange ii omari) ’As somebody 
put you up to this’ 

Annie No, I’ve thought it for a long time 
Parker How long’ 

Annie Nearly twenty-five years 

Parker {half dazed, half indignant) Why— you— you— you little 
serpent ' 

Annie {i^ormg this) So now I feel it’s time I enjoyed myself a 
bit I’d hke to have some fim before I’m an old woman 
Parker {horrified) Funf Fun' What do you mean — fun’ 

Annie {coolly) Oh— nothmg very shocking and terrible— just 

gettmg away from you, for mstance 

Parker {m loud pained tone) Stop it' Just stop it now' I think — 
Anme Parkw- you ought to be ashamed of yourself 
Annie (d’eamtly) Well, I’m not Bit of travel — and hvehness — 
and people that are amusing— and no wool business and town coun- 
mlloxs and chapel deacons 

Park® {shmtmg angrily) Why don’t you dye your hair and pamt 

your fece and go on t’ sta^ and wear tights ’ 

Annie {wistfidly) I wish I could 

ds Parker groans m despair at this. Ruby looks m 
Roby ifouddy ami d^rfidly) Mr Soppitt says if you haven’t 
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finished yet yer better ’uny up or go somewhere else to ’ave it out 
’cos they’re all coming in ’ere 

Parker (mgnfy) Well, we ’aven’t fimshed 
Annie {coolly) Yes, we have 

Ruby nods and leases the door open 
Parker {loudly) Now hsten, Anme, let’s talk a bit o’ sense for a 
minute 

Annie They’ll all hear you — ^the door’s open 

Parker Nay — damn it ' 

Goes to shut door, but Soppitt and Clara enter 
SOPPITT {amused) Hello, Albert — what’s made you look so 
flabbergasted’ 

Parker {annoyed) If I want to look flabbergasted, then I’ll look 
flabbergasted, without asking your advice, Herbert 
Soppitt Hanky-panky ' 

Parker Now shut up’ ’Ere, Clara, yer wouldn’t say I was stingy, 
would yer’ 

Clara Well, you’ve never been famous for gettmg your hand 
down, have you, Albert’ 

Parker {indignantly) I’ve got my ’and down as well as t’ next 
man I’ve always paid my whack, let me tell yer Call a chap stingy 

just because he doesn’t make a big show — ’cos he isn’t — er 

Annie {purlesquemg his accent, coolly) La-di-dah’ 

Soppitt Now stop tormentmg him, Anme 
Parker {indignantly) Tormenting me' Nobody ’ll torment me 
And I like that commg from you, Herbert, when you’ve been a by- 
word for years 

Clara {angrily) A by-word for what’ 

Parker For years 

Clara Yes, but a by-word for years for what’ 

Parker Oh' Hen-pecked' Ask anybody who wears trousers in 
your house' 

Annie Albert, don’t be so vulgar' 

Parker Why, a mmute since you wanted to wear tights 
Annie Only in a manner of speakmg 

Parker How can it be in a manner of speaking’ — ^’cos either you’re 
wearing tights or you’re not 

Enter Itcerm and Job Helliwell. 

Lottie What’s this about tights’ 
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Parker Now you II clear out right sharp — if you’ll take my tip 
Lottie And I’ll bet it’s the only kind of tip you do give, too (To 
Annie) He looks stmgy to me’ 

Parker Stmgy ' If anyone says that again to me to-mght— I’ll — 
m give ’em jip 
£jca Parker 

Helliwell For two pms I’d either leave this house myself or else 
dear everybody else out I’ve never seen such a place — ^there’s folk 
nattering m every damn comer' 

Annie Where’s poor Mana’ 

SOPPITT Clara' 

£xeuM Sopprrr, Clara and Annie 
Helliwell Now, Lottie, be reasonable A bit o’ devilment’s all 

right, but I know you don’t want to make real nuschief 

Lottie Where’s the mischief come Didn’t you say — ^more 

than once — that if you hadn’t been mamed already 

Helliwell (urgently to her) Now, you know very well that were 
only a bit o’ fun When a chap’s on a ’ohday m a place like Blackpool 
an’ gets a few dnnks mside ’im, you know very well he says a lot o’ 

damn silly things he doesn’t mean 

Lottie (indignantly) Oh— I see Just tellin’ me the tale an’ then 
laughmg at me behmd my back, eh’ 

Hbluwell (urgently) No, I don’t mean that, Lottie Nobody 
admires you more than I do You’re a fine lass and a good sport 
But you’ve got to be reasonable Commg ’ere like this, when you 
know as well as I do, it were just a bit o’ fun' 

Maria enters She is dressed to go out, and is carrying some 
hmsekeepmg books, some keys, and several pairs of socks 

Maria (at door, leaving it open, grimly) Just a mmute, Joe Helh- 
well' 

Helliwell (grounmg)* Oh — Christmas' (Then sees she has outdoor 
things on.) ’Ere, Mana, where are yer ^ing’ 

Maria (determined, but rather tearfid) I’m going back to me 
mother’s 

Hbuiwell Your mothar'sl Why, if you go to your mother in 
this state o’ ixund at this time o’ mght, you’ll give her a stroke 
Ion® That’s right. She must be about lune^. 

Maria She’s seventy-two (Pauses) And mind your own 

busmeta I’w got sonm of it ’ere for you 
IxtntB What do you mean? 
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Maria (mdicatmg things she's carrying) Some of your new busi- 
ness, an’ see ’ow you like it You’ll find it a change from carrying 
on wi’ men behind the bar 

Heluwell What in the name o’ thunder are you talking about’ 
Maria I’m talking about ’er If she wants my job, she can ’ave it 

Lottie 1 ’Ere, just a minute 

Helliwell j Now hsten, Mana 

Maria (silencing them by holding up keys and rattling) There’s all 
t’ keys, an’ you’d better start knowing where they fit (Puts them on 
table behind settee ) An’ don’t forget charwoman’s just been sacked, 
an’ I don’t expect Ruby’U stay You’ll have to manage by yourself 
a bit An’ greengrocer calls at ten and the butcher caUs at half- 
past — 

Heluwell (shouting) What does it matter when t’ butcher calls’ 

Maria (calmly) I’m taUong to ’er, not to you. (To Lottie, who 
looks astonished) These iS the housekeeping books an’ you’ll ’ave to 
’ave ’em straight by Friday or he’ll make a rumpus ‘Ere you are 
Lottie (backing away) I don’t want ’em 

Helliwell (harassed) ’Course she doesn’t 

Maru She can’t run this house without ’em You said so your- 
self (Tfu-ows books on to settee ) 

Heluwell I know I did, but it’s nowt to do with ’er 
Maru Then what did she come ’ere for*^ (To Lottie, producing 
socks) An’ look, ’ere’s five pairs of his socks and one pair of woollens 
(hangs them on back of settee) that wants dammg, and you’d better 
get started on ’em An’ upstairs you’ll find three shirts and two more 
pairs of woollens you’ll ’ave to do to-morrow, an’ you’d better be 
thinkmg o’ to-morrow’s dinner, ’cos he always wants something hot 

an’ he’s very particular (Twns towards door ) 

Lottie (aghast) ’Bee, what do you think I am? 

Helliwell Now, Mana, you’re gettmg it all wrong Nobcufy 
knows better than me what a good wife you’ve been Now ’ave a 
bit of sense, love It’s all a imstake 
Maru And there’s a lot of other thmgs you’ll have to manage, 
but while you’re tiymg to manage them and him, too. I’ll be at 
Blaclqpool 

She goes, followed by Heluwell 
Enta- OsMONROYD 
C^iMOMROYD I know that fece, 

LcmxB Harry Qrmonroyd 
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Ormonroyd Lottie, my beautiM Lottie And you haven’t for- 
gotten me’ 

Lottie Forgotten >ou' My word, if you re not ofF Til saw your 
leg off ’Ere, you weren’t going to take their photos’ 

Ormonroyd Yes, group for Yorkshire Argus Make a nice 
picture— very nice picture 

Lottie Nice picture' Don’t you know’ Haven’t they told you’ 
(Roars nith laughter) 

Ormonroyd Here now, stop it, stop it Have a drink of port 
Lottie Well, I suppose I might 

Ormonroyd Certainly, certainly Liberty ’All here to-night 
Lottie Oh — ^it’s Liberty Hall right enough Chin — chin 
Ormonroyd All the best, Lottie 

Lottie Nice drop of port wine this Joe Helhwell does himself 
very well here, doesn’t he’ 

Ormonroyd Oh, yes, Lottie, you’ll find everything very comfort- 
able here ’Ere, somebody told me you were back at the Talbot 
Lottie I was up to Christmas Who told you’ Anybody I 
know’ 

OttMomovD (solenmly) Yes— now just a minute You know him 
I know him We both know him I have him here on the tip of my 

tongue Er (but can't remember) no But I’ll get him, Lottie, 

rU get him 

Lottie Hien I had to go home Our Violet — ^you remember our 
Violet— she married a sergeant in the Duke of Wellmgton’s — the 
dnrty Thirty-Thirds — and now she’s in India 
Ormonroyd (remembermg, triumphantly) Tommy Toothill' 
Lottie What about him’ 

Ormonroyd (puzzled by this) Nay, weren’t you asking about ’im’ 
Lottie No, I’ve something better to do than to ask about Tommy 
ToothiU 

ORMcaiROYD (still bewiMered) Quite so, Lottie But what were we 
talking about him for? Didn’t you say he’d gone to India’ 

Lottbb No, you fathead, that’s our Violet Oh^I remember, it 
Blast have hem Tommy ToothiH ’at told you I was workmg at the 
TaB>0t~~d'y(m see’ 

ChUiOMROYD (still bemldered) Yes, I know it was But what of 
it, Lottie? Aren’t you a bit argumentatn^ to-ni^t, love’ 

LonrnB (g^iod-miuredly) No, I’m not, but you’ve had a couple 
tao many 
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Ormonroyd Nay, I’m all nght, love ’Ere, what’s happened to 
your Violet‘s 

Lottie {impatiently) She mamed a sergeant and went to India 

Ormonroyd {triumphantly) Of course she did Somebody told 
me— just lately 

Lottie I told you 

Ormonroyd {reproachfully) Yes, I know — I can ’ear But so did 
somebody else I know — ^Tommy ToothiU' 

Lottie You’ve got him on the brain Then at Whitsun — I took 
a job at Bndlington — but I only stuck it three weeks No life at all 
—I told ’em, I says “I don’t mind work, but I do like a bit of hfe ” 
Ormonroyd I’m just the same Let’s ’ave a bit of hfe, I say An’ 
’ere we are, getting down in dumps, just because Tommy ToothiU’s 
gone to India 

Lottie He hasn’t, you piecan, that’s our Violet Nay, Harry, 
you’re giving me the hump 

Ormonroyd Well, play us a tune, just for old times’ sake 
Lottie Aaaa, you silly old devil, I’m right glad to see you 
Ormonroyd Good old times, Lottie, good old times 

They sing Interrupted by entrtmce o/Heluwell, Parker and 
SOPPITT 

Heluwell Now what the hangment do you think this is — a tap- 
room’ Yorkshire Argus wants you on telephone 
Lottie Come on, love. I’ll help you 
Helliwell And then get off home 
Ormonroyd See you later 
Ormonroyd and Lottie exit 

Parker Now, what’s wanted now is a few senous words m 
pnvate together 

Helliwell Yes, yes, Albert I know But give a chap time to 
have a breather I’ve just had to persuade Mana not to go back to 
her mother’s 

Parker Why, what can her mother do’ 

Heluwell Oh — don’t start asking questions— just leave it, 
Albert, leave it, and let me have a breather 

£>i2er the three wives, all with hats arul coats on 

Annie Now then — ^Albert— Joe— Herbert 

Helliwell What is this — an ultimatum? 

Maria Joe Helhwell, I want you to answer one question 
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HhxiwblL Yes, Mana’’’ 

Maria Joe, do you love me'> 

HjBUJWHi (embarrassed) Now what sort of a question is that to 
come and ask a chap— here‘> Why didn’t you ask me upstairs’ 
Maria (solemnly) Orce and for all— do you or don’t you’ 
HELLiWEtL Yes, of course I do, love 
Maru Then why didn’t you say so before’ 

411 three women sit down, take off hats 
Parker (as if beginning long speech) And now we’re all by our- 
selves It s about time we started to put our thmkmg caps on, ’cos 
we’re not going to do any good runnmg round the ’ouse argy-bargy- 
ing 

M\ria That’s right, Albert 

Parker Yes, but let me finish, Mana We 

He IS interrupted by Roby appearmg round door 
(loudly, cheerfully) She’s back' 

Maria Who is’ 

Ruby That Mrs Northrop. (Withdraws, leaving door open ) 
Heluwell (loudly, in despair) Oh— Jerusalem— we don’t want ’er 
’ere 

Mrs Northrop (appearing, still carrymg bag, and flushed) If you 
don’t want me here why did you send ’im round chasing me and askm’ 
me to come back’ Yer don’t know yer own mmds two mmutes to- 
gether (To Maria) You ’aven’t settled up wi’ me yet, y’know 
Heluwell (annoyed) Outside' 

Parker (hastily, mtxiously) Half a mmute, Joe, we can’t ’ave hear 
tellmg all she knows— we’ll be t’laughing stock of Cleckleywyke to- 
morrow 

Mrs Northrop (contemptuously) Yer’ve bin that for years, lad 
I’d rather ha’ Joe HeUiw^ell nor you Joe ’as ’ad a bit o’ fun in his time, 
but you’ve alius been too stogy 

Parker (the word again) Sta^t if anybody says that agam to 
me to-mght, they’ll get what for, an’ I don’t care who it is 
Heluwex, (to Mrs Northrop) I told you — outside — sharp* 
Mrs Nc»throp (fidl of malute) Suits me I reckon naught o’ 
thrsforaparty You can’t frame to enjoy yourselves But then there’s 
one or two faces ’ere that’ud stop a clock, never mmd a party But 
wait till a few of ’em I know ’ears about it * You’ll ’ear ’em laughing 
at back o’ t’mill ngjht up ’ere. 

Parker htow we can’t let Ikt go i’ that state o’ mmd 
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Clara You ought to charge ’er with stealm’ 

Mrs Northrop {horrified) Steahn’* Why — for two pins — ^I’U 
knock yer lying ’ead off, missis Never touched a thing i’ my hfe that 
wasn’t me own* 

Rliby looks in, and Mrs Northrop sees her 
What IS It, love’ 

Ruby {loudly, chiefiy to Helltwell) That photographer’s asleep 
an’ snoring be telephone 

Helliwell {irritably) Well, waken hun up an’ tell him to go 
home 

Ruby luthdraus Mrs Northrop tdces charge again 
Mrs Northrop {significantly) An’ I could keep me mouth shut 

if it were worth me while 

Clara {almost hissing) That’s blackmail* 

SoppiTT {hastily) Shut up, Clara* 

Mrs Northrop {looking at hmi) HeUo, you’ve come to hfe, ’ave 
yer’ 

Helliwell {to Mrs Northrop) How much d’you want? 

Maria {angnly) I wouldn’t give her a penny 

Clara {qmckly) Nor me, neither 

Parker {quickly) Can we trust ’er— we’ve no guarantee? 

Soppirr {qmckly) She could sign something 
Amnib {qmckly) That’ud be silly 
Maria {quickly) Not one single penny* 

Helliwell {angnly) Will you just let me get a word m — ^an’ be 

quiet a mmute? Now then 

Ruby {looking in) Mr Helhwell* 

Helliwell {impatiently) What’ 

Ruby I wakened ’im an’ told ’im to go ’ome But ’e says ’e u 
at ’ome {Withdraws as Hbluwell bangs and stamps m fury ) 
Helliwell {at top of his voice) What is this — a bloody mad-’ouse’ 
Mercer {ojf, but approachmg) Mr Helhwell* Please* 

Heluwell (groanmg) Oh*— Jehoshaphat* — ^another of ’em* 

Mercer enters 

MOercsr {sternly) Mr Helhwell, I cannot allow you to use such 
lan^ge It’s quite urmecessaiy 

IMxiwell {protesting) You wouldn’t think so if 

MmJBe.{cmtmgm) Qwte unnecessary A httle patiemje— a httle 
quiet consideration-^hat’s all that is needed 
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HELLmxLL %Tiat— With folL liLe her*’ {Pomtmg to Mrs 
Northrop ) 

Mercer {surprised and disappro\mg) Mrs Northropt What are 
you doing here'’ 

Maria (quickh) Making trouble' 

Mercer {before Mrs Northrop can speak) Making trouble’’ 
{He swops a little, mar her) And jou’ve been drinking again 

Mrs Northrop {humble, crestfalleri) Only a drop or two— just 
because I was a bit upset 

Mercer {accusmgly) And then you come and make a nuisance 
of yourself here T-t-t-t-t' What’s to be done with you*’ I am 
ashamed of you after all your promises 
Mrs l:iOKTmiOV {hunible and flattering) Oh — Mr Mercer — ^you’re 
a wonderful man — an’ you’re t’only preacher i’ Cleckleywyke worth 
hstcmng to {To the others, roundly) Aaaa' — ^he’s a fine preacher is 
Mr Mercer Like— hke a— gurt hon of a man' {To Mssicm. admir- 
mgly) Ay, y ’are that an’ all 

Mercer {briskly, masterfully) Now, Mrs Northrop, flattery won’t 
help You ve broken all your promises I’m ashamed of you 

Mrs Northrop {almost tearful now) Nay — ^Mr Mercer 

Mercer Now — go home quietly 

Maria {quickly) She’ll tell all the town about us 
Mercer We cannot allow that Mrs Northrop, you must make 
me a solemn promise 

Mrs Northrop {looking up at him, hmhly) Yes, Mr Mercer 
Mercer Now promise me, solemnly, you will tell nobody what 
you’ve heard here to-night Now promise me 
Mrs Northrop {m solemn quavering tone) I promise {Makmg 
suitable gestures ) Wet or dry may I die 
Merobr T-t-t-t-t But I suppose that will do Now off you go, 
quietly home, and be a good woman Good ni;^t, Mrs Northrop 
Mrs Northrop {humbly) Good night, Mr Mercer, and thank 
you very much {Turns at door to adidress the company) Aaaa i — 

he’s a ©irt hon of a man {Fiercely, a parting shot) Worth all 

you lot put together 
She goes 

HBLUWBtJE- {mtk rebef) WeH, we’re nd o’ one {To Mhicer) 
Now have you studied th^ letter, Mr Mercer’ 
htecm iproducB^ lO Fve considered it very carefulfy {bn^es- 
sbmly) And you know what I thmk? 
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Several of Them (eagerly) No Tell us (Etc ) 

Mercer (slowly) This letter— in my opinion — ^is perfectly genuine 
Heluwell (disgustedly) I thought you were going to tell us 
summat we didn’t know 

Mercer (ignoring this) I am sorry to say it — ^but — qmte obviously 
—you are, none of you, really mamed 
Parker (bitterly) ’Ere, don’t rub it m (Hopefully) Unless, of 
course, you re prepared to marry us yourself— qmetly — now 
Mercer (indignantly) Certainly not Qmte impossible 
Helliwell (impatiently) Well — ^what the hangment are we going 
to do, then’ 

Mercer (timing to him impressively) My dear sir (Then 

quickly) I don’t know 
Hel liwell (disgusted) Oh — Chnstmas' 

Mercer But if you want my final opimon, I think that if there 
were less bad temper and bad language in tius house, and a little 
more patience and quiet consideration, you would have a better 
chance of setthng your affairs 

Heluwell (exasperated) And I think I’m getting a bit tired o’ 
you, Mr Mercer 

Mercer (very angry, towering over Helliwell) What* After 

wasting my tune, you now have the audacity Here* 

Helliwell flinches, but it is the letter he is being given 
Good night, sir Good night, ladies 

He marches out and bangs doors Helliwell breathes heavily 
and wipes his face 

Helliwell Well, that’s another we’re nd of 

Parker (begmmng m his usual style) And now what’s wanted 

Clara (cuttmg in, mmickmg hvri) Is a few serious words We 
know But what’s really wanted now is a bit o’ bramwork, and 
where we’re going to get it from I don’t know 
Heluwell (severely to Clara) You’ll get it from me if you’ll 
keep qmet a mmute 

They concentrate hard, md now Ormonroyd, still carrymg a 
bilge glass of beer, comes m and sits down m the chair centre, 
while they stare at him in amazement and disgust 
Ormonroyd (cheerfully) Now — diet’s see — ^what were we taHong 
about? 

Parker (pngrdy) We weren’t talking about anythmg to you 
ORMcmoYD (ig^tofwg this) I wouldn’t object to a nK» hand at 
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cards (To HELtrwELL, uAo is looking exasperated) I like a g^me o’ 
solo, don’t }ou’ 

Helliwell No And I told you to get off ’ome 
Ormonroyd (reproachfully) Nay, but you want your photo o’ 
t’group, don’t you’ 

Parker "i ou’li take no photos ’ere to-night 

Oraionroyd Now it’s a funny thmg you should ha’ said that 
I’m a chap ’at notices things— I ’ave to be in my profession— an’ I’ve 
been tellmg meself there’s people ’ere in this ’ouse to-night who isn’t 
easy in their nunds No, there’s summat a bit off ’ere- just you see 
Clara Oh— for goodness’ sake 

Ormonroyd (to Helliwell) And people has to be easy in their 
minds to be photographed Nobody ever comes with the toothache, 
y’know, to ’ave their photos taken 
Soppmr (seriously) No, I don’t suppose they do It never occurred 
to me — ^that 

Ormonroyd Name, sir’ 

Soppmr Soppitt 

Ormonroyd Ormonroyd ’ere There’s thought m this face I’d 
hke to do it some time in a nice sepia finish Remmd me, Mr Soppitt 
Lottie enters 

Ah, there y’are, Lottie Jom the company 
Maria (to Lottie) I thought you’d gone long smce 
Heixiwhul You know very well you promised to go, half an 
hour smce 

Clara (rises) We ou^t to put pohoe on you 
Ormonroyd Now what’s the idea of pickmg on Lottie? Why 
don’t you live and let hve? We’re all in the same boat We all come 
’ere and we don’t know why We all go in our turn and we don’t 
know where If you are a bit better off, be thankful An’ if you don’t 
get into trouble an’ make a fool of yourself, well be thankful for 
that, ’cos you easify might What I say is this— we’re all human, 
aren’t we? 

Am^ Yes, and thank you, Mr Ormonroyd 
Parker What yw thankmg him for? Who’s he to start telling us 
what we ou^ to do? 

ChAXA Impudence, I call it (^Telephone rmgs) 

OsMCRtiROiYD Oh, me? I’m nothmg much But m case you want 
to be nasty, Councdlor Albert Paiker, just remember though I may 
be»Q«hmgl ’appentowoik for anewspap^* ]^und me stands the 
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Press, don’t forget that, an’ the Press is a mighty power m the land 

to-day 

Ruby enters 

Ruby Telephone went and when I says “Who is it’” chap said 
“Yorkshire Argus — ^is Ormonroyd, our photographer there’” an’ 
when I says “Yes, he’s still ’ere,” he says “Well, tell him he’s 
sacked ” You’re sacked I’m sorry 

Ruby exits 

Ormonroyd {suddenly crushed) So am I, lass I left a bag in ’ere 
somewhere 

Lottib You must have left it down at Lion, lad 
Parker I thought ’e couldn’t cany com 
Annie Shut up, Albert 

Lottie Nay, Harry, you silly old devil, it’s not so bad 
Ormonroyd It’s not so good Hard to know where to turn 
Lottie Come on, lad, never say die We’ve seen a bit of hfe an’ 
we’ll see some more before they throw us on the muck heap {To 
others) For two pins. I’d take him away now, and leave you to settle 
your own troubles — if you can 
Helliwell Why— what’s he got to do with our troubles’ 
Lotte Plenty Now, Harry, tell ’em where you ■vrare mamed 
Ormonroyd Nay, Lottie, they don’t want to hear about my bad 
luck 

Parker We’ve enough of our own, without his 
Anne No, Albert Come on, Mr Ormonroyd 
Lotte Tell ’em where you were married 
Ormonroyd Lane End Chapel— five an’ twenty years smce 
Hbujweu, ’Ere, he must be in t’same boat with us then 
Ormonroyd Just another o’ my bits of bad luck 
Clara We can understand that all nght 
Lotte Yes, but Harry ’ere had separated from his wife and they 
wanted to be free 

Helliwell Well, what were they worrying for? They wctb free 
Parson hadn’t proper qualifications 
Lotte Hold on a mmute go on, Harry 
Ormonroyd I know he hadn’t Wife found that out But what 
she’d forgotten, till I got a copy o’ t’certifcate, is that in them days 
— ^twenty-five years since — chapel wedding— registrar had to be there 
an’ all— to sign certificate 
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Packer Joe, he’s nght 

OsMOSROYD I kno% damn well I’m nght I’ve been carrying 
certificate for months trying to find a loophole m it — see for yourself 

CtARA Are we mamed after all’ 

Helliwell Ttes, of course we are If parson didn’t tie us up, 
registrar did — all legal — ^as nght as mnepence 

Olar< Aaaaa, thank God ' 

Marw Mr Ormonroyd, this is best night’s work you ever did 
Thark jou 

Lottie Now then, Hany, buck up, lad Why don’t you take that 
little photo shop m Blackpool again’ 

Ormonroyd Nay, it ’ud cost me about a hundred pound to start 
It again— and I haven’t a hundred shilhngs — an’ I know you haven’t 
Lottie No, but there’s folk here who’d never miss it 
Parker ’Ere, steady 
Annie Albert, stmgy again’ 

Parker Nay, never — ^if that’s how you feel 

Heluwell We’ll soon fix you up, Ormonroyd lad, leave it to 

me B> gow, you’ve taken a load off my mmd Aaaaa Now 

then, everybody, let’s brighten up (At door) Who’ll give us a song’ 
Ruby Ruby brmg some more drinks, lass Owt you’ve got 
Annie Let’s sing a bit 

Ormonroyd Lottie’s the one Come on, Lottie, play us a tune 

Clara Now then, Herbert Soppitt, you see, I am your wife 
after all 

SoPEmr Yes, Clara, and I hope we’ll be very happy But we won’t 
be if you don’t drop that tone of voice I don’t bka it 
Clara Yes, Herbert 
SoppiTT begms to smg 

Parker ’Ere, Joe, you wouldn’t say I was dull and dreaiy, would 
you’ 

Helliwell Ay, a bit, Albert 

Parker Wiefl, that beats me I’ve always seemed to myself an 
exciting sort of chap (To Annie) Anyhow, stingy or whatever I 
am. I’m still your husband 

Annie So it looks as if I’ll have to make the best of you 

Maria We’B all have to make the best of each other But rhpn 
It’s what we’re here for 
Hhuliwbm. That’s nght, love 
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Parker Well, \^e’d better see if ■ne can have some of this fun of 
yours you talk about 
Annie A.aaa, it doesn’t matter, Albert 

P\RKER It does I say we 11 ha\e some fai (Takes her hand and 
begins singing Tney are all smgmg non ) 

Ormonroto (loudly) All in your places Wc 11 have this group 
yet, and to hell with the Yorkshire Argus’ Now, steady — ^steady — 
everybody 

Enter Rlby The flashlight goes off and Ruby drops her tra\ 
But they are all singing as curtain falls 

End of Play 
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GOOD NIGHT CHILDREN 

A Corned} of Broadcasting 



CHARACTERS 
(in the order of their appearance) 


Job Cossart, engineer 
Edna Darlington, a secretary 
Dorothy Ldmdplb, a secretary 
Brenda Gee, a secretary 
Bob Dinty, an actor 
Hetty Lodore, an actress 
Fairfax Haycraft, announcer 
Tristan Sprott, a producer 
Moya Gronova, a pianist 
Commander Copley, regional director 
Paula Leeds, a producer 
Marten Bradburn, a producer 
Percy King, effects boy 
Daisy Punnet, Matthew’s grand-daughter 
Matthew Punnet, an ancient musician 
Sir Reginald Runton, D A D G 


ACT I 
Morning 

ACT n 

Middle of the Afternoon 

ACT m 
Evening 



Good Night Children — Copyright , 

First produced at the Netv Theati 
%tth the following cast 

Edna Darlington 
Brenda Gee 
Joe Cossart 
Dorothy Liniple 
Bob DiNTi 
Hetty Lodore 
Fairfax Haycraft 
Tristin Sprott 
Moya Gronova 
Command Copley 
Paui^ Leeds 
Martin Bradburn 
Percy King 
Daisy Punnet 
Matthew Punnet 
Sir Reginald Runton 


1949, by John Boynton Priestley 
e, London, on Febiuary 5th, 1942 , 

Josephine Dent 
Patricia Hayes 
Charles Lamb 
Nan Hopkins 
Fred Groves 
Eileen Beldon 
Patrick Ludlow 
Naunton Wayne 
Ina de la Hay 
Charles Mortimer 
Gillian Lind 
Manning Whiley 
George Cole 
Jean Short 
Meadows White 
Lawrence Hanray 



ACT I 


The Scene is the English Broadcasting Company's regional smdio in the 
remote county of Barset It is a large square room, handsomely 
fitted out in the modem style There is a door downstage right 
(actors^), which leads to the mam entrance to the studio There is 
another door on the same side at the back that coimnmicates with 
the rest of the building, the offices, etc Also on this side is a desk, 
used by Fairfax Haycraft, the announcer Nearer the centre is 
a similar desk, used by Paula Leeds Also in the centre are a small 
settee and one or two chairs Further left is a grand piano Then 
do\mstage left are microphones and a space for broadcasting 
Behind is a glass-enclosed producers^ control room, with a small 
flight of stairs leading up to it There are no windows in the studio 
Before the rise of curtain the interval signal of the EBC is heard 
from the piano — on the second EBC the curtain rises — on the 
fourth EBC the ""six pips'"* are heard, then the telephone signal 
flickers 

At Rise the studio is m half darkness, mterval signal going Job, 
a middle-aged solemn engineer, enters and goes to the telephone m 
control cabin 

Joe {at telephone) No, this isn’t the South-Western Dairy Fanners 

—It’s the Enghsh Broadcasting Company 

Edna, a rather colourless secretary, enters, puts files, etc on 
centre desk, switches on lights and returns to desk upstage end She is 
followed in by Dorothy, who is a tall, handsome, rather stupid girl 
—yes, the Enghsh Brmdcastmg Company No, I can’t get your 
sister an audition 

Puts down telephone 

Dorothy {left of desk) This is a note from Commander Copley 
to Miss Leeds, explaining that the workmen will be in her office 
today and to-morrow 

Edna Miss Leeds will be very annoyed at being out here 

Dorothy Why*^ It won’t kill her 

Edna We have two progiammes going out from here to-day— 
the Children’s Hour this afternoon and then Mr Sprott’s Barset 
programme to-nigiht Mr Sprott wall probably want to rehearse both 
tins mommg and this afternoon So how can Miss L^ds do any 

woric m here^ Why couldn’t Commander Copley have put her 
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Dorothy starts to go up right 
— ^in one of the other two offices’ 

Dorothy Because the workmen are going to be in there, too 
There's something WTong tnth the walls 
Edna There’s always somethmg wrong with somethmg here 
Dorothy {right of desk) I don’t know why you people are always 
grumbling I like it here, and after all I’ve just had two years in 
London— at Radio House 
Edna Oh— I know why you like it here 
Dorothy {haughtily) What do you mean’ 

Enter Brenda hurriedly She is a li\ely young girl 
Brenda Have you got a stop-watch’ 

Edna {hastily) Yes, and you’re not gomg to have it What have 
you done with yours’ 

Brenda {drifting slowly across stage to sofa) It’s just gone again 
I think somebody eats ’em Oh dear— I wish they’d hurry up and 
give me that audition — ^I’m so tired of bemg a secretary It isn’t the 
life for me at all 

Re-enter Joe from control room 
Joe {commg down) Rehearsal here this monung, isn’t there’ 
Brenda Yes, Mr Sprott’s programme for to-mght — “Down Here 
m Barset’’ 

Job (who is testing piano, mikes, etc) “Down Here in Barset’’* 

I read what it said in the Broadcasting Times “Another fascmatmg 
medley of folk-lore and song from a fragrant comer of old Engla nd i” 
Escapism, that’s what I call it (At large arm mike) Fragrant Comer* 
(Thmr to &>na) Did you read what the County Medical Officer 
said? No, of course you didn’t But that’s what they ought to be 
tellmg the workers — what the Medical Officer said — and never mmd 
tlmir fascinating medleys 

Dorothy I don’t think that’s bemg very loyal to the BBC 
Job Now listen. Miss Lunple ’Cos you’re working for Com- 
mander Copley and he seems to have taken a fancy to you, that’s no 
reason why you should start talkmg like him 
DtmoTHY (km^htdy) I don’t agree 
Goes out 

Brenda I do hate that girL I wish she’d stayed in London 

Job (how sittu^ om stool down left) How are the impersonations - 
coming along, Brenda? 

Brenda ( ei ^& dy ) Fm wmkmg on Katherine Heplnim now I 
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went to see her film again, last night I think I’ve got her Listen’ 
(Announces herself grandly ) My neict impression is that of the famous 
stage and film star — Kathenne Hepburn — (does something to her hair, 
then acts madly at Joe, who does not turn a hair ) “Aw shucks, Larry, 
don’t take it that way — ^I didn’t mean it that way, Larry — all I meant 
was just the two of us to go nght away somewhere — ^back to your 
ranch if that’s what you want — ^I want hght, I want freedom, Larry, 
I want the great spaces, my dear — ^yes, the silent music of the great 
spaces — don’t you see, Larry‘S” Um’ 

Edna I don’t think it’s quite right yet, Brenda 

Joe (rising) Oh — I think it’s good 

Brenda Thank you, Joe 

Job Who IS It you’re doing‘s 

Brenda (surprised) Katherine Hepburn 

Job (seriously) Never heard of her 

Enter Bob Dinty He is a middle-aged actor and an odd mixture 
of jauntmess and gloom 
Bob Morning, girls Mormng, Joe 
They reply cheerfully 

I met a fella in the Lwn last mght who distmctly remembered me m 
White Cargo at Nottingham ten years ago Knew me at once, he said 
And stood a round on it Got my scnpts, Brenda’ 

Brenda (crossing to desk) Yes, here it is I’m workmg up the 
Kathenne Hepburn now, Mr Dmty , 

Bob That’s nght, just keep working them up, Brenda I beheve 
you have somethmg — (with a wmk at the others) — ^if you can only 
bnng It out 

Brenda (eagerly) You wouldn’t like to hear 

Bob (lookmg at script, crossing to coucK) Not to-day, dear It ’ud 
take my mind off my work Hetty been m yet’ 

Brenda sits at Haycraft’s desk 
Edna I haven’t seen her 

Bob Still shoi^mg, I espect (Begins to read script) 

Job (approachmg confidentially) Bob! 

Bib Yes, old boy? 

Jc® (coifidentially) Did you say anjdhing to Haycraft about me 
domg that bit m the Children’s Hour’ 

Bob Yes, I did, old boy But he didn’t seem to catch on, you 
know what these chaps are 

Job (with greia ^gyaty) Th^’re a&aid of the big reahties 
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Goes up mto control room 

Bob {deep m his script) The way they cut the fat out of these parts 
— It’s temble Too nmh stop-watch, that’s the trouble 

Brenda {uses and crosses right of desk) You haven’t seen a stop- 
watch, ha-ve jou’’ 

Bob (gloomily) Not jet But it’ll be there all right when we start 
rehearsirg 

Enter Hetty, a middle-aged actress Her line is all sympathy, 
sneetness and light 

Hetty {sweet 1}) Good morning, everybody I hope I’m not late 

Edna No, Hetty, Mr Sprott’s not here yet 

Hetty Thank you, Edna Now, Brenda, can I have a look at 
my scripts'' Quite a busy day to-day, isn’t it'' {As she gets scripts) 
Thank you, Brenda The woman at the greengrocer’s was so in- 
terested when she knew I was working for the E B C She was almost 
certain she recognised my voice Wasn’t that nice'' {Crossing to 
couch ) 

Brenda Yes, Miss Lodore 
Mo\mg above piano 

Hetty She insisted on me giving her my autograph for her mece 
at Weston-super-Mare {Confidentially to Bob) I got a lovely duck, 
but she’ll only cook it for lunch 

Bob I don’t want it for lunch, not with two shows ahead of us 
The time for roast duck is when we’ve done our work 

Hetty Yes, dear, but you see — ^she’s going out this afternoon to 
see her sister— you know, the one who’s 

Bob Don’t tell me Life’s bad enough without knowing what’s 
gone wrong with the landlady’s sister The pomt is, she won’t cook 
it for to-mght, and I won’t eat it at lunch time So where are 
we? 

Enter Fairfax Haycraft, tall, humourless, and still the golden- 
voiced cmnouncer 

HAYcatAFT Good monung Anyone asking for me’ 

Brenda No, Mir Haycraft, But there are two letters on your desk 

Haycsaft Thank you, Brenda {Opemng letter) 

jfeiB I appeal to you, Fairfax Would you eat roast duck just 
before domg two shows? 

Haycraft {horrified) Good heavens— no. Bob' Certainly not' 
I’ve always made it a rule nevmr to eat anything hours before 
announcing 
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Hetty {sweetly) Yes, but >ou’re different Everjbody knows 
voice You couldn’t afford to take any risks, could you’ 

Bob I suppose it doesn’t matter if I gurk out of a million loud- 
speakers 

Haycraft {referring to letters) Really, I must say some of these 
hsteners are very tiresome — the arrogant way in which they talk 
about switching you on and off 

Bob They’ve been spoilt, that’s wh> Pay half a guinea— and then 
expect SLXteen hours’ a day continuous entertainment for a j ear— it’s 
been made too cheap, that’s the trouble 
Haycraft You’re probably nght. Bob {Rising ) Oh— Hetty— 
while I remember 

Hetty {crossing to him, all attentior^ Yes, Fairfax’ 

Haycraft When I say — at the beginning of our Children’s Hour 
programme — “But where’s Aunt Hetty this afternoon’’’ don t reply 
at once 

Hetty All right When do I reply’ 

Haycraft I’ll call “Aunt Hetty, Aunt Hetty'” Then I’ll go on 
“I say, children, this is senous No Aunt Hetty ” 

Hetty Oh, I like that, Fairfax Gives me quite a build-up 
Bob What’s the point of giving you a build-up’ 

Haycraft Now, Bob' Then you come running in — ^you can do 
it across the mike — breathless effect — “Here I am — so sorry, Uncle 
Fairfax Hello, children'” 

Hetty (giving her best at once) Oh — lovely' {Does the breathless 
effect) “Here I am — so sorry, Uncle Fairfax* Hello, children'” 
Brenda (ik surprising child voice) Hello, Amt Hetty ’ 

Rises and sits on '‘Effects box" 

Bob {disgusted) Good God' 

Hetty (sweetly) Very clever, Brenda 

Haycraft And then we’ll go straight on, Hetty I thought of 
It at breakfast this morning It just gives a httle touch of suspense, 
doesn’t it’ 

Hetty Oh — ^yes — ^beautiful touch I’ll mark it m my script 
(Does so ) 

Enter hirnedly Tristan Sprott, a fanmtic yomgish mm, 
carrying telephone with very long lead and pbitg He is followed by 
Moya Gronova, very dark, intense, foreign, with her music MS 
He stops abruptly 

Trestan (with great energy and decision) Good monung, play- 
mates! Edna, get me Lovedde 4289 
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Gives telephone to Edna 

They reply “Good mormng, Mr Sprott” or “Tristan ” He 
sits at desk centre 

Moya But — ^Mr Sprott, please, please’ I know this music is 

wrong There is some mistake in the copying — or somethmg 

Tristan Tell that to Tony Winter 

Moya {m despair) But he’s not here — ^he’s gone to London 
Tristan London' That remmds me Has that effects boy from 
London araved yet’ 

Edna No, not yet 

Brenda Could I do some effects’ (Slight move down) 

Tristan The only effect I want from you, Brenda, is that of a 
dead silence 

Moya But I know this music is wrong— and Tony Winter is away 
— ^and to-night we go on the air with it — so’ 

Tristan We’ll see what it sounds hke at rehearsal Go and chew 
It over at the piano — ^but qmetly, qmetly, we’re very busy Has an 
old man with a serpent arrived’ 

Hetty What' 

Tristan It isn’t that kmd of serpent 
Hetty What kmd of a serpent is it then? 

Tristan It’s a musical instrument You blow them My “Down 
Here m Barset” programme to-mght will be umque, and the talk of 
aU the tap-rooms It may imtiate a great national movement back 
to the land Here — (noticing Paula’s desk) is this mme’ (Opens 
drawer mid picks oat pair of stockings ) Oh— no, it’s Paula’s Oh dear, 
oh dear' Does this mean she’s going to sit here all day watchmg us 
rehearse? That’ll be too dehcious 
Edna (at telephone) Lovedale 4289 

Trbtan Thank you very much (As he goes to telephone) I 
knew when I woke this mormng and remembered who I was and 
where I was that this was gomg to be a most peculiar day (He has 
said the last words into the telephone) No, pecuhar day’s not the 
name Tristan Sprott’s the name — yes, E B C Now what about that 
old man who plays the serpent— yes, Matthew Punnet — old Matt? 

. . No, not yet — and I’ll have to rehearse him for hours Oh, his 

grand-daughter’s bnngmg him, is she? Daisy Purmet Oh yes, of 
couise, she’s m my cast too You’re sure they’ve left’ 

Sner Dorothy. 

Dorothy (proudlf) Commander Copley wants to sj^ak to you alL 
IfesTAsi. What did you say’ 
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Dorothy Commander Copley’s commg m to talk to you all 
Tristan Don’t be siUy {Back at telephone) No, not you — one 
ofthegurls here Nowwhat about the other three rustics? Can’t 
leave before five‘s Commg m by car, are they? Well, tell them to 
come straight here and ask for me I’ll have to rehearse them hke 
fray We’re on the air at eight-fifteen AH nght, I’m dependmg on 
you to get ’em ofiF clean and sober— and of course I’m desperately 
obhged Good-bye 

Rises, crosses up left, drops receiver on to Bob’s lap 
Enter Jc« up nght to control cabm 
Moya (at piano) Now, Mr Sprott, hstQn— please — and you will 
see what I mean 

She plays a rather discordant phrase or two 
Tristan downstage end of piano 
Tristan No, that can’t be right I rather hke that 

Picks up glass with rose in it and takes it to sofa and sits 
Moya But can it possibly be music for this so sweet rural pro- 
gramme "Down Here in Barset’’^ 

TRISTAN No, Moya Someone has blundered Just put back the 
sugar mto it, will you 

Bob replaces receiver and sits box 
Job (suddenly turning, loudly) Pure escapism, that’s what I call it 
Tristan Now, Joe, not so rugged, please Besides you’ve not 
seen Matthew Punnet yet and heard his serpent 

Commander Copley enters He is a solemn but professionally 
"hearty” type 

All Good monung. Commander 

TRistan Now let’s have it straight from the shoulder 

CoPlEY You’re all here, aren’t you? 

Dorothy Miss Leeds isn’t here yet 

Copley Oh— isn’t she*^ Well— that doesn’t matter, really 

Tristan And no effects boy yet either 
Bulks pesKd off centre desk 

Copley They’ve defimtely sent one down He’ll be here any 
minute now (Looks round importantly ) Look here, I’ve had a memo 
fitan Radio House— it’s a circular thmg, askmg all us regional 

directOTS to give you all a bit of a jaw 

TRistan (solemnly) Not really a straight-from-the-shoulda: 
Copley That’s about it, Tnstan Now I don’t mmd. teOmg you 
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all that rm gomg to say to them at Radio House that, so fax as this 
Barset regional station’s concerned, no such talk from me or anybody 
else IS necessary I know you’re trying to pull together We’ve got 
our jobs to do, and a pretty important job it is too when you thmlr 
of the number of decent people who are regular hsteners these 
days 

Haycrapt (seriously) Hear, hear^ 

Tristan Hear, hear' 

Copley There’s been a tendency lately at Radio House to regard 
this particular regional studio of ours — ^perhaps because it’s one of 
the smallest and furthest from London — to regard it, I say, as a 
kind of (hesitates ) 

Tristan Cham gang for the hard cases 
Copley Well, not quite that — ^Tristan exaggerates, as usual— but 
perhaps rather on those hnes And what seems to some of us here 

m Barset a pretty bad show 

Haycraft Defimtely It’s all wrong 
Tristan Oh— rotten bad show, chaps' 

CoPiEY But as for making any appeals for your loyal co-opera- 
tion and— er— askmg you to play the game, I’m not gomg to do it 
— ^for the simple reason that I know jolly well that here in Barset it 
simply isn’t necessary We all know how to work together — and to 

play together As I’ve said before — (leanmg on desk) 

But the entrance o/Paula Leeds suddenly dries him up She is 
an attractive, carelessly dressed girl, with a sardonic manner 
Paula (going up right) Good mormng (She notices her desk — 
and stops ) Sorry to mterrapt the pnze-givmg— but isn’t this my desk’ 
Copley The workmen are m your office for a day or two 
Paula (sittmg dowti) So I’m practically out in the street 
Tristan And shortly you’ll be in the middle of my rehearsal 
Paula (sitting centre desk) I thought of that too 
Copley (to Paula cmd Tristan) By the way, I forgot to say that 
another producer is amvmg from London this mormng 
Paula (staggered) What — another producer’ 

Tristan Peiha|» he’s going to reheve you or me, Paula Who 

IS It’ 

CeMwsr I don’t know— and— between ourselves— I think the 
whole thmg rsffier ptt^osterons Fve had a chit saymg this feBa 
— ^whoever he is — arrives to-day He’s written — Demanding a Quiet 
Office 

Tristan He’s got a; hope' 
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Paula H^’ll be lucky if he gets a chair 

Copley Also, he wants a full-time secretary, preferably Dorothy 
Limple 

Dorothy {interested) You didn’t tell me that 

Copley Oh, he isn’t going to claim >ou — don’t worry And then 
he asks for specially recorded rehearsals with playbacks 

Paula Local auditions. I’ll bet 
Bob And a full symphony orchestra 

Qjpley All that sort of thing Really, it’s pretty steep We’re 
quite capable of producing anything that’s required of us here, with- 
out all this nonsense 

Tristan {with mock solemnity) Of course we are 
Copley I shall send him a stiff note — & rouser 
Tristan Who, Rudolph*? 

Copley Yes, Rudolph Well — that’s all — everybody, and thank 
you 

Tristan He’s gomg to send Rudolph a rude one, a rouser 
Copley goes out, followed by Dorothy 
Paula {with irony) Rudolph — Rudolph? Now where have I 
heard that name before’ 

Tristan {in the same vent) Rudolph Persimmon, dear He’s the 
director of our Drama Department — ^your director— my director — 
have you forgotten — ^is it all so long ago, dear’ 

Paula {m faint, far-away tone) I’ve been so long here m Barset 
And he never comes here, does he’ 

Tristan Great heaven’s, girl, no* He once borrowed a fur coat 
and an mterpreter and spent half a day in Manchester {Sits sofa ) 
By the way. I’ve discovered the most fabulous ancient — straight out 
of Hardy— who plays the serpent I’m practically building to-night’s 
programme round that serpent 
Paula And rehearsmg him first here’ 

Tristan Of course 

Paula Tnstan, no good’ll come of this 
Tristan Why not? 

Paula You’re too enthusiastic Every time you’re enthusiastic 
somethmg happens. 

Tristan But if I’m not enthusiastic, then nothmg happens And 
we’re not qmte Qvd Savants, even yet 

Haycraft TiKtan, the:re are several questions I’d like to ask 
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Moya {suddenly starting up from piano) Mr Sprott — ^what shall I 
do about this music — 

Tristan {with decision) Now listen — ^Bob — ^Hetty — ^all of you — 
get your scnpts I’ll want you too, Brenda Just as yourself, y’know 
— ^no impersonations 
Bob But where are we going, old boy? 

Tristan Along to the httle talks studio 
Brenda The workmen are in there too, Mr Sprott 
Tristan Then they must clear out for half an hour 
Moya But there’s no piano in there 

Tristan You can mark your cues, and we’ll have a proper run 
throu^ m here later this mormng Come on, chaps — ^play the gamp 
for old Barset 

As he shepherds them through the door Paula calls him back 
Paula Tnstan, just a minute 
Tristan Yes, blossom’ 

Paula There isn’t room here for another producer So they must 
be rehevmg one of us Um’ 

Tristan If one of us can go back to London — then it has to be 
you I’ve always known that 
Paula I was gomg to say it could be you 
Tristan You’d let me go’ But why, duckie? You know you 
loathe It here 

Paula Yes, but you still beheve m broadcastmg I don’t think 

I do So I mi^t as well be here as anywhere else Besides 

Doroihy mters with memos 
Tristan Sh' Admiralty InteUigence approachmg 

Dorothy gives one memo to Trktan, then puts another on 
Paula’s desk Tristan begms readmg his, while Paula ignores 
hers and looks across at Joe 
Paxha Good morning, Joe I didn’t notice you 
Job Mormng, Miss Leeds Sorry I couldn’t manage a desk phone 
for you, but it ’ud be more bother than it would be worth 
Paula It doesn’t matter, thanks, Joe I’m hardly ever rung up 
I don’t think anybody essept my mother and the administration 
department knows I’m here 

IterAN (jncks tpp memo from desK) Joe, very mterestmg mtemal 
memo here Just pay attention {Reads) “In future, actmg ^sistant 
directors bracket impaid bracket will be differentiated from actmg 
assistdat directors by bemg designed as quotahon mark A stroke A 
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quotation mark, the A stroke A without quotation marks being 
reserved for acting assistant directors ” See’ 

Joe (cautiously) No, I don’t quite follow that, Mr Sprott 
Tristan (going) Never imnd, it gives one a hft, so to speak — helps 
one throu^ the mormng, doesn’t it’ 

Exit Tristan 

Job crosses to Paula at desk 

Joe (with great solemnity) If you want my opinion. Miss Leeds — 
It’s this Just as there’s too much escapism about a lot of our pro- 
grammes, there’s a bit too much red tape in the admuustration 
Paxjla I think you’ve got something there, Joe I’d work on it 
Nods, smiles, to dismiss him 
He goes out Edna now picks up the bulky MS 
Edna What about this ’You said you’d send it back this mormng 
Paula (lookmg at it with distaste) Oh — dear — ^yes The Fall of 
Jerusalem, a radio play by the Reverend A S Humphrey Harborough 
I know his niece This is what you get for knowing clergymen’s 
meces (Movmg to sofa ) All right 
Edna rises 

(Dictating ) "Dear Mr Harborough ’’ or is it Dr Harborough’ 

— “Thank you for lettmg me see your Fall of Jerusalem I am afraid 
I must return it as unfortunately it would take about two hours and 
a half to perform, needs about fifty actors, a full chorus and orchestra, 
and would cost several thousand pounds to produce, and therefore 
it IS rather too ambitious for our present scale of production You 
could, of course, send it to our director of drama at Radio House, 
Mr Rudolph Persimmon, but I’m afraid he has not recovered yet 
from the Fall of Old Vierma as you may have noticed from his pro- 
grammes ’’ 

Edna giggles 

"No, you’d better leave that out Stop after Persimmon “I hope 
Eileen is weU It’s a long time smce I heard from her Yours sin- 
cerely ’’ And make a mce parcel of it, Edna 
Edna I’ll be awfully glad to see the last of it 
Paula And ask about the copyright on those four items 

As she hands over the paper, Dorothy enters and without speak- 
mg or srrulmg, rather haughtily, deposits a memo on the desk Exit 
Well, what’s the latest from the quarter-deck? (Reads ) “It has been 
recently brought to my notice that certam members of the senior 
staff have lately neglected to leave telephone numbers which would 
find them when off duty and away from theif normal base I should 
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also like to remind them that office hours must be more stnctly 
observed ” My God, what cheek' I thought it was some httle wreath 
of poison ivy by the way that girl handed it out I’m sorry — but I 
don’t like our Commander’s new secretarj' I hope she’s not a bosom 
fnend of yours by this time, Edna‘S 

Edna No, I think she’s too jolly conceited I wouldn’t mind 
if it were just because she’s so attractive to look at — and she is, you 
know 

Paula Oh yes, a terrific charmer 

Edna Well, I wouldn’t mind that, but she’s so pleased with her- 
self because she’s had two years in Radio House 
Paula I’ve had ten years of it in London, and I — ^but — perhaps 
I’m as bad Oh dear' 

Edna Oh— no — ^it’s different for you 

Paula (crossing to desk) Thank you, Edna Always a comfortmg 
phrase that — different for us I don’t beheve it, but I like it (Sits desk ) 
Edna (rises) I’ll get these things done upstairs — shall I*^ 

Paula Do 

Edna goes out Paula works quietly for a few moments 
The next time she looks up it is because Martin BRADBtniN has 
entered He is an attractive^ serious, enthusiastic, untidy fellow in 
his early thirties He marches in, then stops short as he notices 
Palila 

Martin (obviously dismayed) Good lord' 

Paula (with hint of rebuke) Good morning' 

Martin (with suggestion of apology) Oh — good mormng' 

'Pmjlk (laughing) Oh — good lord' (Swings round) 

Martin I didn’t know you were here 
Paula They ought to have warned you 
Martin Why ought they to have warned me? 

Paula I don’t know, but you seemed pretty taken aback As if 
there’d once been something rather desperate between us If there 
was. It simply escaped my mrauoiy, that’s all Perhaps it’s hvmg m 
the country 

Martin (rather confusedly) No, of course not Stupid of me to 
give you that impression The fact is, I never went to bed last mght 
— ^what with one thing and another 
PAtiLA I see Well, we did have rather a row about that senes 
we did togethar— when was it — ^two years ago? I gathered then you 
weren’t eitactly mad on me 
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Martin Well, you gave me to understand very plainly tliat / 
wasn’t exactly your favounte colleague either You ended by callmg 
me a conceited ape 

Paula But that was after you’d called me a viperous virgin 
Martin Did I*^ We did have a stinking row, didn’t we*^ (Sits 
and looks pleasantly at her ) But— you know— there was sometlung 
about you that brought out the worst in me 

Paula I know what you mean It’s practically hate at first sight 
You seem rather more human down here, but I expect that’ll soon 
wear oflF You’re not, by any chance, the producer we’re expecting — 
a quiet oflice, full-time secretary, recorded rehearsals, symphony 
orchestras ? 

Martin All right, all right, I catch the note of sarcasm But 
naturally I asked for a few reasonable conditions when I said I wanted 
to come down here 

Paula Wait a minute' You asked to come down here? 

Martin Yes, of course They didn’t want to let me go — Rudolph 

was pibng the programmes on me in town — ^but I insisted 

Paula You’re not weanng a hair shirt as well, are you*^ 
Martin You’ve got it all wrong (Rises, obviously embarrassed) 
Actually this is all the wildest piece of self-mdulgence 
Paula Are you sure you’ve come to the nght region^ This is 
Barset, you know — ^B for bonng, A for awful, R for rural, S for 
stupid 

Martin (breaking iri) I wish you wouldn’t be facetious aU the 
time I remember how it annoyed me before Must be a complex 
or somethmg 

Paula (quietly) It happens to be shyness 
Martin (surprised) Good lord' 

Paula We’re not going to begin that agam, are we*^ 

Martin Sorry' I was genuinely surprised 
Paula (rises and crosses to front of desk) I hate to say it, but — 
you’ve been domg some lovely work, you know I thought that finer 
programme was beautifully produced 
Martin Oh— you heard that one, did you? But, you see, produc- 
mg— m the theatre — ^is really my job 
Paula I know But what made you insist upon doing a pro- 
gramme down here’ 

Martin Because I’m mad — ^I — (checks himself) 

Paula Well’ 
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Martin Dorothy Lunple is here, isn’t she’ 

Pauia Yes Oh' — see 

Martin Yes, I’m as mad as that (Rises and crosses to door and 
back to Paula ) What’s she domg here? 

Paula She’s secretary to our director. Commander Copley 
Martin Don’t know him What’s he hke’ 

Paula Oh— just a strong silent man from the blue water No 
mterest m drama, music, entertamment, talks — and probably hates 
broadcastmg 

Martin (grinning) FU bet he hates you 

Paula He does And wonders why I was wished on him 

Martin Why were you’ 

Paula I was too impertment At the programme meetmgs, when 
we discussed everythmg, but always got back to the last waltz in 
Old Wien, our romantic Rudolph never qmte liked the look m my 
eye So they said “Barset for you, my girl ” And wait until you’ve 
had a few weeks down here Love may find a way — and all that — 
but 

Martin I’m not sure I’d caU it love exactly 

Paula Well, you’ll have plenty of time to settle all that, Bradbum 
Hadn’t you better report to the quarter-deck’ (Moving to desk and 
pushing him ) 

Martin (gloomily) Suppose I had Where is the Admiral, Leeds’ 
Paula Through that door (Sits ) 

As he turns towards door Dorothy comes through, and then 
stops m surprise at seeing him 
Martin Dorothy' 

Dorothy Martm' (Stops by Haycraft’s desk) Oh— this is 
ndiculous I wondered if it was gomg to be you 

Martin (gomg to her) I want to explam 

Dorothy There’s nothing to explam 
Martin Of course there is 

Dorothy There isw’t And you’d no rigAt to come here — ^it makes 
me — Oh — ^it’s so stupid Please 

Brushes past hm He follows her 
Martin But Dorothy' 

She goes out and he follows her Paula with a shrug, turns to 
her work again Phicy enters and collides with Martin He is 
an mp&rturbeble Cockney youth, and talks American slang with a 
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London accent He taps Paula on shoulder Paula looks up and 
recognises him 

Percy Remember me, Miss Leeds’ 

Paula Of course I do, Percy How are you’ 

Percy Fme and dandy 

Pauia I’m fine but I’m not dandy 

Percy Remember the bother we ’ad with them French Revolution 
noises’ 

Paula Yes, Percy, I don’t know how I’d have made the French 
Revolution without you 
Percy What’s it like ’ere. Miss Leeds? 

Paula I don’t think you’ll enjoy it much 
Percy No Country, isn’t it’ 

Paxua Yes, there’s qmte a lot of country round here, Percy, you 
know, fields and cows and sheep and so on 

Percy I thought so Worse than Bristol 
Paula Oh, much worse than Bnstol 

Percy Too slow for me, I hke to step out and go places {Sees 
the piano ) ’Ere, would you mmd if I played a bit of dirt’ 

Paula No, go ahead, Percy, and express yourself 

He dashes over to the piano and plays some swing music in a 
fine slapdash style He is interrupted by Gronova, who rushes in 
Gronova No, no, please, please' 

Percy Please what? 

Gronova Please stop this horrible playmg 

Percy Don’t you like swing’ 

Gronova No, it is temble' 

Percy Oh, classical piamst, eh? 

Gronova Yes, a musician — and to-day is very difiScult — ^we are 
m aU kmds of trouble with the programme 
Percy Listen, sister, you can’t tell me anythmg about trouble 
with programmes 

Gronova Then you will understand — ^and excuse me 

Percy Sure, I’E excuse you ’Ere, can you play Bach? {He 

pronounces it— Batch ) 

Gronova {all smiles) Badh' Yes, for years I have played ]^ch, 
you like him, eh? 

Percy I thmk he’s a piece of cheese' 
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Tristan enters down right hastily He has his coat off now, and 
looks very wild 

Tristan (right up to Percy) Where is that effects boy? (Sees 
Percy) Ah— (and peers at Percy)— there you are' I couldn’t be 
more reheved I suddenly thought I must have imagined you, after 
you just popped in and out like that 

Percy You wouldn’t need a bit of good swing in this programme 
of yours, would you, Mr Sprott’ 

Tristan I would, but the programme wouldn’t It’s all rural, 
y’know Damty old-world Dear old rustic Barsetshire What I do 
want IS a reaper, and cider gurghng down, and the sound of darts 
and shove-ha’penny at the old Brown Cow 

Percy (complacently) I’ve done plenty of them 

Tristan I’ll show you a script Come on 
He goes out 

Percy (as he goes, to Paula) Looks like he’s out on a limb, Mr 
Sprott I like your style better. Miss Leeds You’ve a poker face 
Goes out 

Paula And bless his httle heart, I say (Looks at Gronova, who 
has sat down, and plays a few notes — distressed) What’s the matter, 
Moya’ 

Gronova Everythmg It is one of those days, my dear 

When life is altogether too much Not large and simple and beautiful 
—It IS then we are happy But small, petty, and yet — ^temble (Sits ) 
Like that awful sweeng (Rises, crosses to her ) Yes, this sweeng — 
It expresses this small but terrible life we hve Yet hfe could so easily 
be large and simple and beautiful 

Paula No Chekhov, Moya, please' I don’t hke Chekhov m the 
mommg 

Gronova (back to her and leans over desk) You pretend to be 
hard, Paula my darhng, just to protect your real self-— your lovely 
tender inner self 

Paula There might be somethmg m that, but don’t start working 
on It 

Gronova If I were a man, my dear, I would make love to you 
—just to be able to pull aside that mask I think I must take an 
aspmn Have you one, please? 

Crosses and sits settee right 

Paula Not here (Rises) Edna will have some She hves on 
them in a qmet, ladylike way 
Paula goes to telephone 
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Miss Darhngton, please' Oh Edna, have you any aspirin’ 
Well, pop one in water and bring it here for Moya Perhaps you’d 
better make it two 

As she tiams away from the telephone, Dorothy enters a pace or 
two in front of Martin, who is still arguing with her Dorothy 
makes straight for the other door 

Martin [pursuing) What’s the good of tellmg me it’s xmdignified’ 
It’s more than that-r-it’s damned fatuous But we’ve got to have it 
out— we can’t go on like this 

She has gone now, and he has followed 

Gronova has risen and moved a little up 
Gronova [all eyes and ears) Did you hear him? [Tams to Paula ) 
Paula [rather grimly) I did [Sits on sofa ) 

Gronova He must be crrr-azy about her That’s how I bke to 
see a man behave [Sits left of Paula ) 

Paula Well, I don’t I take his word for it — ^it’s not only un- 
dignified but damned fatuous And even if it wasn’t, she isn’t worth 
it She’s been makmg great eyes at Copley ever since she amved here 
Gronova He is attractive to some types To me — ^no 
Paula To me — ^no, too 

Enter Edna with glass, and memos, etc , she gives the glass to 
Gronova, then gives memos to Paula 
Gronova Thank you very much, my dear [Begins to drmk ) 

Edna sits at her desk 

Paula [looking at memos) Here’s news [Reads ) “In succession 
to Bngadier Townson, Sir Regmald Runton, formerly assistant 
secretaiy to the Board of Fishenes, has now been appointed deputy- 
assistant director-general of the Enghsh Broadcastmg Company” 
Isn’t that mce’ I don’t think we’ve had anybody from the Fishenes 
before I wonder if he’ll notice any difiEerence [Looks at Gronova, 
who IS staring at her ) What’s the matter? Do you kn^ Sir Thm- 
gumty Thmg — Sir Regmald Runton’ 

Gronova [with dramatic air) That is what I am askmg myself 
Paula And what are you going to reply to yourself’ 

Gronova [to Edna) This Runton— it is not a common name, 

IS it? 

Edna No, it isn’t 

ChiONOVA [to Paula) How strange it would be if it were him— 
my first delicious romance I think I’ve told you something of it 
before 
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Paula I only remember the one who locked you up m his castle 
in the Dolomites He couldn’t have ended up at the Board of Fisheries, 
could he’ 

Gronova No, of course not He was Austrian, of course But 
this first one of all — ^when I was a girl at the Brussels Conservatoire 
— ^he was a yoimg Enghshman— and we were madly m love and ran 

away to the Ardennes — ^it was m June — a lovely June 

Edna But was his name Runton’ 

Gronova {rises and crosses to Edna) Yes — and he had enchantmg 
blue eyes — ^and a meltmg voice 

Paula It must have been a lovely June that year But was he 
Regmald’ Did you call him your Reggie’ 

Gronova That I can’t remember You see — ^he asked me to call 
him by the name he was known by at school and college— Topsy 
Paula Good lord' 

Gronova {dreamily) He had beautiful fair curhng hair but 
he was jealous of my music There was a terrible scene — oh terrrr-ible ' 
No, no, It couldn’t possibly be the same one I’m stupid to-day 
Why am I so stupid to-day’ Why is hfe like that’ {Sits settee right ) 
Paula Fimsh your aspirm, Moya, and never min d about hfe 
{Looks at a letter ) Edna — {round to desk and sits) — ^tell London I 
never had those sea-shanty recordmgs here Tell them I never touch 
a sea-shanty — or a negro spiritual — or any of that gorgeous madden- 
mg Tzigane stuff, either 

Edna {taking Gronova’s glass) AH nght (Rises ) Will you sign 
the letter retummg the scnpt’ 

Paula does Haycraft otters moppmg his brow delicately 
Edna goes out up nght Gronova gets up 
Haycraft {going to his desk) I don’t see how Tnstan can do any- 
thing about his programme until all those local people turn up 
Gronova {tragically) I have a feehng they will not turn up 
Haycraft Why shouldn’t they’ They always do 
Gronova {moymg down to door down nght) I don’t know But 
I have a feehng they won’t {To door ) So everythmg wiU be abso- 
lutely chaos 

Goes out 

Haycraft (soleimly) It’s chaos at the moment all nght And I’m 
afraid our Children’s Hour programme isn’t very much better It’s 
absurd when we only get it once a fortm^t that wc can’t organise 
the thing better t han this You know— (down to Paula)— Paula, I 
like doing the Children’s Hour 
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Paula (turns to hm) I know you do, Fairfax 

Haycraft It’s all very weU for some of you people to scoff 

Paula (who isn't) I’m not scoffing 

Haycraft (very much himself) But it’s the only thmg I really 
enjoy domg nowadays Do you remember that httle senes I did — 
Friends in Twilight^ Just a few records and readmgs of selected 
passages suitable for a fnendly twiht hour They were an enormous 
success A wealthy widow in Torquay wrote askmg me to name my 

own terms 

Paula What to do’ 

Haycraft Oh just to go and do some more Friends in Twilight 
readmgs for her I had to refuse, of course 

Paula Why’ 

Haycraft Oh — ^well — (sits at his desk laughing) 

Enter Copley and Martin They cross to downstage left 

Copley (confidentially) Now look here, Bradbum, I don’t qmte 
understand why you’ve been sent down here, but of course I’ll do 
what I can to give you everythmg you want But you must under- 
stand, my dear chap, that Miss Limple’s now my secretary — a. very 
responsible job — and so you can’t possibly commandeer her services 
So why go on worrymg her’ 

They stop on their return walk 
Martin I’m not after her services 
Copley I xmderstood you were 

Martin I’m not worrymg her, as you caU it, about that, but 
about some personal matter You see, I saw a great deal of her m 
London 

Copley Oh — did you? She didn’t tell me that 

Marttn There are probably a lot of things she doesn’t tell you 

Copley (after pause, coldly) Well? 

Martin (irntcibly) Well what? 

Copley Is that all you’ve got to say’ 

Martin What do you want — ^the story of my life’ 

Copley I think I’m nght m saymg— you’re not engaged to Miss 
Limple — or anythmg of that kmd’ 

Marttn What’s anythmg of that kmd? But if you must know, I 
was infatuated with the girl for months — still am, apparently, or 

I shouldn’t be here — and God knows why I am here 

Moves up and sits on pumo stool 
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Enter Daisy Punnet, a girl cAout twenty, with round red cheeks, 
round storing eyes, and a startling loud voice, which she never 
modulates, and a Barsetshire accent She comes plump in, then 
stands and looks about her The others stare at her in surprise 

Daisy Is my grand-dad here’ 

Copley Oh — ^I say — ^what is this’ 

Daisy I brought ’im to the door an’ said, “Look grand-dad, you 
stay ’ere a minute while I go across to that shop for a meat pasty 
for your lunch,” an’ now I can’t find ’im anywhere 

CopuEY But — look here — this is an EBC studio, y’know, 
missie 

Daisy I know it is, mister That’s why we’re ’ere 

Haycraft (rises and comes down to her right) Oh — ^you’re in 
Mr Sprott’s programme, are you’ 

Daisy (going closer) That’s it Oh — ^I say — ^I know your voice 

Haycraft (pleased) Do you’ 

Daisy Course I do ’Eard it ever smce I can remember Aren’t 
you the announcer, Farfax Haycraft’ 

Haycraft WeU— yes— I am 

Daisy (giving bag to Copley and producing autograph book) Give 
me your autograph, please It’s not for us, but for my cousm Ethel — 
but I know she’d like yours (As he signs the book) I’ll bet my 
grand-dad’s wandermg round ’ere somewhere (Takes bag from 
Copley ) He’s gettmg a bit — y’know 

Martin moves down to arm of settee 

—soft, though he’ll be a good turn in your programme if you aU 
keep nght side of ’im But y’ave to watch him 

Haycraft (the charmer) Let’s see if we can find him, shall we’ 
He escorts her through door 

Copley (movmg down left, confidentially to Martin) You were 
saymg? 

Martin (down to nght of Copley) Oh lord ' — ^I don’t know what 
I was saymg Can’t you see the idiotic state I’m in’ And been m it 
for weeks — ever smce we had that row And the girl isn’t even 
intelhgent' 

Copley (sUffiy) I’ve found Dorothy an extremely inteUigent girl 
'But we’re not here to discuss her 

Martin We’re not here to discuss anythmg 

They pace across and up to door then down e^aai 
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Copley Yes, we are, Bradbum Now look here, my dear chap, 
I can see you’re a bit nervy and all that — ^know how you fellas get — 
with all this theatrical stuff you have to deal with I’m not gomg to 
lecture you Not my style And your personal affairs have nothing 
to do with me, of course But I’m here to run this studio — 

Copley stops near Martin ts left of him 

to see that everybody pulls their weight and is happy about it and 
all that, and I simply can’t have anybody barging m and upsettmg 

everybody 

Enter Brenda down right 

Brenda {loudly and cheerfully) Anybody seen a stop-watch‘s 

Copley {turning) Never imnd about the stop-watch for the 
moment, Brenda This is Mr Martm Bradburn Until Hilda comes 
back from her hohdays or they send us somebody else, you’d better 
act as Mr Bradburn’s secretary 

Brenda What' With Mr Sprott and Mr Haycraft on my hands 
already' 

Copley You’ll find Brenda very quick and clever, Bradburn 
She’s good at — er impersonations too, aren’t you, Brenda'S Therenow' 
Hurries out, leaving Martin and Brenda staring at each other, 
and Paula watchmg, amused 

Brenda {wistfully) You wouldn’t hke to hear one of my im- 
personations, would you, Mr Bradbum'S 

Martin Good God' He really meant it then 
Moves up to Haycraft’s desk 

Brenda (ih front of settee, firmly) Beatnce Lilhe 

Martin sits on desk and stares at her in horror Brenda begins 
a quite unconvmcmg imitation of Beatrice Lillie Paula, taking a 
stop-watch from her drawer, now takes charge 

Paula {below desk to Brenda) That’ll do, Brenda We’re just 
not receptive this morning But here’s the stop-watch I’ll never see 
it agam but it’s probably worth it Now run 

Brenda takes it and hurries out Paula sits left of sofa Looks 
at hm 

Martin {groaning, sits edge of desk) I thmk I’m gomg mad 
Beatnce Lilhe and grand-dad and that man Copley — my dear cheqif 
And I can’t get a glimmer of sense out of Dorothy and until I do 
I don’t know where I am Why did I come here^ 

Paula Don’t ask me, Bradbum 

Martin All nght, Leeds If you wanted your revenge, take a 
good look at me now 
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Paula Pm not the vindictive kind, strange as it may seem 
Maritn Is Copley like that all the time’ 

Paula Practically all the time 
Martin Good lord' 

Paula Also, he’s considered rather a charmer roimd here 
Martin Brenda’ 

Paula I don’t know about poor Brenda But there are — others 
Martin (sits on settee) No, I don’t beheve it And don’t tell me 
you aren’t vmdictive, Leeds 

Paula I’m not Before, I always thought you clever — but insuffer- 
able Now I see you’re not so clever — but almost sufferable 
Enter Dorothy Paula sees her Martin rises 
And this IS where I go up to my own office, even if I have to fight 

my way in through workmen And — ^Dorothy 

Dorothy Well’ 

Paula (as she goes out) Have a heart 
Goes 

Martin (moving across) Listen, Dorothy, if you won’t come 
out 

Dorothy How can I’ I’m the studio director’s secretary and 
I’ve lots to do and 

Martin All nght, if you can’t, you can’t But then, for God’s 
sake, let’s talk here for a mmute 
Dorothy Can’t you wait ? 

Martin No, I can’t And if you were m anythmg like the same 
state of mmd that I’m m, you couldn’t either Now listen — ^you 
remember what you said the last time we saw each other in London’ 
Dorothy (comes to front of desk and puts memo there) I said a lot 
of thmgs And so did you And some of them were pretty silly 
too 

Martin (savagely) All nght then, let’s stop being pretty silly— 
as you call it Let’s be tou^ about it, if tto’s what you want 

Though God knows what you do want 

Behmd settee to mike down left 

Job enters and goes towards mikes, etc Martin sees hm 
Oh— for the love of Pete' 

Dorothy Sh' 

Martin (m tense whisper) i Sometimes I thmk I simply don’t see 
you as a rerf person at all 
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Dorothy (ako in tense whisper) I shouldn’t be surpnsed at that 
either 

Martin It might be just a kind of image I fell m love mth I teU 
myself 

Joe (shouting at mike) How’s this, Fred’ Give me two buzzes if 
It’s okay 

Only one buzz comes 

Martin (trying again) I say, I tell myself it’s just a beautiful image, 

planted m my imagmation and not a real girl, a person 

Joe (as before) Well, give me some more juice, Fred Now hsten 
— ^Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Wednesday, Thursday — ^the boy 
stood on the bummg deck — ^is that better’ 

Two buzzes 

Okay, Fred, I’m coming up 

On his way out passes the other two below him and smiles at them 
cheerfully not noticing their tenseness at all 
Joe We have to take advantage of these quiet spells, haven’t we’ 

Goes out 

Dorothy If you want to know who’s not been real m all this I 
can tell you — ^it isn’t me, it’s you 
Martin What do you mean by that’ 

Dorothy I mean, I got sick and tired of bemg pulled this way 
and that way, never allowed to be just myself, with you always 
argumg and analysmg and theonsmg, until I didn’t Imow where 
I was 

Sits settee 

Martin I’ll bet you know where you are down here aU n^t 
J:>OB.ors^ (defiantly) Yes, I do But just as I’m begmmng to settle 

down agam, you come here and want to start all over agam 

Martin It isn’t a question of startmg all over again You left 
me m a heUishly disturbed state of mind — I’ve not been able to work 

properly or tbink straight — so I came down 

Dorothy To start all over agam, only worse than before 
Martin (tensely) I came to discover if I had any meamng for 

you — ^and if I had any meamng for you 

Loud Voice (from Speaker) What are you saymg, Joe’ 

Martin (trymg to ignore this) Look what happened I was crazy 
about you I couldn’t 

Voice (from Speaker) I thou^t you said you were conung up, Joe 
Martin (losing his tender) Oh — ^shut up* 

[ 247 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 


Doroteey has now turned away and is mdkmg naffied sounds 
with her shoulders shaking 

{Turns back to her ) Well, there’s no need to cry 
EtoROTHY {turning) I’m not crying I’m laughmg 
Martin {angrily) I used to have a sense of humour too 
Dorothy I never thought you had much 

Martin {horror-struck) What — me> And you can say that' I 
suppose this old sea-dog Copley supphes just about your brand of fun 

Dorothy {demurely) Commander Copley says some very amusmg 
thmgs 

Martin {groaning) Oh' — God help us' But it serves me nght, 
it serves me nght {Sits beside Dorothy Collects himself ^ solemnly ) 
Now hsten, Dorothy One last senous word 

And this IS the cue for the entrance of Matthew Punnet, a 
very ancient be-whiskered rustic who arrives carrying a serpent of 
great size and blackness His speech is almost unintelligible At 
first he just comes a step inside 

Punnet ’Mamin, manun’ {Chuckles horribly ) 

Martin stares at him in horror But there is no escape Now 
the Ancient comes right m 
Be he the E B C 

Martin What do you say? {Rises and crosses to Punnet ) 
Punnet Be he E B C ’ 

Martin moves up a little between desk and pumo, then comes 
back 

Dorothy Yes, this is the E B C studio {Rises) 

Punnet {crossing and sits on settee, chucklmg) If he be E B C I 
be sittmg roight ahere awaitm’ my tam to play ould sarpent 

Chuckles, produces one deep note, and then waits for their 
applause 

Dorothy I thmk he’s one of the local people for Tnstan Sprott’s 
programme \ 

Martin {crosses to Haycraft’s desk nght) And I think I’m gomg 
to have a nervous breakdown 

Daky rushes m down right, followed by Haycraft 
Daisy {crossing to Punnet and sits nght of hm shouting) He’s 
here Where yon been, grand-dad’ 

Haycraft How d’you do, Mr Punnet? 

Stands nght of settee 
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Punnet {pointing to Haycraft, but to Daisy) He be mortal 
image o’ Farmer Bates’ cowman 
Haycraft What does he say’ 

Daisy (shouting) He says you’re the image of Bates’ cowman 
Haycraft (making the best of it) And am I’ 

Daisy No, he’s younger than you 

Paula enters up right and goes to her desk, but notices the 
Punnets, etc , with amusement 
Joe’s Voice (from Speaker) Mr Sprott down there yet’ 

Punnet (nsmg in alarm) Be it my tam to play sarpent already’ 
Daisy No, sit down and be quiet, grand-dad 
Haycraft (mto mike, with great charm) No, Joe, he’s not here 
I’ve been lookmg for him myself Two of his cast have arrived 
Joe’s Voice Okay, I’ll wait 

Punnet (indicating Haycraft) What’s ’e mutterin’ about’ 

Daisy (humorously) He’s tellm’ ’um you’re going to ’ave some 
cider with your dinner 

Martin (to Dorothy) This is Bedlam Let’s go out and have 
an early lunch 

Haycraft sits on right arm of settee 
Dorothy (coldly) No thanks 
Martin But we must talk 

Dorothy You mean, you must make a scene Besides, I’m busy 
And I happen to be working for somebody I respect (Turns and 
goes towards door ) 

Martin (following) It’s our last chance, Dorothy I mean it 

But she goes out, and he sti^s this side of door The others are 
grouped round old Punnet, lookmg at his serpent 

Paula looks at Martin 

Enter Tristan, Percy (to effects box) with scripts, etc, 
Gronova (to piano). Bob (right of piano), Hetty (to chair left), 
Brenda (to Haycraft’s desk) Haycraft goes behind settee 

Tristan sees Martin as he crosses him to door 
Tristan Hello, old man 
Martin Hello, Tristan 

Tristan Excuse me a moment Now just spread yourselves, 
playmates What sort of rehearsal this’ll be, with three of the 
local cast still missing, God knows, but we’ll have some sort of 
a run-through (As the others get mto their places, he turns to Paula 
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and Martin ) Paiila, for the love of Pete, take him away, and then 
Fll be nd of you both It’s not fair, it’s reaUy not fair, you two 
being here It simply isn’t done 

Martin I thmk I’ll go and dnnk myself to death 

Paula No, you won’t You’ll come out and have an early 
lunch with me Only don’t try and eat yourself to death (Rising, 
to door ) 

Tristan That’s the spirit OS you go 

Martin Nice of you Though I’U be rotten bad company 

Paula (as she moves down with him) Oh — ^we’ll work up a cheerful 
httle quarrel 

They go out 

Tristan Are you all ready’ I want to try and get some sort 
of timing on the whole thmg — and even though those three aren’t 
here. Miss Punnet and grand-dad can get mto it a bit — ^and we can 
work in the music and effects I won’t go up mto the box yet But 
remember next time it’ll be hght cues First hght for the record, 
Percy Second light for you, Fairfax, for the announcement Third 
hght for you, Moya 

Daisy (loudly) What about me and grand-dad? 

Tristan I’ll send up rockets for you two No, that’ll be all nght, 
duckie Watch your scnpt with one eye and keep the other on grand- 
dad Now then 

Percy starts record Fades in 
Are you timmg it, Brenda’ 

Brenda Yes, Mr Sprott 
Fades out 

Tristan Fairfax — announcement 

Haycraft (m fas best manner) “Down Here in Barset” — ^we 
present another half-hour of Barsetshire humour, melody, and folk- 
lore, m a programme wntten and produced by Tnstan Sprott It’s 
a beautiful summer mght — ^the men have returned from the hayfields 
— the door of that friendly old pub The Brown Cow stands wide 
open— “Down Here m Barset’’ 

Tristan All nght, Moya — ^Ttercy — give' 

Moya begms ptaymg a country tune Percy makes noise 
miggestmg bottles and glasses, etc 

Tristan Atmosphere, chaps 

Hetty, Bob, Haycraft, Tristan himself and everi Percy and 
Brenda and chatter m a rather stagey style In the middle 
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of this, there is a queer deep note from Punmt’s serpent Music 
stops 

(Shrieking ) No, no, no No serpent yet The old boy’s not made 
his entrance yet 

Daisy (loudly) Y’aven’t to start playin’ yet, grand-dad I’ll teU you 
when 

Punnet (unintelligibly) Ef oi come ’ere to play sarpent, oi wants 
to play sarpent 
Tristan What does he say? 

Daisy He says if he comes ’ere to play his serpent he want to play 
his serpent 

Tristan (shouting) Quite nght, grand-dad — you’ve got tempera- 
ment — but wait until the proper time and then you can blow your 
head off Start, again everybody 

More laughter and chatter, as before 
Bob (jn Barset style) ’Nother pomt o’ colder. Rose Oi saw your 
young man over boi Jenkins’ twenty-acre 
Hetty (same style) He’s no young man o’ mome, Charley Bragg 
isn’t — ^not smce Michaelmas Fair 
Bob Didn’t buy ee a praper fainng, oi’U be bound. Rose 
Daisy (in loud, wooden tone, rise and step down) Good evemn’ all* 
Is moi grand-dad ’ere’ 

Tristan No, no, no, duckie You’re maich too soon 
Punnet (intelligible) But oi be ’ere, girl 
Daisy No, grand-dad It’s what I say in the piece we’re domg 
Tristan But you were much too early And don’t say it hke that 
either Do it more like this (Fe/j rural but also very bright ) “Good 
evenm’ all* Is moi grand-dad ’ere?” 

Daisy (exactly as before) Good evenin’ all > Is moi grand-dad ’ere’ 
Tristan Yes, a bit better, duckie But I’ll have to rehearse you 
later (Daisy sits ) Now then. Bob, back to your fainng Ime 
Bob Didn’t buy ee a praper fainng, oi’U be bound. Rose 
Haycraft (swpnsmgly) Oi ’eard teU on that tew, Garge 
Hetty What yew tew ’eard tell on ’at isn’t trew would fill the 
Barsetshire News onny Fnday What’s for yew, Muster Caxton’ 
Bob (m different voice, very deep) Pmt of old an’ rmld, Miss Nancy 
Hetty Yes, Muster Caxton (Pour) Would yew be giving us a 
song to-noight. Muster Caxton’ 

Haycraft We do be expectin’ your old ’ay-makin’ song to- 
noi^t. Muster Caxton 
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Bob (as Garge again) Oi’ll never forget the first tonne oi ever 
’eard that ’ay-makin’ song— dang my buttons' (Muck laughter) 
Woi, look go’s ’ere' Young Cherry Gooseman 
Daisy (rise) Good evenm’ all Is moi grand-dad ’ere’ 

Collapse of Tristan 

Bob (as Garge) Naow, yer grand-dad’s not ’ere 
Hetty (ay Rose) An’ that’s where yew be wrong, again, Garge 
or Gooseman’s ’ere He’s asleep in the comer there 
Haycraft Woi so ’e be An’ only man in all Barset as can still 
play the ould sarpent 

Daisy Moi grand-dad was the foinest sarpent player in the whole 
o’ Barset 

Tristan (rises to knees) Not quite so loud, duckie — but a bit 
bnghter Y ou see, you’re frightfully proud of the fact that your grand- 
dad was the finest serpent player in the whole of Barset It’s kept 
your family going for the last sixty years 
Daisy Me mother won’t let ’im play it (To old Punnet) ’Ere, 
grand-dad, wake up' Y’ave to play m a nunute 

"Dustan Let’s have it agam, duckie Moi grand-dad 

Punnet (loudly and angrily) Oi be woide awake naow, girl Oi’ll 

gi’ee a beltin’ ef oi’ve any more o’ your sauce 

Daisy No, that’s what it says m the piece, grand-dad 

Punnet starts playing, to the sound of cheers and noises of 
glasses, etc from Percy Tristan is beatmg time with one hand 
and wipmg his brow with the other The curtain comes swiftly 
down on the collapse o/ T ristan 
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As before It is now the middle of the afternoon 
At rise, Percy King is playing some dashing swmg, and Brenda 
IS standing near, admirmg it and him and dancing They have the 
studio to themselves This performance is continued until the 
audience has stopped banging down the seats It is then brought to 
a fine slapdash conclusion Percy breaks the music with a little 
dance 

Brenda (coming down centre) I think you’re marvellous 
Percy (who does too) Well, it’s a gift reelly — (rises) — only you 
gotta practise as well, see’ I nearly got into a programme— jus’ before 
last Qmstmas it was — only they were frightened of over-runnin’ so 
they cut me out 

Brenda I’ll bet you get your chance soon, Percy 
Percy I’ll bet I do (Condescending a little) An’ I’ll bet you do 
too, Alice 

Brenda (like lightnmg) Brenda 

Percy (unembarrassed) Brenda — that’s right 

Brenda You an’ your Alices' 

Percy ’Ere, hand out one of your impersonations 
Brenda All nght Who shall I do’ 

Percy Don’t tell me Let me guess — ^see’ 

Brenda (doiAtfvdly, commg to front of settee) I’ve never done ’em 
that way before They never do ’em that way on the stage They 
always tell you first who it is 

Percy (comes down and leans on desk) Never mind — diet’s try it 
this way Go on 

Brenda (cfumgmg into somebody not Brenda, but God knows who) 
“Good evenmg, my darhng You are my darhng still, aren’t you — 
my darhng? Tired’ No, I could dance the mght away I feel in- 
spired, darhng No, it isn’t champagne — ^I only had the tmiest sip — 

It’s love and life — ^hfe and love ’’ 

Percy It’s swell Honestly, I wouldn’t have known it was you 
If I’d come in at the door when you was domg it, I wouldn’t ’ave 
known it was you 
Brenda Yes, but who was it’ 

Percy Jessie Matthews’ 
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Brenda {scornfully) No, not a bit like her {Sits settee ) 

Percy Gertrude Lawrence*? 

Brenda No, I never seen her 
Percy Ginger Rogers'? 

Brenda {showing signs of distress now) No — don’t be silly How 
could it be Ginger Rogers'? 

Telephone She has to answer it 
Yes, this IS the E B C Who*? What emperor*? 

She listens bewildered, but at that moment Commander Copley 
enters down right, followed by Dorothy 

Copley What’s this*? Anything for me*? 

Brenda {putting hand o\et receiver) Yes It’s somebody com- 
plaining about something {Up to piano ) 

Copley {he goes and takes telephone from her) Commander Copley 
here — regional director Oh yes Certainly, we’re only too 

glad to be corrected yes, I’ll pass it on with pleasure, sir 
I see Now let me get this straight, sir — Maximihan did not 
assume the title of Emperor Elect until 1508, and not in 1506 — ^as 
our speaker suggested Thank you No, I’m much obhged 

and I’ll forward the correction to the proper quarter at once 
Good afternoon 

Puts down telephone, and gives Dorothy a whimsical smile 
Make a note of that, Dorothy, and send it along to Talks at Radio 
House I haven’t the foggiest what it’s all about 
DoROTEtY {admiringly) I don’t know how you’ve the patience 
Copley {smiling) That’s one of the thmgs you learn in the Service 
These things come m jolly useful And that’s where these chaps 
who’ve had no proper trauung— these temperamental Jo hnni es — fall 
down 

Percy Gracie Fields’ 

Brenda {suddenly furwus) No, you fathead — and I beheve you’re 
domg It on purpose 

Percy {sta^ered) What me’ Why, I only 

Brenda {angrily) Oh shut up? 

She hurries out and collides with Bob Dinty 
Mind where you’re going— clumsy {She bangs out ) 

Percy Boy* 

Bob {who is gloomy) What have you been domg to her? 

Percy Nothmg She suddenly flares up 
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Bob (gloomily) That’s women, my lad You’re just begmmng to 
get a gtapse of it They get worse as they get older (He sits down 
heavily m settee) 

Percy I’ve seen plenty of it My Sis 

Bob (cutting in) You’ve seen nothing yet, my lad Take it from 
me They get worse as they get older And it isn’t their msides 
They’ve got insides hke horses 

Percy My Sis 

Bob (cutting in) Yes, hke horses Eat and dnnk anythmg 

Percy Horses can’t eat and dnnk anythmg 

Bob Don’t argue, my lad I’m in no mood for an argument 
Enter Fairfax Haycraft, who goes to his desk 

Percy What about that Children’s Hour stuff, Mr Haycraft*^ 

Haycraft Have a look in the basement Joe Cossart might 
remember 

Percy goes out Haycraft now notices Bob’s gloom 
What’s the matter, Bob*^ Worrymg about havmg two programmes 
to-day? 

Bob Programmes? Not me Give me work, old boy, and I’m 
happy I l±e work — ^hve for it Every good actor does Old Thor- 
bum— you remember old Thorbum’s Shakespearean Company?— I 
was with him for five years — ^well, old Thorbum used to say, “Bob, 
you’re a glutton for work, boy — ^I’U say that about you ’’ There’s no 
work here, Fairfax It’s child’s play to a man who’s been brought up 
m repertory No, it’s not work but the other thmg that’s got me 
down, to-day 

Haycraft What other thmg? 

Bob Well, what do you think? — ^women 

Haycraft Oh, I see 

Bob You go to your digs hoping for a mce quiet lunch on a busy 
day— and what happens’ Hell breaks loose And why’ Only one 
answer— the women 

Haycraft What women? Who was there besides Hetty? 

Bob My wife 

Haycraft Oh— I sayf She turned up then? 

Bob Yes, she does every month or two, just to see how I’m 
gettmg on She knows about Hetty and me, of course, but that 
doesn’t stop her commg. Embarrassmg I call it, but nothing seems 
to embarrass women so long as their clothes don’t start fallmg down 
If I was mamed to a man who was livmg with another woman, 
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would I keep tunung up for lunch'^ Of course I wouldn’t — and 
neither would you, old man But they do, think notiung of it And 
you ought to have seen the way they walked mto that duck we had, 
both Hetty and the wife 

Haycrait Didn’t they leave any for you to-night? 

Bob I’ll be lucky if there’s a leg WeU, the first half of the lunch, 
while they’re wolfing the duck, the wife and Hetty are takmg cracks 
at each other all the time — ^you know how women are — “My dear, 
you’re lookmg so tired” — “No he never cared for your acting, did 
he, dear’” — ^hke a couple of talkmg cats roxmd that duck Till I got 
fed up and told ’em I’d like a bit of peace and quiet That settled 
It They rounded on me, then, both of ’em at once I was a fine one 
to talk' You know And no delicacy, no tact, old man, about the 
situation at all Out comes eveiythmg, with me to blame all through, 
of course In the end I simply couldn’t stick it and walked straight 
out on the pair of ’em — ^round to the Lion So — for God’s sake, old 
man, don’t leave Uncle Bob alone with Auntie Hetty this afternoon, 
else your Children’s Hour is gomg to sound like a dog-fight 

Enter Tristan, lookmg rather wild, with present m box wrapped 
up 

Tristan My mother’s just telephoned from Leammgton She’s 
met a theosopiucal Indian there who remembers her as the favounte 
concubme of a Chmese Emperor who flounshed about two-thousand 
B c {Crosses to settee and sits ) No good’ll come of that Before 
the week’s out he’ll be borrowmg his fare to Bombay 

Bob {to HAYcaiAFr) You see Nothmg but trouble with ’em 

Haycraft {to Tristan) Bob’s had a bad time with his women- 
folk at lunch 

Tristan {startmg to untie parcel) It’s worse though when they use 
the telephone for all their most fantastic and revolting statements 
I think the girls at the exchange hsten m and then tell all bona-fide 
subscnbers That’s why, wherever I go, I hear the unpleasant sound 
of only half-suppressed giggles I ought to telephone myself to some- 
body, but I can’t remember to whom about what {Has untied parcel 
and taken out envelope, flowers, scarf) What extraordinary things 
people do send for presents {Looks at envelope ) Oh, Fairfax, this 
IS for you 

Haycraft tedces present and puts scarf round fus neck 

Haycraft I see that Sir Regmald Runton, late of the Board 
of Fisheries, has just been apj^mted our deputy-assistant director- 
general 

Tristan Stop it, Fairfax You sound just as if you’re readmg 
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the choicest news of the Baldwin Government You’ll have us all 
m Westminster Abbey in a minute if you’re not careful That’s 
what wrecked you, Fairfax You’ve never been able to get West- 
minster Abbey out of your voice {Rise and move up stairs ) I must 
rehearse those monstrous Punnets some time this afternoon Then 
there are the other three rural druids to arrive 
Bob You know, Tristan old man, I’ve never understood why 
you’re down here domg these rustic Barset programmes 
Tristan (at top of stairs) For the same reason that Dick Hodge, 
who’s really a farmer, is up in town doing light sophisticated metro- 
pohtan programmes hke “Cafe Society” and — (down stairs ) — 
“Company at Clandge’s” If I’d turned up to Radio House covered 
with hayseed and reekmg of manure. I’d have been in town yet, eating 
supreme de volatile and dnnking Montrachet 
Enter Edna 

Oh, Edna, do somethmg for me, will you^ 

Edna Yes, what is it*^ 

Tristan That’s the trouble, I can’t remember Why do I think 
fish comes into it*^ 

Edna Do you want some fish‘d 

Tristan Good God — no' Fairfax was announcing about fish 
That’s It Sir Reginald Thmg, our new deputy-assistant D G , was 
discovered in the Board of Fisheries (Giving string to Fairfax) 
That’s yours “Put those mackerel away,” they said, “and try broad- 
castmg Have you ever done any No’ Good' Interested in drama, 
music, entertainment, news, popular talks’ No’ Splendid' You’re 
just what we want ” Where’s Paula’ 

Edna I don’t know I came out to see, because a long telegram’s 
just come for her 

Tristan Don’t teU me what it’s all about 
Edna I’m not going to 

Tristan That’s n^t — ^let me guess They want her to go to 
Sheffield and produce one of those stark documentanes SteeV Iron i 
Copper t Lead' Humph’ 

Edna No, it’s nothing to do with E B C business It’s private 
Trbtan (lies on settee) I don’t hke all this secrecy No private 
hfe here 

Edna You mustn’t be mquisitive I can’t tell you any more 
Enter Gronova, looking very agitated 
Gronova a most extraordinary thmg has happened to me I’m 
tembly upset. 
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Bob (rising) This is where I go (Crossing to door) 

Gronova Why do you say that’ It has nothin g to do with you 
Why are you so rude’ 

Bob Because I’ve had enough of women bemg upset for one after- 
noon ril be in the httle talks studio, Tristan, if you want me 

Coes out Gronova still does her agitated act Up to piano 
and down to desk 

Tristan (severely) It would serve you joUy well nght, Moya, if 
we just didn’t ask you what was the matter Let’s not Now as I 
was saying 

Haycraft (a kindly soul) No, we want to know what happened 
Go on, Moya 

Gronova (dramatically to Fairfax) It was a voice I overheard 

Tristan That’ll do, Moya We can’t have anybody m our drama 
department bemg as dramatic as that 

Gronova I had to caU at the hair-dresser’s to arrange an appomt- 
ment 

Edna (interested) Which one’ Maison Bums’ 

Gronova (to Edna) Maison Bums, yes Just mside there is a 

thm partition one side for Ladies, one for Gentlemen 

Tristan Always a decent arrangement, I think 
Gronova I am in the Ladies’ side 
Tristan Good' 

Gronova makmg my appomtment— when I hear a voice 
I hear it through the partition, from the gentlemen’s side This 
voice. It IS refusmg a shampoo “No,” it is saymg, “no shampoo this 
afternoon, thank you,” it is saymg And at once I know this voice 
I know It I know it, I know it But at once I know it 
Tristan (with solemn irony) Ah — ^you knew it, then’ 

Gronova Yes, I am telling you — ^but at once, I knew it This 
voice — ^it was part of my life I coiHd hardly wait for the stupid girl 
to book the appomtment I hurried to the door — (Bxcns to door 
Opens d) — ^to see the man who owned that voice But there was no 
one. (Closes door) He had gone 
Tristan Oh what a shame' 

Gronova It w a shame, because I cannot remember whose voice 
It was I heard — ^but I know I know that it belong to my past My 
heart trembled when I heard it. And now I must wonder and puzzle 
my head all day lam— Aaiwfed— byit, Imustgooutagam (Crossing 
towards door) 
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Haycraft Don’t be so haunted that you forget you’re helpmg us 
with the Children’s Hour to-day 
Gronova No — of course not — I am always conscientious — ^my 

work comes first — but I must go out again — I feel stifled here 

Goes out 

Haycraft She evidently heard somebody she once knew 
Tristan Think so, Fairfax’ I got that idea too Edna, I’ve re- 
membered somethmg Ring up Phihp in Manchester — ^and ask him 
to put those two Insh recordmgs on the tram 

As Edna is going out, Dorothy enters, with some memos, one 
of which she gives to Tristan before giving the others to Hay- 
craft, cmd busies herself at desk centre 
What have you brought us this time, Dorothy’ {Looks at memo and 
reads') “Owing to copynght difficulties, until further notice no use 
must be made in any programme of Hot-pants Hortense Don’t 
forget that, Fairfax That’ll cramp your twihght hours a bit {Calling 
her back as she IS going out) Dorothy’ {Rises and moves to right) 
Dorothy {turning) Yes 

Tristan Come here, mavourneen There’s something that’s 
worrying me {As she, rather reluctantly, comes to right of him ) My 
spies are teUing me that young Martin Bradbum — as proud and 
high-steppmg a cavaher as ever turned the knobs on a producer’s 
panel — got hims elf sent down here to continue to pay his court to 
you, my haughty beauty {In mock bad actor's voice ) Tell me, girl, 
is’t true’ 

Dorothy Don’t you think you ought to mmd your own business’ 
Tristan Good Lord — ^no' I never heard ofsuch a loathsome idea 
Come now, tell me and Uncle Fairfax the truth 
Dorothy {indignantly) Well, if you must know, Martm Brad- 
bum’s been Shaving like an idiot And I’ve told him so It was all 
off when I came down here, and now he comes charging down to 
try and start it all over agam 

Tristan Do you want me to understand, Dorothy, that the fact 
that he came down here specially to see you really annoys you’ 
Dorothy Yes it does It makes me look so silly 
Tristan No ordmaiy man, mmd you — ^but qmte a distinguished 
producer, distmguished m the theatre before he came to the E B C , 

a man who will go a long way — a man 

Dorothy {aotmg m, impatiently) Oh— what’s that got to do 
with It’ 

Tristan fydth mock seventy) Dorothy, my famous insight mto 
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frmininfi psychology tells me that if that’s your attitude, you must 
have gone and fallen for somebody else 
Dorothy (rather embarrassed) Oh — don’t be silly 
Goes out hastily Tristan follows het round 
Tristan (giggles) Damn nuisance that' It’s obvious Copley’s her 
man, not Bradbum 

Haycraft Yes, but why is it a nmsance*^ 

Tristan Because if Bradbum had been happy here with his 
Dorothy, I was gomg to apply to get back to London, where I belong 
and where they might have allowed me to do some real broadcastmg 
Strange as it may seem, I didn’t join the E B C because I had nowhere 
to go, but because I beheved in Radio and cared for it It’s a hell of 
a handicap of course, and I think it was that and not the fact that I 
was drunk and disorderly in the sight of the director of programmes 
— ^that got me sentenced to these salt mmes 

HAYcafiAFr (rising, indignantly) I wish you people wouldn’t talk 
of this station as if it were a prison or something It’s as much part 
of the broadcasting scheme as Radio House And I’d rather be here 
than m London 

Tristan Uncle Fanfax, Uncle Fairfax, we’re alone Nobody’s 
listening You needn’t put on that how-happy-are-the-regions act 
for me You’re just as much an exile as I am 

Haycsraft Nonsense' They’re only givmg me a rest 
Tristan Oh— quite, qmte, quite And when the E B C get back 
to Westmmster Abbey, they’ll be askmg for you Where’s Paula 
Leeds'^ 

Enter Martin, lookmg gloomy 
Hello, you look a mite gnm 
Martin I feel a mite gnm Where’s Paula 
Haycraft (gomg to door) I thought you and she lunched together 
Marun We did But we spht up an hour or two ago She was 
fhendly, and it was a good lunch she gave me, but somehow we 
couldn’t get gomg together 

Tristan (as Haycraft goes out, crossing legs on desk) Now why 
doesn’t Paula give me lunch‘d I’m unusually good at bemg given 
lunch to Did you have a row? 

Martin No, but we didn’t tick over properly My fault probably 
Tristan Your fault certainly Paula wouldn’t ask anybody to 
lunch just to start a quarrel 
Martin I’m womed — about vanous thmgs 
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Tristan You realise now, of course, that you were an idiot to 
come down here’ 

Martin Yes, that’s fairly obvious 

Tristan If I hadn’t a smgularly noble nature — Qnovmg to sofa 
and sitting right of Martin) — ^I’d try to sell you the idea of staying 
here, so that I could get back to London But your need is greater 
than mine {As Martin sits down and looks dejected) Why don’t 
you ask Copley, who doesn’t want you here anyhow, to nng up Radio 
House and see if you can’t go back’ Say the place is bad for your 
sciatica I’ve never tried them with sciatica, but I’ve an idea that our 
administration department would react very favourably towards it 
It sounds such a respectable complamt 
Martin {gloomily) I suppose I’ve made a fool of myself but it 
isn’t just that 

Tristan Can’t be {Leaning on Martin s shoulder) I rather hke 
making a fool of myself At least it’s making something of yourself 
Martin If that was all, I wouldn’t mmd But — oh, I dunno — 
but nothing’s right And I can’t put my finger on what it is that’s 
making everything seem wrong Good Lord — ^I’m beginnmg to sound 
like Hamlet 

Tristan He put it better, I think But you might try going on 
a blind It removes the inhibitions, and then up from the gnmy old 
unconscious comes the dirty dripping truth Try a blind, Bradburn 
I’ll jom you to-night as soon as I’ve taken the radio customers “down 
here in Barset” 

Martin I don’t like drinking on principle 

Tristan Well, pretend it’s for fun then 

Martin But if I still feel like this to-night, it’ll probably mean 
a blmd 

Tristan Let me know But it’s a pity you don’t get on with Paula 
Martin {moves down, /i/tj Tristan up and sits left of settee) Well, 
I don’t Never did I suppose I don’t like that type 
Tristan She isn’t a type As a matter of fact, she’s a darlmg — 
and about the best we’ve got m the E B C 
Martin There’s somethmg about her — ^and always was — ^that 
irritates me 

Tristan {considering him) I think it’s probably because she’s very 
mteUigent You’re the kind of Bntish male who doesn’t want women 
to be mtelhgent 

Martin {indignantly) Now what d’you t h in k I am, Sprott’ 
Tristan I didn’t say you weren’t mtelh^nt I said you might 
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be the land of Bntish male who doesn’t want his women to be m- 
telhgent 

Martin Yes, I heard, I heard, I heard {With sudden change 
of tone) My God* — ^you might be nght too Perhaps I don’t hke 
them mtelhgent If so, then this does serve me nght 

He considers himself in dismay, while Tristan stares at him 
Paula now enters and both men stare hard at her in silence 
Paula {going over to desk) Hello' Nobody been asking for me, 
I suppose’ {She then notices their stares and silence) Why these 
fixed stares, gentlemen’ 

Tristan Bradburn’s starmg at you because somewhere at the 
back of his innocent mmd the dawn is breakmg Fm stanng to 
remmd you of a recent memo that says semor members of the staff 
must try to keep regular office hours Paula, you’ve taken about 
four hours for lunch 
Paula No, hairdresser’s, mostly 
Tristan {interested) Maison Bums’ 

Paula No, the other one Betty and Phylhs Ye Olde Enghsh 
Martin {rousing himself) I must see Copley 
Goes out 

Tristan He’s trying to get back to London {Moves to left end 
of settee ) 

Paula What about his Dorothy’ 

Tristan He’s recovering 

Paula About time too' {Moves up and down between desk and 
piano) 

Tristan Do you like him’ 

Paula He’s a damn good producer Not only for us, but he 
was very good m the theatre too 
Tristan I know that, but do you like him’ 

Paula Not much 

Tristan Do you find there’s somethmg about him that irritates 
you’ {Pats settee for her to sit beside him ) 

Paula {sits settee nght) Yes That’s very clever of you, Tnstan 
There always was somethmg about him that imtated me 
Tristan I guessed that The trouble is, I don’t flunk he hkes 
mtelhgent women 

Paula I’m not surprised He’s that type 
Trbtan No, he isn’t a type As a matter of jfact, he’s really rather 
R darling— mid of ccaase about as good as we’TO got m the EJB C 
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Paula He can’t do with me, can he*^ 

Tristan He thinks he can’t But secretly^ — ^he’s fascinated 
Paula Oh — ^rubbish ^ 

Tristan And in the same secret way youCre fascinated too 
Paula {rises and crosses to desk centre and sits) Good lord^ — 
what rot you talk^ 

Tristan You see — ^you’re begmning to say "‘Good lord” just as he 
does Always a sure sign 

Copley enters^ carrying his hat and coat 
Copley {putting on coat) Bradburn wants to go back to London 
now — doesn’t seem to know his own mmd, that chap — and of course 
I’ve no objection, so long as he can make it right with Radio House 
So I’ve left him trying to get through to talk to ’em 
Tristan Quite right. Commander It’s up to him 
Copley By the way, a bloke I knew in the Service may blow m 
this afternoon, so if you should find anybody asking for me, tell him 
I’ll be back in half an hour or so and keep him amused 
Paula How do we amuse him*^ 

Tristan We could tell him a thing or two about broadcasting 
Copley Good idea^ The old boy knows nothing about it, and 
he’ll probably feel he’s having the time of his hfe I’ll be back m 
time for our Children’s Hour programme 
Goes out 

Tristan {imitating Copley) I’ll be back in time for the Children’s 
Hour programme Why should he be back in time for the Children’s 
Hour programme'^ It’ll go on just the same without him 
Paula Just doesn’t want to miss it, I suppose A httle good clean 
fun with the kiddies 

Tristan {shaking his head, coming down to edge of piano) You’re 
bitter. Miss Leeds, you’re very bitter Have you ever asked yourself 
if you’re showing a cheerful spirit of co-operation and pulhng your 
weight m the boat*? 

Paula No, I don’t talk to myself like that 
Enter Edna, with note-book 
Oh— Edna — any messages for me*? 

Edna Yes A telegram {Above desk ) 

Tristan {crosses to desk interested) Oh yes — ^that telegram 
Edna It’s pnvate — ^not E B C busmess 

Paula {not mpleasantly) In that case, Edna, we just wait until 
Mr Sprott goes {She smiles at him ) He’ll be going any mmute now 
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Tristan {with mock dignity) Oh. — ^well, if that’s how you feel — 
of course I’ll go I have my pnde By gosh, I have my Punnets too 
And I warn you that when I find ’em, I’m gomg to rehearse ’em 
in here 

Paula Why can’t you take them into Two*^ 

Tristan {as he goes) Because the old man would think it was all 
different when I brought him back m here Must get him house- 
trained to this studio 
Goes out 

Edna {with note-book, sits) I took this telegram over the phone 
and I haven’t copied it out yet 
Paula (c light rebuke) Too busy‘s 

Edna No, only I couldn’t copy it on the machine up there without 

Dorothy or Brenda knowmg all about it — and so 

Paula Yes, of course Well, read it 

Edna {reading) “Play accepted by Harland who is enthusiastic 
(Paxjla rises and moves round to read) stop good terms for imme- 
diate production West End with option New York production next 
season stop contract in post but could you come up as soon as 
possible discuss cast etc stop any ideas for producer stop congratula- 
tions Blake ’’ You’d hke me to type this out, wouldn’t you*^ 

Paula {excitedly) I’d like you to copy it in gold letters about 
two feet high My goodness, Edna' {Moves to couch) Harland’s 
taken my play My play, Edna' 

Edna I know I’m so glad Isn’t it exciting‘s 
Paula Eccitmg'S It’s fnghtemng Harland ’ll drop down dead 
{Sits couch ) Or perhaps Blake — ^he’s the agent, Edna — ^has simply 
gone mad What does it say’ Good terms' Immediate production 
West End' New York next season' Will I come up as soon as 
possible’ Will I be found waitmg on Harland’s doorstep’ And what 
was that about a producer’ {Sack to Edna ) 

Edna {referrmg to note-book) “Any ideas for a producer’” 
Paula {thmkmg hard, sits on settee) Any ideas for a producer? 
How extraordmary that is' 

Edna Why is it extraordinary? 

Paula I’m sorry, Edna — ^I feel almost ready to tell you the whole 
story of my hfe, but I just can’t teU you why that particular thmg’s 
extraordmary You’ll just have to take my word for it Yes, 
I’H do It. 

Edna Do what? Or is that a secret too? 

Paula Yes, that’s a secret too {Crosses to Edna ) In fact, tlm 
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whole thing must be Listen, Edna — ^please don’t tell anybody just 
yet Really, not a soul I’ve a special reason for asking 

Edna Yes, Miss Leeds, I promise And I haven’t told anybody 
about this telegram I really am good at keepmg secrets 

Paula I’m sure you’re wonderful at it 

Edna If you become a famous dramatist, you’ll have to have a 
secretary, won’t you*^ 

Paula I get the idea, and I’m sure you’d do very mcely But I 
must pomt out that I’m an appallmgly long way from anything that 
remotely resembles a famous dramatist But — ^gosh' — Harland’s 
taken my play — hasn’t he*^ 

Edna Yes, and I believe it’ll be a success 
PAtJLA You don’t know anything about it 
Edna I do I read it one afternoon when you were out It was 
m the drawer of your desk 
Paxo-a WeU — of all the cheek' 

Edna Oh, but I thought it was frightfully good You don’t mind, 
do you*^ 

Paula How can I if you think it’s frightfully good But remember 
— ^not a whisper to anybody — for all kmds of good reasons 
Edna I promise Do you think I could come to the first mght’ 

If I could get leave I could 

As door opens 

1?AXSLA (hastily) Sh-sh' (Moves up) 

Hetty comes in, looking rather agitated 
Hetty Is Bob anywhere about*' 

Paula No Do you want him*' 

Hetty No, I’d hke him to keep nght away from me (To desk, 
looking at Paula curiously ) What’s the matter with you*' You’re 
very excited about sometlung 

Paula I get like this sometimes I’m a smouldenng volcano really 
Hetty You haven’t gone and fallen m love, have you*' 

Paula No, I haven’t And you don’t sound as if you recom- 
mend It 

Hetty Recommend it' I wish they’d give me the air for half 2in 
hour sometime just to tell girls the truth about this love busmess 
But then they wouldn’t beheve me 
Paula What’s poor Bob been domg this time’ (Sits arm of settee) 
Hetty (disgusted) Poor Bob' You wouldn’t say “poor Bob” if 
you’d seen the way he went on at lunch to-day It would have served 
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him tight if I’d said to his wife, “Theie he is Take him And take 
him a long way ofiF while you’re about it ” 

Paula But was his wife lunchmg with you*^ 

Hetty Yes, she turns up now and again, just to see how we’re 
getting on And of course Bob thinks it’s ternble He’s very con- 
ventional, for all his talk (7b Edna) I don’t know that you ought 
to hear all this (Sits at desk centre ) 

Edna I’ll go if you want me to, Hetty, but eveiybody here knows 
all about you and Bob 

Hetty I suppose they do I must say, Paula, I don’t blame you 
now for keeping so close, as if nothmg ever happened to you 
Paula Nothing, in your sense, ever does 
Hetty What about those long week-end leaves you’re always 
taking‘s 

Paula Ridiculous as it seems, I spend them at home with my 
mother 

Hetty Ah' — if I’d known at first what I know now, I’d be telhng 
eveiybody 7 spent all my spare time at home with my mother But 
I was telhng you about lunch to-day (Starts to knit ) Well, to begin 
with it wasn’t so bad Maisie — ^that’s Bob’s wife — ^I’ve known her for 
years — ^we were on tour together for years — ^well, Maisie as usual 
pomts out all the defects m the digs, and tells us how sony she is 
for us having to stay here in Barset, and be working for the E B C , 
and of course as usual I keep the ball m play, so that she gets back 

as good as she gives — and really we’re all gettmg on mcely 

Paula (laughing) Having a lovely cosy time. I’d say 
Hetty Well, dear, you know how it is She may be Bob’s wife — 
but I know plenty about her — a lot more than Bob does — ^and she 
knows I do — so she knows too she hasn’t too much room to talk — 
and It’s all right— Bob’d let it alone I didn’t want her there, 
specially when we were havmg duck and there wasn’t too much of 
It — God knom what ducks do with themselves once you put ’em m 
an oven* (Business with tcqie measure) And of course Bob, who 
wasn’t having any, not till to-m^t, was watchmg eveiy mouthful she 
ate — ^but reaUy we were gettmg along mcely if Bob had just kept quiet 
Paula (amused) Poor Bob* 

Hetty There’s no “poor Bob” about it All he’d to do was to 
keep quieL But suddenly, he starts on the pair of us Women were 
this, that arjd the other* We ought to be ashamed of ourselves* No 
delicacy or tact or something* All this from him, of all people, with 
his wife— and me-^together there lookmg at him Well, I wasn’t 
going to stand that — and neither was Maisie, though if she’d kept 
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out of it, we’d liave done better Then the next nunute, up he jumps, 
bangs on the table — and upsets the gravy dish all over a clean table- 
cloth — shouts at the top of his voice, like a madman, and goes teanng 
out And then, of course, Maisie tnes to tell me that I don’t know 
how to handle him I’m not going to take that from her, of course, 
when he was never sober the last years she had him and couldn’t 
remember his hnes — so I tell her a few things — ^and 

She breaks off because Bob enters hastily 

Bob (not noticing Hetty at first) Oh — ^I say (Breaks off) 

Hetty (zci/y) Well, what do you say. Bob Dmty’ 

Bob (stopping near door) Nothmg — to you 
Hetty (going forward) Now you just hsten to me 
Bob I’ve something better to do 

Hetty (hastily and angrily) Oh — ^no — ^you haven’t 

As she darts forward, he hastily leaves, and she goes after him 
Paula Let’s hope they settle all that before they turn into Aunt 
Hetty and Uncle Bob this afternoon, or the kiddies may smeU 
a rat 

Edna Do you want to send a reply to that telegram‘s 
Paula (rises) Yes, I’ve been thinkmg about that 
Edna prepares to take down the telegram 
“Blake Play Agency’’ — ^no, he has a telegraphic address — ^yes, it’s 
“Blaplay, Dover Street, W 1 ’’ Wait a minute now “Your exciting 

telegram received ’’ (Breaks off) 

Enter Joe, bringing with him old Punnet and Daisy The old 
man has no serpent with him, and looks very sleepy and very cross 
As Joe takes them across the studio — 

Joe (as he brings them iri) Come along, please 
Paula Upstairs, Edna, the circus is here 

They go out JoE almost forcibly puts Punnet into chair at 
Paula’s desk 

Joe Now you’re gomg to be all right there, and I’ll find Mr Sprott 
for you, and you won’t have to worry any more 
As old Punnet apparently sinks into a coma 
Doesn’t seem very lively, does he’ What’s the matter with him’ 
Daisy (loudly) He’d two pmts o’ cider with ’is dinner — ^an’ me 
mother told me not to let ’im ’ave any — ^but soon as my back’s 
turned, ’e gets it — ’e’s that artful An’ now ’e’s testy as a weasel — 
an’ gone an’ lost ’is saipent into the bargam (Shouting at the old 
man) But where did yer leave it, grand-dad’ 
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Old Punnet opens one eye, looks malevolently at Daisy and 
Joe and makes a deep gurrmg noise 
Daisy It’s all right yer saying gurrr, but yer’ve gone an’ lost yer 
ould saipent, an’ yer no good to the E B C without yer saipent, 
grand-dad 

Joe (crosses at back to left end couch) Percy’s looking for it He’s 
a bn^t lad, Percy He’ll find it Now you wait here 

As he starts to move settee. Sir Reginald Runton enters, very 
hesitantly He is a tallish, slightish, very gentlemanly fellow in 
his fifties, with a timid but pi ease manner A senior Civil Servant 
clean out of his depth He punctuates his phrases with a little 
apologetic cough 

Sir Reginald (to Daisy) Oh— I say — could I see Commander 
Copley‘S (Daisy giggfej) 

Joe (coming forward) What name, sir^ 

Sir Reginald Oh — er — Sir Regmald Runton 
Joe I beg your pardon 

Sir Reginald (rather surprised) Not at all, not at all 
Joe (after a pause) I mean, I didn’t catch the name 
Sir Reginald Oh — sorry (Distinctly) Sir Regmald Runton 
Joe (who has never heard of him) I see WeU, Commander Copley’s 
out just now, but he’ll be back soon (Moving away to left end of 
couch ) 

Sir Reginald (lookmg round helplessly) WeU — er — I suppose I 
could — er — ^wait somewhere (About to sit ) 

Job We’re a bit short of space just now — ^and we’ve got a trans- 
mission in here soon — oh, wiU you give me a hand‘d 
Sir Reginald Oh — yes of course (He does so ) 

Joe So, as Commander Copley won’t be long, what I’d suggest 
IS that you have a walk round and then come back agam in about 
a quarter of an hour (Punnet gives loud snore ) 

Sir Reginald Yes — of course— probably the best thmg under the 
circumstances 

As they move together slowly towards door — 

You — er — on the staff here? 

Joe Yes, engineer 

Sir Reginald (with affable condescensiori) Job aU n^t, eh? 

Joe No, lousy. 

They go ota Daisy watches them and now shakes the old mm, 
who has dropped hts hat 
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Daisy {picking up hat and giving it to hini) Grand-dad, yer be- 
havin’ something terrible — an’ what me mother’ll say if she finds out, 
I don’t know Wake up an’ behave proper * 

Punnet {waking up) Grrr^ Woi be we a-sittm’ ’ere girl‘d Oi want 
to go ’ome 

Daisy ’Ow can we go home when ver promised to play for the 
EEC ^ 

Punnet {suddenly and viciously awake) ’Od rabbit un^ Oi says 
’Od rabbit un — ^E B C an’ all 

Enter Tristan and stares at Punnet 
’Od rabbit ’em alP 

Tristan {comes over to Daisy and bends over to look at Punnet) 
What’s he saying‘s 

Daisy He’s just a-sweann’ an’ carryin’ on something terrible — 
(Tristan crosses to left of desk^ sits on arm of sofa and looks at 
Punnet) — the silly old turnip He’s fuU o’ cider an’ gone an’ lost 
’is sarpent 

Tristan kneels down on sofa and leans on desk and looks at old 
Punnet anxiously The old man is beginning to doze off again, 
but manages to stare at Tristan with one malevolent eye 

Punnet {only half intelligibly) ’Tisn’t ’im as be image o’ Fanner 
Bates’ cowman 

Tristan What does he say"^ 

Daisy {loudly) He says it isn’t you that’s the image o’ Farmer 
Bates’ cowman 

Tristan Well, that’s something, but it doesn’t get us very far 
Where do we go from there‘s 

Punnet {with startling violence) It be all slummerty-wummerty — 
ay, masters — slummerty-wrimmerty^ {Relapses into coma again after 
this effort ) 

Tristan Did he say ‘‘slunmierty-wummerty’’*^ 

Daisy Yes, it’s a saying of ’is when he loses ’is silly ould temper 

Tristan {m comic despair) He’s right too It is slummerty-wum- 
merty {Suddenly, direct to Daisy, solemnly) Just go down there — 
{pointing) — and try the opening hne “Good evenin’ all^ Is moi 
grand-dad ’ere*^” 

Daisy {going, as in Act I) “Good evemn’ alP Is moi grand-dad 
’ere*?” 

Tristan {in despair) Honestly, I don’t know if that’s any better 
or not, duckie I just don’t know It’s all slummerty-wummerty with 
me now 
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Daisy (contmumg her rehearsal) “Moi grand-dad was the fomest 
saipent player in the whole o’ Barset ’Ere, grand-dad, wake up an’ 
give us all a tune ” 

Tristan Yes, yes, yes Thank you very much, duckie 
Daisy igoing back doggedly) “Good evemn’ all Is moi’ grand- 
dad ’’ 

Tristan (m despair) No, no, no Not again I must think 
Daisy What about’ 

Tristan I dunno Just think about my past and my future 
With just a passmg glance at the Gobi Desert (Looks in despair 
at old Punnet, now dozing again ) How is he’ Any ngor mortis 
settmg m’ 

Daisy moves to Punnet 

Enter Percy, carrying the serpent, stands just outside door, which 
he has placed open 

Daisy Why, there’s grand-dad’s saipent Oi, grand-dad, ’e’s 
found it (Round to back 0 / Punnet ) 

As Daisy tries to waken old Punnet and Percy stands like a 
saxophonist holding the serpent, Paula and Martin enter 
Paula Ohdear< Are the rustic revels still proceedmg’ Mustwego’ 
Tristan (in comic despair) No, for God’s sake, don’t go Every- 
thing’s slipping Just going all slimmerty-wummerty 
Martin Going what’ 

Tristan No, no Don’t let’s go into it 

Percy (cheerfully) Get a load of this, Mr Sprott (He soimds a 
deep sustained note on the serpent ) 

Tristan Percy, you’re a marvel Deeper, as Shakespeare nearly 
said, than Punnet ever sounded 
Percy It’s m the bag, eh. Miss Leeds’ 

Paula You’ve only to grow the whiskers, Percy, and then you’ve 
got somethmg there 

Tristan (suddenly decisive) Percy — ^take Miss Punnet and old 
Mr Punnet and the serpent into Studio Two and give them all some 
tea (Daisy and Percy help Punnet ) Give the serpent a saucer of 
milk I’U jom you when I’m feehng a httle stronger Trot along, 
Daisy, and just keep gomg over your hnes 
Daisy (crossing as Percy assists old Punnet) “Good evemn’ all 
— IS my grand-dad ’ere ” 

Tristan Yes, yes, Daisy, that’s the idea Only not a^m here 
I’m not feeling very well 
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Old P*UNNET suddenly and angrily snatches the serpent from 
Percy These two, Percy and Daisy, go trooping across, the old 
man muttering “slummerty-wummerty, etc , as he goes Percy 
closes door Tristan stretches out on two chairs, exhausted, down 
left During followmg dialogue Martin sits at EUycraft’s desk, 
Paula on arm of settee 

Martin (with quiet despair) It isn’t like this here all the tune, 

IS It’ 

Tristan (dreamily) Not quite all the tune 

Paula (dreamily) Sometimes nothing happens for days and days 
on end Very restful really 

Tristan This hell on earth we’re havmg now is due to my 
enthusiasm for my Barset programme I never ought to have touched 
those Punnets I freely admit it now I was carried away by my 
enthusiasm ' 

Paula Where’s the rest of your local cast’ 

Tristan They won’t be here for hours They’re just ordinary 
plain folks, not like the mad Punnets Are they lettmg you go back 
to London, Bradburn’ 

Martin I got through to Radio House, but of course Barton 
and Rudolph were out I’m going to try again later I can’t stay 
here Even if I wanted to, there isn’t room for me 
Paula There really isn’t room for anybody except Copley and 
a couple of admiring secretanes 

Enter, with the same hesitant manner. Sir Reginald 
Sir Reginald Oh— good afternoon Is — er — Commander Copley 
m’ 

Tristan No, he isn’t back yet But he said you might be pop- 
ping in 

Sir Reginald (surprised) Oh— I say — did he’ 

Tristan I thmk he did (To Paula) Didn’t he’ 

Paula Yes, he asked us to amuse you until he got back 
Sir Reginald (still surprised) Oh— really- I’m rather surprised — 
I didn’t — er — expect 

Tristan He said you might be interested to learn a thmg or two 
about broadcasting 

Sir Reginald Well — ^yes, of course, I would I don’t know 

anythmg about it — really — and I suppose you people 

Tristan (gnmly) Yes, we know all about it Don’t we’ 

Paula (same tone) We do 
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Martin And I’ll say we do 

Sir Reginalo Yes, well — of course — ^I’d be delighted Can’t 
begin learning too soon {Sitting right of desk ) 

Tristan (rises and sits astride front chair) Well now, you see 
before you three employees of the Enghsh Broadcastmg Company 

Sir Reginald And — er — what do you do’ 

Paula We’re all producers This is Martin Bradbum This is 
Tnstan Sprott And I’m Paula Leeds 
Sir Reginald And — er — what do you produce’ 

Martin (gloomily) Jolly entertainment for the million 

Tristan We’re m the drama department, and — ^with a bunch of 
other people — ^we handle plays, poetry, readmgs, and a sort of hybnd 
product of dreary mformation and ham acting known m the trade 
as a “feature” 

Martin (rises, down to right of Runton) Some of us were very 
excited, at fct, by the possibilities of broadcastmg as a medium I 
know I thought that with such a vast audience we ought to be able 
to provide some fine stulf on a grand scale I really beheved the air 
could really be used as a sort of huge People’s Theatre Big stuff done 
in a big way, and handled professionally On a kmd of Reinhardt 
scale 

Paula Don’t I know that dream’ The best plays, the best actors, 
the best producers We all thought that ought to be possible 
Sir Reginald Quite, qmte But — ^then — er— isn’t it’ 

Tristan Do you ever listen to our programmes’ 

Sir Reginald The 9 o’clock news occasionally and some 
of those jolly httle nature talks but don’t listen to much really 
Tristan WeU, you see, the whole thmg comes out of the spout 
watered down for safety 
Martin And for economy 
Paula And for stupidity 

Martin (turning on Sir Reginald) If only the programmes 
weren’t made up and cut mto smppets for half-wits who can’t con- 
centrate for more than five mmutes at a time — one half-wits’ mgiht 
a week would be enough, if you ask me 
Paula Yes, we might caU it Half-wits’ Ni^t too, and that would 
sell It 

Martin Bntish broadcastmg at present is mostly just amateurs 
mside havmg fun among themselves to amuse amateurs outside 
Nobody on the staff in authonty is an artist or even a good show- 
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man They don’t know what real entertamment means Why, the 
stuff IS stale before the public gets it 

Tristan Where are the shows of yesteryear"^ Why, right here, 
in our programmes 

Paula And we’re all typed so stupidly Just because I’m a 
woman I get handed all the old lace and lavender Any scnpt with 
a sedan chair m it flies to me like a honung pigeon 

Martin The trouble is, you see — ^by the way we’re not bormg 
you, are we"^ 

Sir Reginald Not at all Most mt’r’stmg You were saymg"^ 

Martin The trouble is, the English Broadcasting Company is 
all wrong from top to bottom It’s run as a kind of Civil Service 
department with a bit of broadcasting tacked on as an after- 
thought 

Tristan (nses and sits on back of sofa above Paula) The people 
who do the broadcasting, beheve it or not, are the least important 
on the staff 

Paula If you will fool about with microphones m studios, you’re 
kept in the slave class 

Tristan What’s really important is our enormous Organisation 
department, crammed with rehable chaps who work out that if a 
half-hour programme starts at eight, it ought to finish round about 
eight-thirty 

Martin And they obstruct us on prmciple I think most of ’em 
hate broadcasting and so do all they can to strangle it 

Paula Half the time, it’s just plain jealousy, though They thmk 
that producers have a high old time at rehearsals, drinking cham- 
pagne out of actors’ shppers 

Sir Reginald Really — and of course — ^I don’t suppose you do, 
do you"!^ 

Paula Hardly ever But what with all this pohcy nonsense and 
orgamsmg and admmistenng and timidity and red-tape, we’re so 
cluttered up with these dead-heads that we can hardly breathe, let 
alone move 

Martin {squatting beside Sir Reginald) Now here’s something 
you won’t beheve — ^yet it’s true and absolutely typical A new 
deputy-assistant director-general — ^and we’re stiff with deputy- 
assistants and assistant-deputy-assistants, and the rest of it — ^well, 
as I say, a new deputy-assistant D G has been appointed to lord 
it over us, and do you know where he comes from*^ 

Tristan And this, believe it or not, is the truth. 

[ 273 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 

Martin {standmg right of Sir Reginald Slowly and impressively) 
He comes — from the Board of Fisheries 
The three of them begm laughing 
Paula (laughing) Straight from his files on the Herrmg Fleet' 
They laugh 

Sir Reginald (apologetically) Well — ^you know — beheve there 
are one or two quite intelligent — er — ^administrators — at the Board 
of Fishenes 

The others laugh again 

Martin (indignantly) Yes, but what m the name of thunder do 
they know about broadcasting‘s 

Paula I’ll bet this Sir Regmald What’s-it never even hstens m 
Tristan And any moment now he’ll come bouncing in here, 
askmg idiotic questions and then firing even more idiotic memos at 
us The whole E B C system is cock-eyed 
Martin Half-witted 
Paula Wasteful, pedantic and stupid 
Martin (sits right) And that, my dear sir, is broadcastmg 
Sir Reginald (who appears to have been cornered and overwhelmed) 
Yes— I see — ^well, you appear to have veiy strong views — really I 
hadn’t the least idea 

Haycraft and Percy, with scripts, etc , enter and cross, pre- 
paring to broadcast The other four are grouped upstage, with 
Sir Reginald facmg the other three and with his back to studio 
end Percy is preparing his effects Gronova enters hastily, 
without looking at Sir Reginald, and takes her place at piano 
Bob and Hetty now enter looking furious, and quarrellmg 
Hetty {to her chair, reckless of being overheard) And after all 
I’ve done for you' 

Bob (angnly) Well, what have you done for mo's You talk as if 
I’d been pardysed for ten years' 

Hetty You were paralysed half the tune when I tned to make 
something out of you 
Bob You made something out of mef eh? 

Hetty Oh— shut up' 

Bob And you shut up' 

Paula (explammg sweetly) Just Aunt Hetty and Uncle Bob 
getting ready for the Children’s Hour 

As they tcdoe their places, still muttering and glowermg at each 
other, CopiMX enters 
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Tristan (to Sir Reginald) Oh, sir, here’s your fnend Com- 
mander Copley 

Sir Reginald (turning distinctly) Oh — (rises) — Commander 

Copley — ^I’m Sir Reginald Runton 
Copley What — our new deputy-assistant director-generaP 
Tristan (in anguish) Oh — slummerty-wummerty^ 

But Gronova turns excitedly on her piano stool 
Gronova (rises) Sir Reginald Runton"^ 

Sir Reginald (surprised) Yes (Turns to her ) 

Gronova (joyfully) Topsyf 

Moya drops an armful of music on Tristan He and Martin 
dive on floor to pick it up 
Copley (shocked) Topsy f 
Haycraft Quiet^ please^ 

A steady red Everybody frozen^ except for their eyes^ which 
express their bewilderment, consternation, etc Haycraft begins 
in the most arch manner 

Haycraft Hello, Children ^ This is Uncle Fairfax, talking to you 
from the Barset Regional Studio And here’s Aunt Moya, all ready 
at the piano — aren’t you, Axmt Moya‘S 
Gronova (rather shakily) Ye — es, Uncle Faxf— Fairfax (Plays a 
little run ) 

Haycraft And Uncle Bob’s here too 
Bob (in deep, still cross voice) Yes, I’m here, Uncle Fairfax 
Haycraft But where’s Axmt Hetty this afternoon*!^ Aunt 
Hetty, Axmt Hetty » I say children, this is serious No Axmt Hetty 

Percy now solemnly opens and closes door effect 
Hetty (doing running in effect) Here I am so Sony, Uncle 
Fairfax Hello, children ^ 

Sir Reginald (innocently forgetting) I say — ^rather jolly that * 

He IS immediately sh-sWd and almost collapses 
Haycraft And now that we’re all here, children, we’re going 
to give you another adventure m our senal, Elsie and the Pirates 
Some Pirate music please, Axmt Moya 

Sir Reginald offers Copley a cigarette Gronova obliges 
with some pirate music Music starts 
You’ll remember that we left the pirates all having a tremendous 
fight among themselves 

Percy clashes cutlasses, etc, while the cast do atmospheric 
noises— groans, shouts, etc 
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Hetty (pi httk-girl style) Oh dear, Elsie thought, whatever shall 
I do If I run away I shaU never be able to find the treasure No, 
I won't run away I nmst be brave 

Haycraft Just then she noticed that one of the biggest and 
strorge^t of the pirates, with an enormous black beard, had stopped 
fighting (Percy stops knives ) Perhaps because he was hurt, and was 
sitting groaning just near her hiding place So she crept out 
Percy makes sea noise 

Baa (in pirate style) Ohhh' (Groans) Them tarnation old wounds 
o’ mine is opemn’ agin 

Hetty (as Elsie) Mr Pirate' Please Mr Pirate' 

Bob (as Pirate) Oo’s a-whispenn’’ Why — stap my vitals — ^if it 
isn’t the little gal' 

Hetty Mr Pirate, are you hurt’ 

Bob I be mortal bad, missie, mortal bad Get me a camkin o’ 
rum, missie 

Hetty If I do, will you help me to find the treasure'? It belongs 
to my grandfather really, you know And I know he’ll give you a 
big reward, and then you needn’t be a pirate any more 
Percy stops sea noise 

Bob Missie, I never wanted to be a pirate, s’elp me Bob Bnng 
me a swig o* rum, sharp (Groans ) 

Percy picks up, earphones off 

Haycraft So Elsie ran below, for she knew where the rum was 
— for, as you know, Elsie was a clever httle girl and noticed every- 
thmg — and then she humed back — (Percy taps his feet and moves to 
left of Bob) — and gave the rum to Blackbeard 

Bob Air— bless yer httle ’eart ’Ere goes — ^yer ’ealth, missie 
Percy does loud gurglmg effect 

Hetty What did you want to be, Mr Blackbeard, mstead of 
bemg a pirate? (Percy ready with knives ) 

Bob (whispermg) A market gardener, missie, out Sa&on Walden 
way Now, if you pronuse that if I helps you to git the treasure, you’ll 
set me up m a mce market garden out Safifron Walden way, then 
I’m yer man, see*? 

Hetty Oh yes — I promise And thank you' Isn’t this exciting^ 
(Percy clashes kmves) 

Haycraft But it was even more exci(mg than Elsie imagmed, for 
just as she and Blackbeard had agreed to find the treasure to^tha:, 
the fitting among the pirates suddenly stopped (Percy stops 
Jauves and puts them down, picking up drum-stick ) 
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Bob (m another voice) A sail' A sail' 

Percy now does distant gm effect One bang on drum 
A frigate o’ the line She’s firing across our bows, an’ a signalling 
of us to stop 

Percy does three bangs on drum 
Hetty Oh dear — this is going to be very difficult 
Gronova plays softly 

Haycraft (very arch) Listen again, children, in a fortnight’s tune 
to another thnUing adventure of Elsie and the Pirates And listen 
to-morrow to your friends Goosie and Henny Good night, children 
Hetty, Bob and Gronova Good night, children 
Haycraft (super-arch) Good night, children, eveiywhere 

Quick curtam as red light goes out and Gronova plays louder 

End of Act Two 
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As before, e\emng 

Just before rise of curtain we hear the piano being played Door is open 
Tristan playing puma, Hetty at desk sitting Bob down left sitting 
on small table 

Hetty Well, aren’t you going to teU us what we ought to do’ 
Do I go on living with him or don’t I’ 

Bob {hastily Rises and crosses to settee) Now just a moment , don’t 
start making a personal favour of it like that We agreed 

Hetty (cutting m) We agreed to let Tnstan decide for us, so don’t 
start arguing all over again 

Bob (angrily) I’m not arguing all over agam I was going to say 
that we’d agreed to let Tnstan decide 

Hetty Well then, why don’t you shut up, and let him decide? 
Bob sits m small chair left 

Tristan (stops playmg piano) But I can’t attend to your problem, 
can’t give it my full attention, until I know what’s become of those 
three local idiots My programme will be on the air in an hour, and 
half the cast hasn’t turned up Give me a chance 
Edna looks in 
(Up to her) WeU, Edna’ 

&>na The man at the garage at Long Boopley says they left there 
all nght, after he’d done something to the magneto He says we 
haven’t to worry 

Tristan (cheerful now) All nght then, we won’t worry 

Edna But I suppose I’d better nng up the other place — ^Burset- 
ford — to see if they know anything about them’ 

Tristan Yes, though they’ll probably be here now before you 
get through No need to worry, though, that’s the pomt 

Edna A call came through from London for Sir Regmald Run- 
ton — 

Tristan Oh dear' Oh dear, oh dear’ 

Edna I told them to try the County Hotel I think he’s dining 
there 

Betty With Moya’ 

Edna Yes, I beheve so (Gomg ) Well, I’ll nng up Bursetford 

[ 278 ] 



ACT m 


GOOD NIGHT CHILDREN 


She goes out 

Tristan (sits cross-legged on floor with playmg-cards Cheerfully) 
Let’s hope Moya is putting in some very heavy do-you-rememher- 
darhng work on him, or some of us are sunk But there’s no need 
to worry about my cast It’s on its way So now, children, I eixamme 
your problem m the spint m which it ought to be exammed And 
I say to you, giving you at the same time an old man’s blessmg, 
forgive and forget Hetty, if you take my advice you’ll forgive him 
Bob Now wait a minute What’s all this forgivmg about’ 

Hetty (indignantly) You’re not going to tell me now I haven’t 

plenty to forgive My lord, when I think 

Tristan (cutting m) Now, now, now, comrades' Not agam 
And to you. Bob I say — ^hfe is too short and we are creatures of 

sorrow — ^be tolerant Hetty has her faults 

Hetty (angrily) It’s not Hetty’s faults we’re talkmg about 
Bob Of course it is 

Hetty What, after the way you went on this afternoon' 

Bob There isn’t a man ahve who wouldn’t have Tnstan, I 

appeal to you 

Tristan (cutting in) No, no, no Don’t disappomt me After all, 
hfe IS hard, my fnends There is nothmg we can do, in the end, but 
be kind to each other So — ^forgive and forget You two, with all 
your faults, were meant to chensh each other So give him a smile, 
Hetty Bob, open your arms And bless you, my children' 

Bob (disgusted) What is this — a musical monologue’ 

Moves up to piano and leans on it looking upstage 
Hetty (rises) I thought you’d give us a bit of sensible advice, 
not “Bob, open your arms” Look at him' 

Sits in desk chair 

Tristan But this isn’t the right spint at all As we travel along 
life’s hi^way, we must greet each moment with a smile and turn to 

each fellow wayfarer with lovmg-kmdness 

Hetty (bitterly) Wishmg you a merry Chnstmas and a happy 
New Year 

Tustan Now look at me What a day I’ve had so far' Includmg, 
don’t forget, givmg the lowdown on the whole E B C to its new 
deputy-assistant D G , little Reggie Runton But am I cast down? 

Do I lose my bnght friendly smile’ Do I (Breaks off because 

Edna enters agam ) 

Edna They got as far as Bursetford and then the car broke down 
agam ard so they gave it up as a bad job 
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Tristan (leemmg on sofa Horrified) Do you mean they’re not 
conung here’ 

Edna Yes AU three of them have gone home 

Tristan (furious) My godfathers* Completely let down* That’s 
the last time I ever ask any of these bulloek-witted rural stinkers to 
do any thin g for me, the very last time Why was I ever condemned 
to do programmes m this manure-heap, teU me that? (Sits settee 
Groans ) All nght, Edna 
She goes 

Hetiy Can we get anybody here to help us with the programme’ 

Tristan We’ll have to, that’s all 

Bob I can always do a good double 

HBrnr Your only double is whisky 

Tristan (gloomily) That’s an idea — ^whisky The best thin g we 
can do now is to get screaming drunk We’U never get through this 
programme sober Let’s go and join Martm Bradbum at the Lwn 

I left him there, putting ’em down steadily And as for you two 

(Back to cards) 

Hetty (after pause) Well, what about us two’ 

Tristan (picking up cards) If you want my advice, you’ll give up 
trymg to live together Obviously you don’t reaUy like each other 
'V^^at’s the use of spending your tune having rows’ 

(indignantly) What d’you mean — ^spendmg our tune 
having rows’ 

(rises Indignantly) Who told you we didn’t hke 
each other? 

Bob Let me tell you this, Hetty and I can get on better together 
than any couple I know m this barmy broadcastmg company of yours 

Hetiy Yes, and we don’t need dnnk to do it on either, do we. 
Bob? 

Bob No, we don’t, Hetty At least — ^not much Now hsten to 
me, Tristan, when you’ve seen as much of life as I have, when you’ve 
been around and seen what a miserable mess most people make of 
It, the last thing you’ll want to do is try and separate two hard-workmg 
d^ent pro’s who are fond of each other and know how to look after 
each oAer 

Hetty That’s nght, Bob Here* 

Bob (crosses to her) Sorry I threw my weight about, old gul 
Won’t happen agam 

Hetty Never mmd, Bob It was half my fault (Lookmg indig- 
nantly) My word, if one took notice of some people* 
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Bob He’s young and silly He’ll ham 
Tristan Now I only 

HjETTY (severely) You’ve said enough for one night Come on, 
Bob, I know you’re dying for a drmk 

They go out, affectionately 'Tristan looks after them in comic 
despair On their exit Tristan crawls across to piano 

Tristan plays a few notes of ^^The Dead March" — then on 
Copley’s entrance chcmges to “A Life on the Ocean Wave" and 
stops when Copley speaks 

COPIBY and Dorothy, dressed for going out, now enter 
Copley is spreading himself on some glamorous tale of his service 
life They come down centre 

Copley So I said to Jumbo, “Look here, old boy, you and I can 
take on a dozen of these dagoes, can’t we’” And Jumbo said, “You 
bet your hfe we can, Coppo ” They called me Coppo m that ship 
But things weren’t looking too bnght The first dago pulled out a 
kmfe You know what these chaps are 
Tristan (who wasn't asked) Yes, by Gad, Sir' Always ready to 
pull out their kmves, but when it comes to war, terrified of the 
bayonet — cold steel 

Copley Well, you know, that’s about it Just show ’em the 
bayonet 

Tristan Just show me the bayonet, and see what I’d do Tnstan 
Sprotto would run quite as fast as any dago, Coppo 
Dorothy (possessively) TeU me what happened afterwards It’s 
finghtfully exmtmg But don’t spoil it now 
CoPiEY No Remind me to finish the yam at dmner We’re 
gomg across to the County for a bite of food 
Tristan And I’m gomg across to the Lwn for a gallon of whisky 
Copley Everything aU nght? 

■Dustan Everythmg’s splendid I’ve carefully insulted tire E B C 
to one of Its semor officials Half my cast aren’t commg at all The 
other half— the mad Punnets — seem to have disappeared We’re on 
the air m less than forty mmutes, and, if tone allows, I propose to 
get screammg drunk 

Enter Martin 

Martin (to Trisian) I thou^t you were commg back to the pub 
Tristan I am 

Dorothy (ro Cohey) Shall we go? 

Martin Are you gomg to the pub too? 
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Copley I’m giving Dorothy a bite of dinner at the County 

Martin (looking carefully at theni) Do I congratulate you 
both*^ 

Dorothy and Copley look at each other, embarrassed 
I beheve I do too' 

Copley Well, what do you say, Dorothy’ 

Dorothy Oh — all nght — ^I suppose it was bound to come out 
soon 

Copley We’d meant to keep it quiet for a month or two, old boy 
— ^you know, bit embarrassing for us both — but — ^well — seeing you’ve 
guessed it 

Tristan (shaking hands with Copley) I think it’s wonderful 
Martin (shaking hmds with Dorothy) So do I 
Tristan It’s a perfect match (Tristan and Martin shake hands 
across centre and down ) That’s what I say, and I shall go on saymg 
It When people ask me what I think — and they will, you know — 
I shall say “I think it’s a perfect match ” 

Copley (shakes hmds again with Tristan) Thanks, Tnstan 

Flatters me too much, of course — but still 

Martin No, I don’t think it does I might have done at one 
time, but now I don’t 

Dorothy (amoyed) You’re not bemg insultmg, by any chance, 
are you’ 

Copley No, Dorothy, of course he isn’t 
Tristan No, Dorothy, of course he isn’t Martm couldn’t insult 
anybody or anythmg — except of course the entire Enghsh Broad- 
castmg Company — about which we’ll all hear more later (Martin 
moves up to desk ) 

Dorothy All nght Come on, Arthur 

They go out, Dorothy with a fine possessive car 
Tristan (sits on arm of settee) It’s mce to think that Copley’s 
called Arthur 

Martin Now why didn’t I realise before how tembly stupid that 
girl is? 

Thbtan You weren’t m a fit condition to Teahse it She’s one of 
the stupidest girls m the E B C and that’s saymg plenty But then 
you’re one of those clever fellows who are idiotic when it comes to 
women 

Martin (risa^' I was, but I’m learning Where’s Paula’ 
TtaSTAN Cjone home long since 
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Marun I call that a dirty tnck (Sits on downstage edge of desk 
centre ) 

Tristan Why, you can’t expect her to hang about here all night, 
on the off-chance of amusing you ’ 

Martin I oughtn’t to expect it, but somehow I do Pity she isn’t 
more attractive 

Tristan Don’t be a dam’ fool 
Martin What does that mean‘s 

Tristan I thought you theatrical producers were supposed to 
have eyes 

Martin Some of us have 

Tristan Then take a good look at Paula next time That is, if 
there is a next time, and we don’t all get the sack, by special couner, 
to-night 

Marun I suppose we might What are you gomg to do then’ 
Tristan I shall disgmse myself as an Armenian astrologer and 
let my mother keep me As a matter of fact, we’ve done nothmg to 
deserve the sack and if we had, the E B C wouldn’t sack us They’ll 
just find some way of kilhng us by inches, in the decent Civil Service 
fashion 

Enter Job with record of ‘^Shepherd’s Hey” 

Joe They’re back, Mr Sprott 
Tristan Who is’ What is’ 

Joe Them Punnets 

Martin (rises) I’m gomg back to the pub (Gomg towards door ) 
Tristan Wait for me Order me a double horse’s neck 
Martin goes . 

Tristan (to Job) How are the Punnets? 

Job Mad as hell They’re asking for you Shall I send ’em m’ 
Tristan Certainly Joe, certamly They’re all I’ve left for to- 
night’s programme 

Jcffi D’you know what I thmk, Mr Sprott? 

Tristan Yes, Joe You think it’s all escapist and that we ought 
to be domg a programme all about the town drains, with an interlude 
for you to tell us about your Toscanim rehearsals 
Job (solenmly) Allow me to fimsh, Mr Sprott What I thmk is 
this — ^that the sooner these outsiders are stopped from commg m to 
do bits m programmes the better There ought to be a radio trade 
umon, and no outsiders allowed 
Tristan What about Toscanim’ 
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Joe He’d join the union (Crosses and puts record in position 
upstage ) 

The Punnets burst m They are carrying several awkward- 
shaped parcels, but no serpent They are very angry 

Daisy (loudly) My grand-dad says ’e’s ’ad enough 
Tristan Had enough‘s He hasn’t begun yet 

Daisy ’E says ’e’s going ’ome An’ I’m not goin’ to tiy an’ stop 
’im, becos I’ve ’ad enough too 

Tristan But why‘> We’ve all been very mce to you, haven’t we? 
Daisy No, yew ’aven’t Not a single one of you ’cept Mr Hay- 
craft, an’ ’e’s gone 

Tristan But he’ll be back to do the annoimcmg 

Daisy ’E’ll do no announcin’ for us, wiU ’e, grand-dad"? 

Punnet (winding himself up to speak, and clutching at various 
parcels) Grrrrr f Oi make nuthin’ of it at all, this yer E B C (Crosses 

to right o/ Tristan ) Nuthin’ at all, oi don’t It be aU — all 

Tristan (triumphantly) I know Slummerty-wummerty 
Punnet (snarling scornfully) Neow — ^yew’re wrong, young Tnan 
(Loudly, to Daisy) Daft in the ’ead, this un be, as I tould ee 
Tristan (conciliatory) Well, I may be a bit daft m the head — 
wouldn’t be at all surpnsed — ^but this afternoon you said it was aU 
slummerty-wummerty 

Daisy It’s worse nor that now, ain’t it, grand-dad? 

Punnet (triumphantly) Ay Oi’ve got a word for im — for all this 
yer foohsh E B C wamsy — ^ay, masters — for neow oi think it be all 
midgety-madgety Neow more an’ neow less nor midgety-madgety 
(Looks round triumphantly, as if for applause) 

Job (seriously) I ask you, Mr Sprott, how are you going to make 
a revolution of the workers with types like that about? 

Tristan (moves a little nearer to Joe) Well, he seems to be maktng 
one all nght 

Joe No education, that’s the trouble 
Daisy Don’t you be insultmg 

Punnet (stdl havmg trouble with his parcels, but now launched mto 
big speeches and enjoymg himself) Eddication, young man' Oi tell 
ee— -It be all yer mimsy^mamsy eddication an’ yer midgety-madgety 
E B C an’ the hke ’at’s takm’ the lads out o’ the fields an’ the maidens 
out o’ the dames 

Tristan (hedps Punnet to adjust parcels, forcefidly) Now look 
here, grand-da^ never mmd the big agncultural issue just now The 
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point IS, you promised to help me to-night with my Barset progr amm e 
and now you say you won’t 
Daisy He thinks he did it this moimng 
Tristan Oh— my hat' But explam, that was only a rehearsal 
Joe We’ve tned him but he won’t understand about rehearsals, 
Mr Sprott No education, see*^ 

Daisy So now he wants to go home — an’ I don’t blame him — ^the 
way we’ve been messed about to-day somethmg shameful 

Tristan (making a last attempt) Now look here, grand-dad, I 

Punnet (Au hig speec/i) Grrrrr' If oi’d the care of ee, young man, 
oi’d grand-dad ee wi’ a big stick, oi would — ay, masters, oi would 
— ^to knock parcel o’ daftness out o’ your head Eddication' EBC, 
an’ woirseless' Can ee do hedgin’ an’ ditchm’’ Can ee harrow an’ 
plough an’ mow an’ reap‘d Can ee milk a cow or calf a cow*^ Can 
ee dip a sheep or shear a sheep'^ Can ee ring a pig"^ Can ee harness 
an’ droive a team o’ horses'^ Who were the best bee-keeper there 
ever were i’ North Barset*^ 

Tristan You were 

Punnet (tmonphantly) Wrong agam, young man, for it were ould 
Sam’l Daggs out at Little Fitchington Yer know nuthm’ but bits o’ 
mimsy-mamsy, midgety-madgety (Moves right, taking Daisy’s hand 
Tristan follows, then Punnet turns on hm ) It’s the first toime yer 
get Matthew Punnet to yer E B C an’ it’s the last Oi promised to 
play me serpent for ee, an’ oi played un this marmn’, so now oi be 
off home (Crosses to door ) 

Daisy (stopping) But where is your serpent, grand-dad’ 

Punnet (passes Daisy across himself to door and she exits) ’Old 
yer tongue, girl, an’ be off home, where we belong proper Let un 
' keep bloody ould serpent (Tionmg m doorway to IteTAN ) 

He goes out hurriedly 

"Dustan And that, Joe, just tears it (Staggers across to left and 
sits on effects box) Now there can’t be a Barset programme The 
hsteners will get thirty minutes of gramophone records and I shall 
most certainly get the boot Well, remember me to aU the boys, Joe 
Job Now Mr Sprott, it isn’t as bad as that You’ll manage 
somehow 

Tristan Not this tone, Joe Sunk without a trace I knew it this 
monung when I woke up Somethmg told me 

Enter Paxela She has changed her clothes, taken off her spec- 
tacles, etc , and now looks very attractive m^ed 
Paula Good evening, Tnstan. Hello, Joe 
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Trktan (sadly) Hello, Paula You look beautiful I feel like 
death 

Paula Tell me afterwards I want Edna 
Joe ru tell her 

Goes out up right 

Paula (to downstage edge of piano) What about Sir Regmald 
Runton*^ 

Tristan He’s giving Moya dinner at the County, and for all I 
know, they may be doing a big Chekhov act together — ^telling each 
other over the prunes and custard that m a hundred years time hfe 
will be vexy beautiful But what I do know is that he’s talkmg to 
London, and London’s talking to him 

Paltla With certam names, no doubt, passing along the wire 

Tristan No doubt, no doubt A brewing of hell broth Mean- 
while, to give It a seasonmg, there’ll be no “Down Here in Barset’’ 
programme to-night 
Paula I’ve heard you say that before 

Tristan But then I had most of my cast Now I haven’t any, 
except Hetty and Bob And it’s too late to change the scnpt No, 
It’s gramophone records to-mght, and curtams to-morrow 
Enter Edna She is dressed to go out 
Paula (crosses down to centre) Any telegram, Edna‘S 
Edna Yes, it came about half an hour ago over the telephone 
(Reads It) “Harland agreeable to your producer if you msist Blake’’ 
Paula Good' 

Tristan What is all this about, Paula‘S 

Paula I’ll explain later Does anybody know where Martin 
Bradbum is*^ 

Tristan Yes, he’s across at the Lion, domg some serious dnnkmg 
Paula Edna, you’re going home now, aren’t you? 

Edna Yes, unless you want me for anythmg. 

Paula No, thanks But would you mind lookmg m at the Lion 
on your way, and asking Martm Bradbum if he’d mind coming back 
here to see me about something Say it’s important 
Edna I’ll go now 

Tristan I’ll be going there myself m a mmute 
Paula No, you won’t You’ve a programme to do 

Tristan I tell you — ^theie can’t be a programme 

Paula All right, Edna You tell him Good mght 
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Edna {going) Good night, Miss Leeds 

Tristan By the way, Copley and the Limple girl are tied up 

Paula No I 

Tristan Yes, definitely Already the salad bowl from the staff 
and the fortnight in Torquay are stirring in the womb of Time 
Paula Does Martin Bradburn know‘s 
Tristan Yes We congratulated them 
Paula Did he mind’ 

Tristan No, the cure’s complete 

Paula Thank goodness' (Turns up to desk) 

Tristan Why’ 

Paula Well, I hate to see a man making a fool of— (Sits at desk ) 
Tristan Yes, yes Yes, yes, yes Qmte so 
Enter Brenda hurriedly and excitedly 
Brenda (breathless) Mr Sprott' 

Tristan (preparing to go) No, Brenda, a thousand times no 

Brenda (getting in his way) Oh — but please listen, Mr Sprott 

Tristan The smallest mutation from you, Brenda — ^the tmiest 
flick of Beatnce LiUie or Gertrude Lawrence — ^at this moment, and 
I fell you to the ground 

Brenda No, please, Mr Sprott, it’s not that 

Tristan What, no impersonation’ 

Brenda Yes, but 

Tristan I don’t care who they are, Brenda— English, Amencan, 
even Chinese — I won’t have ’em 

Brenda (pleading hard) But this is different You’ll want it to- 
night Listen' (In perfect imitation of Daisy Punnet) “Good 
evenm’ all Is moi grand-dad ’ere’ 

"Dustan (impressed) I say' That’s pure Punnet Go on 
Brenda (as before) “Moi grand-dad was the fomest serpent player 
in the whole o’ fiarset ‘Ere, grand-dad, wake up an’ give us all a 
tune” 

IhlSTAN Duckie, it’s perfect, but perfect You could go strai^t 
mto the programme with that 
Brenda (excitedly) Well then, why can’t I? 

Tristan You can 

Brenda (bubbling over) Oh gosh' That’s marvellous I’ve been 
peractismg for hmirs 

■Tristan (wAo has been thinking) No, it’s no good 

[ 287 I 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 


Brenda Oh— but why’ 

Tristan Not because of >ou, Brenda You’re Daisy Punnet plus 
that httle bit of something the Punnets never had But—you see, 
duckie — ^those hnes of Daisy’s were put into the scnpt simply to 
mtroduce the big star act — old man Punnet’s serpent-playmg — a 
umque turn And now the old man’s gone home, aU midgety-madgety 
Brenda Yes, but the serpent hasn’t 
Tristan Where is it? 

Brenda It’s still here {Moves to door ) 

Tristan Waiting for its mate, I suppose (Brenda stops') But, 
you see, these serpents don’t play themselves 
Brenda No — ^but— just wait {Goes to door and calls) Percy, 
Percy 

After a moment, Percy enters with the serpent 
Tristan {excitedly) Don’t tell me you can play that thmg, Percy’ 
Percy Listen to this, Mr Sprott {Sits right below Haycraft’s 
desk He plays a short jazzy phrase ) 

PAtiLA Don’t swmg it, Percy 

Tristan {kneels on settee — triianphantly) Oh — ^midgety-madgety 
— ^we can do it, we can do it Paula 
Paula Yes 

Tristan {calling across) You must read the part of Nancy, 
assistant barmaid at the old Brown Cow 
Paula But really, Tnstan, you can’t drag me mto your pro- 
gramme — especially as a Barsetshire rustic 
Tristan Why not’ By this time you’re more a Barsetshire rustic 
than anyone else in the cast — ^you’ve been down here the longest 

Enter Martin 

Bradbum, I congratulate you 
Martin Why? 

Tristan You’re gomg to read the part of Mr Caxton, a regular 
patron of the old Brovm Cow, in my programme to-night 
Martin I’m not {Up to Haycraet’s desk) 

Tristan You must Two hnes— hterally And Paula’s m it too 
Paula I didn’t say 

Tristan Besides, you two fancy yourselves as people of the 
theatre Well then, the show must go on {To Brenda md Percy) 
Come on, toots, we’ve work to do. 

They go out Percy closes door Martin stares Ojpprecmtively 
at Paula He has come dpwn to her left ) 
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Martin {admtrmgly) I say> 

Paula What do you say? 

Martin Why don’t you always looi like this’ 

Paula I try to, outside the E B C I called in to collect a telegram 
I was expecting 

Marttn (disappointed) Oh — ^you’re going on somewhere 
Paula I was To see some people I know 
Martin But you asked me to come across to see you 
Paula Yes, did you nund’ 

Martin No, I’m glad 

Paula (moves away to front of piano) You see, I couldn’t say it 
before, because of the telegram 
Martin Where does the telegram come in’ 

Paula I’ll explam later But this reaHy is important (Leans on 
piano— pauses, then earnestly ) Martin, why did you leave the theatre’ 
You were doing grand work there and you must have loved it 
Martin I did love it, but I began to feel it didn’t love me much 
Paula Not enough work? 

Martin Not enough regular work And no secunty I was 
begiiming to be fhghtened You see, I began producmg m repertory 
You know the sort of thing— eighteen hours a day, and never havmg 
time to get anything nght Then I took a chance and went to London 
Paula WeU, then you got plenty of work 
Martin I had three plays to produce m my first year One good 
one — two duds The next year, apart from some not very bnght 
Sunday shows, I only had two to produce — one a good one, but it 
was a flop — ^and the other the usual Surrey loimge-haU bit of non- 
sense, which wasn’t even a successful bit of nonsense Then I’d been 
too pleased with myself and had rows, and, I suppose, made enemies 
And then I began to get frightened No work coming along No 
money I was broke and didn’t seem to be getting anywhere at all 
I’d never bothered much about broadcastmg, hardly ever listened m 
— ^and thought radio drama just third-rate foothng stuff 
Paula Which it mostly is 

Martin Yes, but I happened just then to hsten to an E B C 
production of The Wild Duck And it was good 
Paula (very quietly) You mean the one Margaret Owen did’ 
Martin Yes You knew her, of course’ 

Paula She was my greatest fhend She died just after she did 
that prodiKjtion I begged them to do a memorial programme of h^ 
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work — a. lot of her shows had been recorded — ^but of course they 
wouldn’t They just wanted to forget her I never forgave them for 
that It was then I stopped (canng much about my work Sorry — 
go on 

Martoi {humbly) I’ve never xmderstood you at all, have I"? 
Paula No, you don’t really know anythmg about me But then 
how could you*^ 

Martin I ought to have guessed 

Pauia {sits on settee arm, facing Martin) Please go on about 
yourself This really is important 
Martin Well, after heanng that production, I thought, ‘ What’s 
wrong with domg some of this stuff’” So I made enqumes, and they 
were all very nice and flattering to me at Radio House, and after a 
short tnal tap, I signed a contract and jomed the staff That’s aU 
Paula No, it isn’t What’s happened to you since’ 

Martin Nothing very much {Moves down left ) You know that 
part as well as I do I can’t really complain If I haven’t got on too 
well, I suppose it’s mostly my own faidt 
Paula No, you’re wrong, it isn’t really That’s what we all come 
to think But it’s not true Just because, behmd all their fuss and 
silly memos, they seem easy-gomg and kind and considerate 
Martin That’s just it You know what a hell the theatre can be 
Paula Yes, but that’s because it’s alive And this isn’t It’s a 
mce, easy-gomg, kmd and considerate machme — ^but it’s still a 
machme And after a time it quietly takes somethmg vital and 
essential out of you 

Martin Yes, I’ve been wondermg about that Somethmg 
certainly seems to go 

Paula It does I’m nearly an old stager now Ten years of it 
I’ve watched ’em come and go It’s not broadcastmg itself I suppose 
at best It’s a rather hmited medium, but it can be turned into some- 
thmg vital, movmg, quite beautiful sometimes Margaret did it I 
even did it myself once or twice What’s wrong is the or^misation 
Itself, the machme It doesn’t care — ^and the people who run it don’t 
care— for that precious vital impulse which makes the artist an artist 
And so that impulse just fades away and dies And that’s why some 
of us sit about making wisecracks If we didn’t laugh so much, we 
might start to cry 

Martin But you haven’t given in, Paula You couldn’t talk like 
this if you had You’re ahve all n^t 
Paula Only just And I’m really very tough, very fierce, very 
■determined, though I may not look it 
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Martin You don’t — ^thank Godf 

Paula Besides — ^I’ve found — ^well— jcompensations 

Martin (alarmed) You’re not in Icye with somebody’ 

Paula No, I didn’t mean that 

Martin You terrified me then Listen, Paula 

Paula No, Martm, let’s finish this first It’s most important 
Never mind about regular work and security and all the rest of it 
You must get out of the E B C — at once, before it’s too late — and 
you must go back to the theatre 
Martin But who wants me’ What am I going to do’ 

Paula You’ve got to take a chance on that I may tell you that 
I’m going, as soon as they’ll let me resign, and I don’t think they’ll 
make any difllculties about that, after what Sir Regmald Runton has 
told them to-mght 
Martin That goes for me, too 

Paula Yes, that goes for you too Now you may have been 
forgotten m the theatre, you may have to start aU over agam, but 
that’s the chance you’ve got to take, Martm 
Martin It’ll be a lot worse than you think, Paula And I’m still 
almost broke 
Paula I dare say 

Martin You wouldn’t like me to kiss you, would you’ 

Paltla No One thing at a time is my motto And you’ve got 
to decide, Martin You’ve got to leap into the dark 
Martin (after a pause, decisively) I’ll do it 
Paula That’s what I wanted to hear you say, Martm I wanted 
to feel you were ready to take the chance 
Martin Well, I am And a pretty thin chance it’ll be 
Paula It’s not as bad as you think There’s a play you can do 
at once — for Harland 

Martin Harland’ But how’s that’ Whose play is it’ 

PaIila It’s mine I was determined not to tell you until you’d 
decided to take the chance Harland has accepted a play of mme for 
production at once, and he’s agreed to let you produce it if I msist 
And now — ^I do insist, 

Martin (delighted) Good lord, Paula— but this is marvellous 
(Moves to her ) What a girl* 

As he advmces upon her, Joe enters 
lOB Ahem* The httle big noise is back 
Paula. What do you mean’ 
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Joe Our new D A D G — Sir Reg So look out {Moving up) I 
think — ^fae’s bottled / 

Joe goes out fi* 

Martin He won’t have it all his own way I’m rather bottled 
myself 

Paula Now hsten, darhng, there’s only one thmg to do As soon 
as we see him, we announce that we’re resigmng 

Martin Right What’s your play called 
Paula {hastily) The Silver Ship — but we can talk about that 
afterwards 

Martin I adore you 

Paula Good And we can talk a lot about that afterwards 
But just now we’ve got to disentangle ourselves from our E B C 
contracts 

Martin I’ll bet Sir Regmald’s going to throw ’em in our faces 
Paula Here he comes 

Enter SiR Reginald with Moya Gronova They have been 
dining, and both are m fine form 

Sir Reginald {contmumg some splendid reminiscence for the admir- 
ing Moya) So he said “I don’t know why you should say that, 
Runton ” So I said, “Aren’t you forgetting one thing, Smithers*^’’ 
“What’s that‘s’’ he said “Aren’t you forgetting,” I said, “that beaten 
copper work has been one of my hobbies for over thirty years So 
I really do know what I’m talkmg about, old chap,” I said 
Gronova {earnestly) I thmk you were — splendeed 
Sir Reginald (jovicdly) A-ha — ^we — er — ^meet again. Miss— er — 

Leeds — ^Mr — er 

Martin Bradbum 

Sir Reginald Yes, of course — ^Bradbum {Sits on arm of 
settee ) 

Gronova {sits m desk chair) Paula, we ’ad the most wonderful 
deener 

Paula I thought you went to the Coimty 
Gronova We did But to-mght — ^it was all — speciale {Flashing 
a terrific gUmce at Sm Reginald ) Thanks to you 
Sir Reginald {pleased) Well — ^I always say — ^you can get a decent 
dinner out of these places— if you only take a little trouble — ^and of 
course I’m an old traveller 

Palila {stoutly) Sir Reginald, Martm Biadbum and I want to 
offer the company our resignations 
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Martin Thanks, Paula (Crosses to left o/ Paula) Yes, our 
resignations 

Sir Reginald and Gronova oreYxchanging delighted glances 
Paula We’re quite willing to leave at once We’ll go quietly 
Gronova (to Sir Reginald) What did I teU you, my deear’ I 
knew they would feel hke that 
Sir Reginald (smiling) You did Well, well, well, well' 

He IS highly amused Paula and Martin sttwe at him m be- 
wilderment 

Haycraft, Bob and Hetty come in Lights are switched on 
left and they take up positions at studio end 
Joe enters up right, crosses behmd piano to lower mike Hay- 
craft above desk to switch on standard lamp — on his entrance he 
taps Gronova on shoulder, she then moves to piano and sits ready 
Martin What’s the joke’ 

Sir Reginald (still amused) It’s not a joke really — ^but I can’t 
help being amused by the way in which you’ve misjudged the — er — 
attitude of the company and myself We’re really not hke that, 
y’know 

Percy with serpent, and then Tristan, enter 
Tristan (seeing Sir Reginald) Oh— help' 

Sir Reginald (loudly) Ah' And here’s the other culpnt — eh? 
Also ready to offer his resignation, eh’ (Moves to Tristan ) 
Tristan Let me do my programme first The show must go on 
Sir Reginald' You see, I spoke to the assistant director-general 
at Radio House to-m^t, and told him frankly what you three had 

said about the orgamsation and pohcy of the company 

Tristan All right, don’t rub it in I must go and work the panel 
for the last time (He goes mto producer's box ) 

Martin (to Pauia) Everything’s okay We’re fired 
Paula I don’t know He’s got a dangerous pleasant look in 
his eye 

Sir Reginald (loudly) Fortunately the English Broadcastmg 
Company can appreciate frankness and forthright cnhcism, so I’m 
deh^ed to teU you that you’ve all been promoted and your con- 
tracts extended 

Paula (m horror) Oh cnkey! (Sits on arm of settee^ 

Martin (At?rf{iled) What — can’t we leave? (Kneels on settee above 
Paula) 

Sir Reginald Certainly not. You’ve been promoted to the 
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Organisation Department Mr Sprott has been made Assistant 
Organiser of Overseas Religion 
Tristan {through speaker, fomfiei) What ^ 

Sm Reginald You, Mr Bradbum, have been appointed Con- 
troller of co-ordmated regional children’s programmes 

Martin {horror-struck) Suffenng Moses' {Falls on to the settee ) 
Sir Reginald And you, Miss Leeds, will be director of our new 
Mother’s Hour— “Kitchen, Kiddies and CrSpe-de-Chme’’ 

Paula breaks into a peal of laughter The red light is now 
flickering Haycraft is at the mike 
Haycraft {sternly) Qmet, please' {Announces) “Down Here in 
Barset” To-night we present another half-hour of Barsetshire 
humour, melody and folk-lore, in a programme written and produced 
by Tnstan Sprott It’s a beautiful summer mght — ^the men have 
returned from the hayfields— the door of that friendly old pub the 
Brown Cow stands wide open — “Down Here in Barset’’ 

Moya plays her tune Percy does effects They all, except Sir 
Reginald, now in background, produce atmosphere noises 
Bob {in rural voice) ’Nother point o’ colder. Rose Oi saw your 
young man over boi Jenkins’ twenty-acre 
Hetty {same style) He’s no young man o’ moine, Charhe Bragg 
isn’t — ^not smce Michaelmas Fair 
Bob Didn’t buy ee a proper fainng, oi’U be bound. Rose 
Haycraft {rural) Oi ’eard tell on ’at tew, Garge 
Paula {mflne rustic fashion) What yew tew ’eard tell on ’at isn’t 
trew would fill the Barsetshire News onny Fnday What’s for yew. 
Muster Caxton’ 

Paula and Martin are sharing a mike with their backs to the 
audience, and we see them squeezing hands behmd their backs 
Martin {rural) Pmt of old an’ mild. Miss Nancy 
PAtJLA {as bgfore) Yes, Muster Caxton Would yew be givmg us 
a song to-noigfat. Muster Caxton’ 

Haycraft We do be expectin’ your old ’ay-makm’ song to- 
noight. Muster Caxton 

Bob Oi’ll never forget the first toime oi ever ’eard that ’ay-makm’ 

song — dang my buttons {Much laughter ) Woi, look oo’s ’ere' 

Young Cherry Gooseman 

Brenda {as Daisy ) Good evenm’ all Is moi grand-dad ’ere’ 
Bob Naow, yer grand-dad’s not ’ere 

Hetty An’ that’s where yew be wrong a^un Garge OT Goose- 
man’s 'ere He’s asleep in the conffir there 
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GOOD NIGHT dHILDREN 

Haycraft Woj, so ’e be An’ only man m all Barset as can still 
play the ould serpent 

Brenda Moi grand-dad was the flinest sarpent player in the 
whole o’ Barset ’Ere, grand-dad, wake up an’ give us all a tune 

General cry of “ Wake up", “Give us a tune", etc , and then 
Percy coolly begins playing a rustic time, with just a suspicion 
of swmg about it, while gradually the others join in with words 
and as they are singing the curtain comes down 


End of Play 
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THE GOLDEN* FLEECE 

A Comedy m Thr^ Acts 




CHARACTERS 
{m the order of their appearance) 

Miss Weeks 
George Pretchet 
Elsie 
Mondovi 
Lady Leadmex 
Miss Sell 
Tagg 

Mrs Tagg 
Sir Rufus Garnett 
Lady Garnett 
William Lotless 
Molly Cudden 
Alec Rothbury 
Veronica Frensham 
Dr Plumweather 
Perkins 

Lord Fleetfield 


ACT I 

An evemng m early autumn 
ACT n 

Evening, a fortmght later 
ACT m 

Afternoon, five days later 

The Scene is the entrance lounge of the Golden Fleece Hotel, 
Cheltm^te Spa, an inland health resort. 



The Golden Fleece— Copyright, 1948 , by John Boynton Priestley 



ACT I - 


The Scene is the entrance lounge of the Golden Fleece Hotels Cheltm^ 
gate Spa, an inland health resort The set is semi-circular, or a half - 
oval shape Down right (actors'") is a smallish door leading to a 
small lounge or card room Next, right centre is the mam street 
entrance of the hotel, big doors or a swing door set inside the big 
wide doorway Next, centre back, is the curved reception desk, 
with registration books, pigeon-holes for letters at back, telephones, 
etc On left of this, which may or may not be behind prolongation 
of counter, is the door that leads into the staff part of hotel and is 
only used by employees — called Staff Door in script About middle 
of left wall is door to rest of hotel, to lift and stairs, etc — called 
Mam Door Between Staff Door and Main Door, near wall can 
be low table with lomge behind and a small chair or two, and 
another near wall between Main Door and Pros Left Another 
low table with chairs should be placed a little left of centre in mid- 
stage Near reception desk are usual notices of picture-houses, 
theatre, lectures. Royal Pump Room hours and concerts, etc The 
scene should suggest a stuffy comfort, and therefore must not be 
too modern in decoration, though not farcically Victorian 
At rise of curtain, lights are on It is late in the evening Miss 
Weeks, reception clerk, m black, neat, not unattractive, about 
thirty, with a ^^refaned"" manner for guests and a much more 
shrewd manner for others, is behind the desk, finishing up George 
Pritchet, a rather gloomy middle-aged waiter, is hmgmg cibout 
the lomge, waiting for a final order or two before going off duty, 
and emptying an ashtray, flicking away a bit of dust, etc 

Miss Weeks (just audible) And three— and twelve and six— fifteen 
and SIX — ^and eleven and six— twenty-seven shilling — one pound 
seven — ^and thirteen and nine — ^two pounds and nmepence — ^and four 
shiUings— two pounds four and nine— two — ^four-nine (Looks 

up some other figure m ledger ) Five and seven — ^seven and nine’s one 
and four — ^six and four’s ten — ^two — ^ten — ^four And three, eight, 
two That’s five — eighteen — ^six You were saying 

She books it, and looks speculatively m the direction of George 
who takes it as encouragement to eontmte a conversation that mis 
broken off 

George (gloomily) Yes, two hundred pounds, that’s all Say, 
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twenty fivere and ten tenners That’s all they wanted, and I couldn’t 
lay me ’ands on it If I coul 1, look where I’d ’ave been now 

Miss Weeks (carrying on) ! Five — eighteen — six Well, where would 
you have been’ ’ 

George (bitterly) In Preston Pans, with a mce business of me own 

Miss Weeks Eight — ^nine — five Nine — ^five — and eleven 

George And another thing 

Miss Weeks (not too impatiently) Now, just a minute Five — and 
eleven — ten, two and eight — and fifteen and four — ^ten — ei^teen 
That’s It (Gives him all her attention now ) WeU, you’re not the only 
one If everybody had their own. I’d have five thousand pounds— 
at least — and a third share in a wholesale butcher’s in Melbourne 
That’s what my mother always says Only her brother — ^my uncle 
Fred — ^it was his money and business — ^went and lost his memory 
just before he died — only the lawyers said we’d never prove it So 
It just shows you 

George (bitterly) It doesn’t need to show me I’ve been shown 
Luck' If I told you half the things that’s ’appened to me, you’d call 
me a liar 

Telephone rings 

Miss Weeks (at telephone) The Golden Fleece Hotel — ^yes’ (“J?e- 
faned" now) \^o is it, please’ I can’t quaite catch Yes, the lane 
is very bad Oh — Mrs Gore — ^yes’ On Saturday’ Yes, of course, 

Mrs Gore Did you say the First Flore, Mrs Gore’ Oh, 
Ai think so Ai’m sure that can be arranged Yes, of course, Mrs 

Gore On Saturday then, Mrs Gore (Puts down telephone 
In ordinary voice ) That’s that, Mrs Gore 

George Yes, she’s stayed with us before, Mrs Gore (Pleased 
with himself now) Here, did you notice that’ She’s stayed with us 
before, Mrs Gore — eh’ All you want’s a bit of music to it (As this 
provokes no response ) Don’t laugh 

Miss Weeks I’m not gomg to Takes more than that to make 
me lau^ this time of mght 

Yavms, then begins leisurely tidying up George goes over to 
Card Room door and peeps through She looks up and sees him 
strolling back 
Urn' 

Geori^ (gomg nearer y droppmg voice) Still there 

Miss Weeks Who are th^f’ 

George (same tone) Sir Something Garnett an’ his wife an’ that 

other pair — chap with no mannere 
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Mbs Weeks Mr Tagg’ 

George That’s nght And no classtt all 
Mbs Weeks They’ve plenty of mon^w 

George (jn despair) I dare say Bea® me how some of ’em picks 
It up Luck agam 

Elsie, a youngish chambermaid, v,ith a hot-water bottle m her 
hand, looks m hastily through Staff Door 
Elsie (urgently, in loud whisper) Miss Weeks’ 

Miss Weeks Well’ 

Elsie Is Molly about’ 

Mbs Webbb Haven’t seen her She’s not back on duty till eleven 
Elsie I know — ^but Number Eighteen’s askmg for her — silly old 
geezer I s’pose she wants Molly to smg her to sleep 
George What for? You’d do for me 

Elsie (haughtily) Don’t be personal, please, Mr Pntehet (To 
Miss Weeks) Tell Molly when she comes Number Eighteen — S O S 
Withdraws hastily 

Sound of a large car outside Miss Weeks and George look 
towards Street Door, and George moves forward, to look out 
George (whispering) Don’t think it’s anybody new The Old 
LeadmiU, I thmk (Waits at door) 

Mondovi, the manager, now enters through Staff Door He is a 
middle-aged Italian, dressed very formally m mommg coat or dinner 
jacket He has a letter or two, which he tosses on desk 
Mondovi (importantly) On Tuesday — ^the second-floor smte — 
twenty-eight an’ twenty-eight A — ^for Mistair an’ Msses Baxter, of 
Birmingham They are aU nght Vairy reech Nice-a people 
Mbs Weeks (^'refaned” again) Yes, Mr. Mondovi And Mrs 
Gore rang up to ask for the usual first flore rooms for Saturday 
and the n^t fortmght I said I was sure that would be quaite all 
raight 

Mondovi But of course We know Mrs Gor-a vairy well Always 
spenda plenty money Nice-a People — ^Vany Reech Nice-a-people 
Sound of voices outside He looks, managencdly 
Who is-a thees’ 

Miss Weeks Ai beheve — ^Lady LeadnuU 

Mondovi comes forward, ready to smile and rub his hands 
Assisted by George at door. Lady Leadmux makes a tremendous 
entrance, followed by her companion, Mbs Sell Lady Leadmill 
vs a stout, elderly woman, like a bulgmg-eyed, upholstered monster 
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She has a loud, wheezing voice They have been out to dinner, but 
are well wrapped up i 

Mondovi (now bowing an f smilmg) Good-a evenin’. Lady Lead- 
null' You enjoy your-a eve* on’ avray from us, eh? 

Lady Leadmell No, I can’t say I did veiy much, Mondovi They 
keep a very poor table up there, I must say The veal was even worse 
than yours 

Mondovi I ’ave spoken vauy speaally to chef about-a that veal. 
Lady T^a dmill An’ I am so sorry about-a your evenm’ 

Lady Leadmill Then they took us to a lecture about some place 
or other Where was it. Miss Sell’ 

Miss Sbtj. (timidly) The Adnatic coast, I think it vras 
Monixjvi (all interest and enthusiasm) Oh yais, I know it well 

Vairy mce-a Spalato — ^Ragusa 

Lady Leadmill (cuttmg in ruthlessly) I dare say Couldn’t make 
much of It myself out And the lantern shdes were most pecuhar 
Some of them had nothing whatever to do with it I distmctly recog- 
msed Market Harborough once — and another time Bury St Edmunds 
Ridiculous of the Colonel to say I dozed off How could I have 
recogmsed Bury St Edmunds if I’d dozed off’ Eh, Miss Sell’ 
Miss Sell (timidly) Well, I did think once 
Lady Leadmill (heartily) Nonsense, you never thought at all 
Did you tell Horrocks to bnng round the Rolls at eleven m the 
mormng? 

Miss Sell Yes, Lady Lead mill 

Lady Leadmill (to Mks Weeks) Where are my letters’ 

Miss Weeks Ai’m afraid there aren’t any to-naight. Lady Lead- 
mill 

Lady Leadmill Are you sure? 

Mondovi (fussily) Now make-a quite-a sure there are no letters 
for Lady LeadmilL 

Miss Weeks (who has looked again, apologetically) No, not to- 
mght 

Mondovi So sorry— not-a to-mght-a 

Lady Leadmill (stemfy) The posts here are most peculiar 

Miss Sell (timidly) Yes A letter of mme — — 

Lady Leadmill (abruptly) Good m^t 
Mbs Sell (resignedly echow^ Good m^t 
Mbs Weeks Good night. Lady LeadmiU Goodnight 

Mondovi has gone to Mam Door and now stands hoUmg it open, 
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bowing and smiling, as Lady LEAD|fEX sails through, followed by 
Miss Sell 

MoNDOVi Good joight-a, your kbyship Goo-ood mght-a 
Thank-a you so much Good mght-a 

Meanwhile, George and Miss Weeks have exchanged sigmficant 
looks of disgust Mondovi returns to see these They both look 
at him, he looks at them, is about to say something forceful, decides 
not to, gives a tremendous and most sigmficant shrug, and closes 
his eyes 
I go to bed 

Marches out Staff Door 

George, lookmg particularly bitter, comes nearer Miss Weeks 

George {with bitter parody, softly) Nice-a people' Vairy reech' 
To show what she feels about it. Miss Weeks closes her ledger 
with a sharp-tempered bang, and continues clearing up George, 
yawning, flicks a bit more ash off a table From Card Room come 
Mr Tagg, about fifty-five, coarse-gramed North-countryman, 
Mrs Tagg, a year or two younger and a simple woman. Lady 
Garnett, same age but more self-confident arid genteel, and Sir 
Rufus Garnett, a thin, worrying fellow The men are m dirmer 
jackets, and the women expensively but badly dressed 

Mrs Tagg {contmumg calculations after bridge) Now axe you 
sure we’ve got it all straightened out*^ I know I owed fifteen and 

SIX 

Lady Garnett No, eighteen shilhngs, if you remember So I 
want another half-crown 

Mrs Tagg Oh— then I’ll have to settle with you in the mommg 
—unless you’ve gpt half a crown. Father 

Tagg hands over half-crown to Lady Garnett 

Sir Rufus Good game, I thought 

Mb& TAOG{kopefidly) So did I, Sir Rufus You enjoyed it, didn’t 
you. Father’ 

Tagg {crushmgly) No, I didn’t 

Lady'Garnett Oh, come, Mr Tagg 

Tagg {same tone) I’m not blammg you But I enjoy a game o’ 
bndge when I play with people who return my leads and don’t keep 
their aces as if they wanted to go to bed with ’em. {Glarmg at his 
wife) 

Sir Rufus Now, now, no post-mortems And as the winner, I 
say— what about a drmk? 

Mrs Tagg Oo — ^not for me. Sir Rufus, thank you all the same. 
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I ought to get to bed, becaus^, I’m supposed to be down at the Pump 
Room at eight o’clock every mormng 
Lady Garnett (moving) fl think we all ought to be going to bed 
So don’t be long, Rufus 

Sir Rufus No, dear, just one for the road Eh, Tagg’ 

Moves fussily, as the two women go out through Mam Door 
Miss Weeks has now gone George is anxious to get this last 
order in, so does not bother opening the door for the women but 
hovers round the men, who now sit down at one of the tables 
What’s It to be, eh*^ Say the word 
Tagg (bluntly) Double ’Aig an’ small Polly for me 
Sir Rufus An’ I’ll have the same, waiter 
George (briskly) Two double ’Aigs an’ PoUies, thank you, sir 
Goes out Staff Door 

Sm Rufus Always enjoy a game of bridge 
Tagg So do I when it’s played properly But my wife won’t try 
and learn But I was teUm’ you about Fawcett Well, he puts up 
sixteen thousand — that is, of his own money 
Sir Rufus Well, tidy little sum 

Tagg Oh — ^Fawcett’s worth a couple o’ hundred thousand pound, 
if he’s worth a peimy What’s sixteen thousand to ’im*? ’Owever, 
that’s what he puts up, in the first place, and in the ongmal issue 
that gives ’im a controlling interest 
Sir Rufus What-for sixteen thousand'^ 

Tagg Ah— but look at the way they worked it Very clever' 
But then Fawcett is clever I dare say he doesn’t look it, but then 
a lot of us don’t look it, yet we manage to surprise some folk 
Lady Garnett Rufus' 

Breaks off because his wife and Lady Garnett have returned 
Tagg Now, what’s up now’ 

Lady Garnett We can’t find anybody to work the lift 
Mrs. Tagg I said I didn’t mmd walking up, but Lady Garnett 
wants the lift 

Tagg Well, why not? We’ve paid for a hft, why shouldn’t we 
’ave it when we want it 

Sir Rufus Qmte so Just slackness on somebody’s part Good 
deal of slackness here, if you ask me 
As George enters with drmks 

Ah— there you are, waiter Nobody working the hft, y’know K^p- 
mg these ladies waitmg Not good enou^ 
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Tagg Time you bnghtened up, 

George Very sony, sir, I expect thetoan’s gone off duty I’ll tell 
the Night Porter It’s ’is fault really | 

George goes out hastily through ^taff Door 
Sir Rufus Sure you won’t have anythmg, my dear’ 

Lady Garnett (severely) No, and if you’d any sense, you wouldn’t 
either, at this time of mght 

Tagg (heavily) I hke a drop o’ whisky before I go to bed 
Mrs Tagg (proudly) Always did, didn’t you, Father’ (To Lady 
Garnett) Always did 

Tagg It ’elps to settle my stomach (To Lady Garnett, who 
wmces ) Might do yours too I over’eard you complamm’ to my 
wife 

Lady Garnett closes her eyes George hastily returns 
George (hurriedly) He’s just gone through now 
Mrs Tagg (who is servile to waiters) Thank you veiy much 
Follows after Lady Garnett, who is stalking out 
The men are now attending to their drinks Georct is coming 
closer 

Tagg Well— all the best' (Drinks) 

Sir Rufus Cheers' (Drinks) 

Tagg Yes — there’s several of us who’s a bit cleverer than we look, 
especially where money’s concerned We’ve chaps on our exchange 
— an’ to look at ’em, yer wouldn’t think they were worth nmepence 
— ^but — don’t you make a mistake, some of ’em could wnte you a 

cheque for a quarter of a million 

George (to Sir Rufus) Beg pardon, sir, will you be waatmg 
anythmg else just now? 

Sir Rufus (blankly) Why should I’ 

George Only you see, sir, I’m gomg off duty now, an’ if you 
don't want anythmg else, perhaps you’d like to sign for these, before 
I’m away 

Sir Rufus (putting down sixpence) There you are 
George Thank you, sir Good night, gentlemen 
Exits Staff Door 

Sm Rufus (starmg after hm) Bit arbitrary, that chap, wasn’t he’ 
Pay up and let me be off— sort of thmg Eh? 

Tagg There’s one or two of ’em coidd do with dressmg down a 
hat. These old women spoil ’em My wife’s not miKsh better I keep 
saymg|o her, “We’re paym’ for it, aren’t we? See yer get yer money’s 
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worth And a smile an’ all That’s what I tell her, but it does no 
good She’s too soft 

Enter, through Mam j^oor, William Lotless, the Night Porter 
He IS a middle-aged man, with an mtelligent, humorous face, grey 
hair, clean-shaven, and \s wearing hotel uniform 

Will (richly) Good everung, gentlemen Very qmet to-night 
again, isn’t it’ (Nods and smiles and is passing them ) 

Sm Rufus Now, just a minute 
Will stops and turns 
You’re the Night Porter, aren’t you’ 

Will (cheerfully) Yes, sir Wilham Lotless is the name, and I’ve 
been Night Porter here for — oh^ — ^two or three years Anything I 
can do for you, sir’ 

Tagg Aren’t you supposed to be workmg that lift when the day 
man goes oflF 

Sir Rufus Just what I was gomg to ask 

Will Yes, that’s one of my jobs Just one of them I also supply 
any drinks that may be wanted, answer the door or telephone, 
arrange for early mormng 

Tagg All right AUnght We don’t want to know all that What 
we want to know is why you weren’t workmg that hft when Lady 
Garnett and my wife were waitmg there, a few mmutes smce 

Will (confidentially) Now, I’m sorry about that But I’ll explain 
how It IS Now the hftman goes off at eleven every mght But he 
takes his tune from the clock along there, which is always five mmutes 
faster than our clock through here And the trouble is — ^well, we’re 
both a bit stubborn about it 

Sir Rufus Seems a poor reason why guests should be kept 
waitmg 

Will That I grant you, sir, I grant it like hghtmng And if I’d 
known the ladies were waitmg, I’d have been out m a flash As I 
was — ^m a flash — ^when I did know But, you see, George the waiter 
here didn’t let on 

Tagg What’s he got to do with it’ 

Will Well, it’s like everythmg else — ^wheels withm wheels Now 
when I come on duty, George has to go off, and if there are any 
dunks wanted I serve ’em But you’ve just ordered some drinks — 
and— given him somethmg for his trouble, I’ve no doubt 

Sir Rufus Matter of fact, I did 

Will There you are Now George was after that tip, that’s why 
he didn’t tell me to come on duty before you’d ordered Not that 
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I’m blaming him, y’know Veiy natuiftl thing to do But I’m just 
explainmg I tell you, very mterestmgathis hotel busmess 
Tagg Interesting or not, you seem t,? ’ave plenty to say about it 
Will (quietly) No, sir That, doesn’t follow I can hold my 
tongue ' 

Moves away with dignity and goes into space behind counter 
where he puts on his glasses and looks at the registration book, etc. 
The other two take a look at him, look at each other, rather un- 
easily, have a drink each 

Sir Rufus (after a pause) You were saymg — er 

Tagg (with mouth-on-one-side manner) What I’m saying is that 
there’s a bit too much cheek and impudence about a few of ’em 
round ’ere for my hking 

Sir Rufus (same manner) Have a word with the manager m the 
mormng, I think Got rather a pull here, matter of fact, because I 
know Gleason well — director of the syndicate runmng these hotels 
I think I’ll just — er 

Looks romd and sees Will looking calmly in their direction 
over his spectacles, and hesitates and pauses 
Tagg What*? 

Sir Rufus Turn in, I think, eh*? (Finishes drink ) 

Tagg (gettmg up) I’m ready (Shoutmg across to desk) Lift’ 

Will comes across 

Sir Rufus I see East Africans are commg up Nice nse to-day 
Wonder if it’s too late for a flutter there 
Tagg (as they move with Will m attendance) No But I got m 
weeks ago, an’ I’m sitting tight on ’em for a bit yet 

They go out. Will bringing up rear, smiling rather mahaomly 
After a short pause, telephone on desk rings Nothing happens 
It goes on ringing Filter, Staff Door, Molly Cudden, a pleasant- 
lookmg, good-tempered, ripe woman m a clumibemuad's uniform 
She IS carrying a rubber hot-water bottle in cover under her arm, 
and a small tray with a steaming hot drink m a cup on it She looks 
at the telephone, hesitates, puts down the tray, touches it, hesitates, 
then as it rmgs again and nobody else is commg, she answers it 
rather tentatively 

Molly Goldmi Heece Hotel — ^Mrs Ferguson? Oh, she’s feehng 
a lot better Well, you see. I’m Molly Cudden, the chambermaid 
on mght duty, and I’ve just been upstairs— and Mrs Ferguson told 
me earher to look m to see if she wanted anythmg— so I peeped m 
and she was steepmg mcely Yes, I’m sure she’s a lot better 
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Oh yes, I’ve heard her talk ah 5Ut you — and her little grandson How 
IS he’ Isn’t that nice’ Good night 

Will (enters as she puts dc^wn telephone) Good evening, Molly 

Molly Good evening. Will Good job I was here to answer that 
It was Mrs Ferguson’s daughter nnging up to know how she was 
Well, what’s amusing you, Mr Lotless’ 

Will Oh, that rude chap — ^Bag or Rag or Tagg or whatever they 
call him — ^I’ve just taken him and another chap up in the hft, after 
they’d practically told me to shut up, and this Rag or Tagg’s very 
pleased with himself because he’s got a lot of East Afncans 

Molly East Africans’ Black men’ 

Will No, shares And though they’re going up, he says he’s 
holdmg on to ’em He’s clever, he is — oh — he’s not going to sell yet 

Molly Well, what’s funny about that’ 

Will (chuckling) The bottom’ll drop out of that market very soon, 
you’ll see, and those East Afncans won’t even be worth what he gave 
for ’em I tell you, it took me aU my time to keep my face straight 
when he was saying how clever he was 

Molly (staring at him) You know, I don’t understand you, Mr 
Lotless 

Will Ah — that’s how it should be, Mrs Cudden (Points to him- 
self) Mystery man 

Molly (ignoring this, earnestly) But how d’you know about aU 
these shares an’ thmgs’ Who teUs you’ 

Will Nobody tells me I work it out for myself I’ve plenty 
of time on my hands, these raghts here, an’ I read all the financial 
pages in the papers and— well, I work it out for myself I’m not 
always nght— couldn’t be, of course — an’ some weeks I take a fairly 
big loss — ^like the week before last, I took a nasty tumble on Gold 
Coasts — must have been about a hundred and fifty thousand pounds 
down on that lot 

Molly (staggered) What are you talking about’ 

Will Oh— it’s just a sort of game I play with myself, foUowmg 
the market Here, look — - 

Brings out note-book and shows her some pages 

Molly (staring) They don’t make any sense to me 

Will (pointing) Now last week I’d have made about half a milli on 
— do you see’ 

Molly But I don’t see 

Will (showing her) It’s all there, properly worked out 
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Molly (staring at him now) I do tlink you’re a funny chap, Mr 
Lotless I mean, all this — ^it’s all noting, really — ^isn’t it*^ 

WttL (gravely) All imagmary, yes, o^ course Just for amusement 
That’s the only way I’d ever do it now^I promised myself that 
Molly (quickly) Why did you — and when did you"^ 

Will (holding up warning finger) Ah' I’ve told you before, Molly 
Cudden, not to be too curious 

AsJhe looks offended, turning away 
Now don’t take offence We have our work to do — ^you upstairs, me 
down here — and we’re friends, aren’t we? 

Molly (simply) Yes, Mr Lotless I think you’re a very mce man 
— ^I’ve never worked with a mcer in this busmess — and I know that 
really you’re very clever and not a bit hke an ordmaiy Night Porter 
But, you see, when you’re so different, I can’t help bemg curious, can I ? 
Will That’s all right, Molly 

Molly (indicating tray) Oh— goodness' — ^look at that And 
Number Eighteen’s waiting for it (Takes up tray, and prepares to go ) 
Oh — ^Mr Lotless 

Will (who has gone to clear small table) Yes, Molly‘s 
Molly (hastily but impressively) You remember I told you about 
aU those papers my uncle sent — ^y’know, the imcle who died so sudden 
week before last — ^well, I’ve brought them for you to look at Y’know, 
you proimsed you would 
Will Yes Where are they? 

Molly I’ll brmg them down, when I’ve taken this to Eighteen 
and seen if Twenty-four wants her Benger’s agam Shan’t be long 
She hurries out with tray through Mam Door 
Will takes glasses, etc , from counter through Staff Door and 
comes out with several newspapers He goes behind desk with these 
and prepares to read He can now have changed lighting, so that 
there is a good light on one of the tables and over the desk and not 
much elsewhere He can hum or whistle softly 
Enter from street Veronica FIrensham and Dr Alec Roth- 
BURY She IS a very handsome gal, about twenty-eight, extremely 
weU-dressed-~she is wearmg evenmg clothes — and with m air of 
luxurious sophistication He is abouOjliirty, tall, intelligent, rather 
awkward, and wears an anythmgmt ivmaedate dinner jacket 
They have only met three or four times, but he is obviously in love 
with her, and she knows it but does not take him very seriously 
Wnx (commg forward) Good evenmg, miss Good evenmg, 
Doctor 
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Alec Evening, William ^ message for me*^ 

Will No, sir 

Alec Good' Miss Frensjbiam, have a dnnk 
Veronica (hesitating) Wi»ll, I don’t know I’m gomg m the 
monung— and 

Alec (eagerly) That’s all the more reason why you ought to have 
a dnnk 

Veronica (smiling) All nght 

They go over to the lighted table Will comes along 
I think — a gm and hme 

Alec A gm and hme And I’ll have a lager, Wilham 
Will One gm and hme, one lager 

Goes out Staff Door They light cigarettes 
Veronica (not unpleasantly) Well, the Wednesday dance at the 
Grand Hotel wasn’t any improvement on the Fnday dance at the 
Golden Fleece here, was it’ 

Alec (gloomily) No Hoped it might be, for your sake 
Veronica Why for my sake’ 

Alec I don’t go to these affairs m the ordmary way I suggested 
It just to have a good excuse to talk to you agam — ^and to look 
at you 

Veronica (after slight pause) Go on 
Alec Go on’ I’ve finished 
Veronica No more compliments? 

Alec Must you have compliments’ 

Veronica Not at all I rather dislike them fi:om the sort of men 

who are good at it 

Alec That’s not me 

Veronica I know They’re amusmg commg from you because 
they’re s® obviously agamst the gram You’re the kind of yoxmg 
doctor who loves bemg brutally frank— and rather rude In fact, I 
heard one of these old women here— I think it was Lady LeadmiU 
—com pla i n i n g about you She said she was gomg to warn your 
semor partner agamst you when he came back 
Alec (bitterly) Semor partner' Don’t flatter me Old Plum- 
ireather’s my boss, who pays me by the month And the only reason 
why I’m able to stay m this hotel is that Plumweather stays here, 
keeps a consultmg room here, and they put a bed for me m the ittle 
spare room next to it Otherwise I couldn’t afford it 
Veronica And what did you say to poor old Lady LeadmiU? 
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Aiec She came moanmg about nolAbemg able to sleep, so I told 
her she was grossly over-eating ^ 

She laughs 

No, It’s not funny It’s disgustmg T|ie old woman treats herself 
as if she was a Strasbourg goose Tea and bread-and-butter at eight- 
thirty At nine-thirty a large breakfast, and at eleven-thirty perhaps 
coffee and a cake or two At one-thirty a three- or four-course lunch 
At four-thirty she tucks into toast and sandwiches and cake At eight- 

thirty she’s eating a six-course dinner At ten-thirty 

Will has now armed with the drinks 
Will (putting them down) Qm and hme Lager 
Alec Thanks I’ll settle with you later, WiHiam 
Will Certainly, sir 

Goes back to desk and buries himself behind newspaper The 
other two drink 

Veronica But even if she does over-eat, why should you be rude 
to the silly old thing’ What does it matter’ 

Alec It wouldn’t matter if there was just one of her, but there 
ante thousands and thousands of her — ^hke — like stuffed old frogs — 
crocodiles — dinosaurs This country’s full of ’em And there they 
are, domg no good to anybody, not even to themselves — and because 
they have the money, demanding services all day long from other 
people That’s what you see everywhere m this coimtry — ^the hvmg 
waiting upon the half-dead 

Veronica That’s a cunous thmg for a doctor to say After all, 
isn’t he one of the hvmg waitmg on the half-dead’ 

Alec I’m not talkmg about the sick I’m talkmg about these 
people who have money, appetites, prejudices, and nothing else 
And I say the place is full of ’em, and we can’t get on with anythmg 
worth domg because they demand our services 
Veronica Nobody compels you to give your services 

Alec (bitterly) Oh' Now, my dear Veromca 

Veronica (coolly) I am not your dear Veromca, Dr Rothbury 
Alec (as before) I know you’re not, but unfortunately for my 
peace of nund, I’ve spent the last week imagming you were 
Veronica And you never told me' Now why have you’ 

Alec (through his teeth) Because I seem to have been silly enough 

to have — ^what do you people call it ’ 

Veronica Oh — ^we people caU it all sorts of thmgs 
Alec Don’t be so damned flippant Just remember even if this 
isn’t senous for you, it is for me 

[ 313 ] 



THE PLAYS C'F J B PRIESTLEY 

Veronica {shccrply) Now Vait a moment (Smiles beguiltngly at 
him ) Look at me 

Amc (groans) I don’t want to look at you (But he does) I know 
You’re beautiful I’ve admitted it 

Veronica Don’t be so grudging Don’t you like it’ 

Alec (muttering) I do — ^worse luck' 

Veronica (coolly) All money, y’know These clothes — and I 
assure you I woul^’t look at all the same m any old thmg— they 
cost money Figure, hands, hair, face — all cost money too Lookmg 
really attractive is an expensive fuU-time job 

Alec (miserably) AH nght, you’ve won And don’t think it hadn’t 
occurred to me I’ve been chewmg it over for the last week and not 
enjoying the taste of it 

Telephone rings Will answers it, then calls 
Will It’s the Cottage Hospital for you, doctor 
Alec Right (To Veronica) Just a minute 

Goes to telephone She watches him, smiling a little 
Yes, Dr Rothbury here I see Yes, FU come round 
Returns to Veronica, who rises 

Sorry, but I’ll have to go round to the hospital Don’t suppose I’ll 
be long, if you’d care to wait 

Veronica Too late And I’m catching the nme-fifteen to town in 
the mommg So I must say good-bye — ^now 
Alec (awkwardly) Yes — ^well 

Veronica (smiling, holding out her hand) Good-bye, then And 
thank you — ^for 

Alec (bitterly) Trying to entertam you — eh’ 

Veronica (coolly) When you’re older and have work you enjoy 

more, you won’t be so arrogant and aggressive, you might 

Alec (roughly) I might be like one of these bedside pussycats 
(Stares at her) Well, it’s good-bye And I wish now you’d never 
set foot in this place 

Veronica (a little closer, smiling provocatively) Oh — ^why’ 

Aiec (savagely) All nght, if you will ask for it 
Seizes her roughly and kisses her soundly. 

Good-bye 

Veronica (coldly) That was veiy stupid 
Alec (hastily) I know I am stupid Good-bye 
He hurries out 
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She watches him go, then takes from table rather slowly and 
thoughtfully, while Molly enters through Mam Door 

Molly (cheerfully') Good eveiung, miss I heard you’d gone 

Veronica (pleasantly) No, I go m morning You’re not on 
duty m the mornings this week, are you*? 

Molly No, miss Nights, instead They usually give me the late 
turn I don’t mind it, and the younger ones hate it 

Veronica (who has taken five shillings out of her bag) Thank you 
for looking after me so nicely 

Molly (receiving tip) Oh — thank you, miss It was a pleasure. 
I’m sure Thank you for the shoes You gave me no trouble at all, 
and It’s a mce change having somebody who’s young an’ mce-lookin’ 
an’ with all their health an’ strength I hope you’ll come back here 

Veronica (smiling) I’m afraid I shan’t, y’know Cheltmgate isn’t 
exactly my style 

Molly (earnestly) Well, I know it’s a bit — sort of— stuffy an’ — 
an’ — ^purse-proud, but for all that it’s very mce sometimes Often 
when I’ve the afternoon off I just sit down m the gardens when the 
band’s playin’ — and if the sun’s shming an’ the flowers are out an’ 
the birds hopping roimd you, it’s as pretty as a picture, an’ I just 
sit, half in a kind of dream, if you follow me — an’ — ^well, I wouldn’t 
want anything mcer 

Veronica Lovely' Good mght, Molly (Pauses, hesitating) Do 
you know Dr Rothbury? 

Molly I should think I do Lives here, you see Doesn’t hke it, 
you know Wants to be off He’s a bit silly, like all young fellows, 
but he’s a grand young man when you get to know him— very kind 
and clever with it too On at the Cottage Hospital, they swear by 
him (Confidentially, but not impudently) I think you rather fancy 
him yourself, don’t you*^ 

Veronica Good lord — ^no In fact, I’m rather annoyed with him 

Molly Yes, but what’s that’ You can be annoyed with them 
just because you’re interested, can’t you’ 

Veronica You can, but it doesn’t follow that you are Well, good 
m^t, Molly 

Molly (holding door open) Good mght, miss 
Veronica goes out 

Molly comes in and in her tidy way picks the two glasses from 
the table and goes to counter, behind which Will is still buried m 
his newspaper She waits for a moment, regarding him — or what 
she can see of him — with humorous, affectionate impatience 
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Well, I wouldn’t call you ve/y sociable 
Will (lowering the paper) ' I’ll explain 

Molly I never knew such a chap for explaining Here, what about 
these’ Shall I take ’em through’ (Indicating the glasses she holds ) 
Will (taking them) No — and many thanks for bnnging ’em, Mrs 
Cudden — but they’ll do here for the time bemg (Puts them down at 
back, then comes forward) I’ll explain Now— the reason I’d got so 
buned behmd that paper wasn’t that I was specially interested in it, 
although I see that Hamn and his gang are making a big play for 

Heavy Industnals and may catch a cold 

Molly Now don’t start on about shares and markets or I won’t 
listen Tell me why you were hiding behmd your paper 
Will Because I’d been busy effacmg myself Bemg here on duty, 
of comse, as I have to be, but at the same time, as you might say, 
bemg not here 
Molly Why’ 

Will Because the handsome young lady who has just left us had 
been having a httle private talk — a tSte-a-tSte — ^with our fnend Dr 
Rothbury 

Molly Ah, that’s why she asked about him I’ll bet you hstened 
to all they said, you an’ your newspaper' Didn’t you’ You ought 
to be ashamed What did they say’ 

Will He’s gone on her He’s smitten He’s done for Told her so 
Molly (delighted) Isn’t that mce’ But I’ve always said about 
Dr Rothbury — let the Right Girl come along — and you’ll see 
Will I can never understand why you women want everybody 
sorted out in pairs and tied up and put to bed — as if you were run- 
rung a lot of Noah’s Arks Nature’s bad enough without all you 
women eggmg her on all the time 
Molly (earnestly) I know, but look what a lot of happmess it 
bnngs too And I say — ^take a chance For I beheve in happmess, 
Mr Lotless Plenty of people don’t — ^they pretend to but they don’t, 
not nght down inside themselves — they’re against it and agamst 
people who are happy But not me (Fame) Now what did she say? 

Will Oh well, it didn’t go your way at all, this affair didn’t So 
don’t start fancymg anythmg for them It’s aU off Money again, 
you see He hasn’t any She’s got too much 
Molly Has she? News to me An’ she only gave me five shilhngs 
Will Maybe But you ought to know by this time — ^the ncher 
they are, the less they give you. And why? I’ll explain 
Molly You needn’t I’m thmking about them poor silly young 
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things If I’d known, I’d have said a jjot more to her I think it’s 
a shame A fine clever young man bite that An’ after telbng her 
that he worshipped the ground she walked on> 

Will He didn’t say that I’ll bet nobody’s ever said that outside 
of a sloppy story 1 

Molly An’ that’s where you’re wrong agam, Mr Clever Be- 
cause it was said to me — once — ^years ago — ^when I was only a girl — 
by a friend of my brother’s He said he worshipped the ground I 
walked on 

Will He must have been soft in the head 

Molly He was a bit I can see him now He had them very bght 
eyelashes, and he was a barber and his name was Cyril But for all 
that, that didn’t stop him, afterwards, from marrying a widow fifteen 

years older than he was — she owned three grocers’ shops 

Hotel internal bells rings Will answers it 

Will (at telephone') Yes, madam I’ll tell her {Puts down ) 
Well, there’s another who worships the ground you walk on — 
Number Eighteen — and she wants another hot-water bottle How 
many does that make*^ 

Molly Four The poor old thing can’t sleep, and she wants an 
excuse to tell me all over again about her daughter m India 
Moves towards Staff Door 

Will If she’d gone with her to India she wouldn’t want so many 
hot-water bottles {Just watching Molly as she goes ) What about 
those papers your uncle left you that you wanted me to go through’ 
Where are they? 

Molly {hastily) I brought them down I’ll give you ’em now 
She hurries out He puts on his spectacles, takes out his pipe 
and prepares to sit not at desk, but at a table outside Molly 
comes out with old worn despatch case or something of the kind 
Here you are I expect it’s all rubbish really — ^it looked rubbish to 
me — but you might have a look, Mr Lotless An’ I’ll brmg some 
tea in when I come down 

Will {takmg case) That’s the idea, Molly And I’ll give this stuff 
my very best attention 

She goes out Staff Door — whde he settles down to look through 
case, takmg papers out and preparing to examine them m a busi- 
ness-like fashion Before he has done more than look at the first 
document, he u interrupted by the return of Alec 

Alec Miss Frensham turned in, I suppose, as soon as I’d 
gone’ 
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Will She did, doctor 

Alec {more to himself thaii to Will) I might write her a note 
Will {coolly) I shouldn’t 
Alec Oh— why*? 

Will If they’re really interested, they always write to you If 
they’re not, then why should you bother wnting‘> Besides it’s only 
conunittuig yourself 

Alec {staring) I beheve you’re nght, though I don’t know that 
that’s any real excuse for not minding your own business 
Will {coolly) I’ve wondered about that myself Never could make 
up my mind 

Alec {still staring) Well, it’s my turn to butt in now Come here, 
William my fnend No, closer — ^that’s it Take oS your passes 
Has William standing before him in strong light He now 
takes from his pocket about half a sheet of newspaper, folded, and 
puts It across the lower William’s face, in such a way that 

he can look at the upper half of the face and at a photograph — of 
a bearded man — in the newspaper, at the same time 

My God, I beheve you are' 

William snatches the paper, gives it a quick startled glance 
Hey' that’s not mme 

Trying to get it back 

Will {determined) I don’t care whose it is, you don’t get it back 
{Stuffs It into his pocket ) 

Alec {amused, not unpleasantly) Well, well, well' 

Will {quietly) I might say,. I’ve been expectmg this 
Alec Why’ 

Will Because the other day I caught sight of a fellow who used 
to be a warder at Maidstone when I was there And he saw me too 
And recognised me 

Alec He thought he did He told me about it to-mght — ^he’s just 
been taken on as an orderly at the hospital — and when he descnbed 
you, I thought it might be you, so he gave me that cutting and photo- 
graph so I nught make sure 
Will I see What’s his name’ 

Alec Robbins 
Will That’s the chap 

Alec {hghtmg a cigarette) Better tell me the stoiy, Wilham Or 
should I call you Mr Blofield now? 

Will Wilham’s my name aryhow, but I’d just as soon you didn’t 

[ 318 J 



ACT I 


THE GOLDEN FLEECE 


use it if you’re going to be funny ab^ut this, doctor It isn’t very 
funny to me, y’know 

Axec Oh — come off it I’m not getting at you I don’t give a 
damn about your having been in jail you’ve always seemed to me 
a decent fellow, and that’s all I care about Tell me what happened 

Will In 1916, after I’d caught a packet on the Somme, I was 
discharged from the army and got a job in a shipping oflBice For the 
next four years that shipping business was a proper Monte Carlo, 
and I was good at it — I’m a born gambler, believe me, doctor — ^and 
when I jumped out before the crash, I’d got some real money to 
play with By 1930 I was worth over a miUion — at least, on paper 
— ^but there was another slump on top of us, and I’d got to take 
bigger chances I took one that didn’t come off It was a question 
of makmg some securities do more work for me than they were 
entitled to do, bit of conjunng and jugghng really I’d done it before, 
of course, but this time I wasn’t quick enough If I’d been just a 
shade qmcker, I’d be in the House of Lords now mstead of Ni^t 
Porter at the Golden Fleece, Cheltingate 

Alec I wonder if you’ve missed much 

Will Probably not But I’m not complaming I’m just telhng 
you Well, I did five years m Maidstone ’^en I came out, I didn’t 
grow my moustache and httle beard again, and I changed me name 
to Lotless 

Alec Any particular reason‘d 

Will (gnnnmg) Yes, because when I came out I’d a lot less than 
when I went in 

Alec Why didn’t you tuck away a mce httle fortune? 

Will (grimly) Because I married Yes, as they used to say. Bill 
Blofield mamed well Out of the top drawer And that’s where all 
that was left of the money went Even before I’d landed myself at 
the Old Bailey, she’d been a bit — ^well — careless, shall we say*^ Then 
once I was inside, she ratted on me good and hard Coulchi’t get a 
divorce so changed her name by deed-poU I thought once, after I 
came out, of gomg down to Cannes and just quietly screwing her 
neck round, but then I thought, “Oh — ^let her rot with it It’ll never 
do her any good, that money ’’ 

Alec But how did you get here? 

Will When I was nearly broke, I ran mto a fellow who used to 
be a head-waiter at the Ambassador I’d given him many a fiver 
He was managmg the Bournemouth Hotel belongmg to this syndicate 
Put me m as a porter Then I was moved up here 

Alec Doesn’t anybody ever spot you? 
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Will No, why should they’ When you catch sight of a clean- 
shaven night porter called Ldtless, you’re not naturally reminded of 
a bearded speculator called Blofield, especially as he disappeared 
years ago That chap Robbms is different, because he often saw me 
mside You get to know fafes in there all right 
Alex Well, pnson didn’t seem to do you any harm 
Will In a way, it did me good I was nearly a nervous wreck 
when I went m, couldn’t eat, couldn’t sleep W^en I came out, I 
could eat anytlung, sleep anywhere at any time, and was as cool 
as a cucumber Bit of a phdosopher, you might say But all the 
same, there’s a piece of you dies m those places Five years of it 
puts fifty years on to you — somewhere inside you You’re not young 
any more You’ve got your face turned towards the graveyard 
Funny, but that’s how it works 
Alec And no more gambhng on the market for you, eh’ 

Well I promised myself Never Again Just as I never take a 
dnnk— I don’t know if you’ve ever noticed I said — no more quack 
strjing dnnks — and no more conjuring tacks with paper money But 
I often mampulate the market a bit just m theory, y’know, to pass 
the time and keep my mmd hvely 

Enter Molly, through Staff Door, with tray with tea for two 
on It and a few sandwiches 
Alec Hello, Molly' 

Molly Hello, doctor, would you hke a cup of tea with us’ 

Alec No thanks, I’m tummg in Too late already, hstemng to 
Wilham’s profound discourse I’ll have a sandwich, though (Takes 
one from tray she has put down on table ) 

Will I was telhng the doctor how I amuse myself pretending I’m 
on the stock market 

Molly (pounng out tea) I know Silly, I call it 
Alec (eating) I’m with you, MoHy 

Molly I’m not sure you’ve got a lot o’ sense either. Dr Roth- 
bury Not from something I’ve heard 
Alec Oh, what’s that’ 

Molly Never you m md 

Alec I don’t mmd And it’s time I went to bed Good mght 
(He goes upstairs ) 

Will and Molly Good night, doctor 

They now settle down cosily with thevr tea, with Molly’s case 
handy 

Molly Have you loolsed through these yet? 
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Will I was just starting (Tastes tea) Nice cup of tea, Mrs 
Cudden 

Molly I’m ^ad you like it, Mr Lotless 

Well (beginning to turn over documents) Now then' Two receipts 
Licence for a gun Menu of the AnniM Dinner at the Red Lion — 
good blow-out too 

Molly Yes, I’ve heard my uncle tell of them dmners Famous, 
they were 

Will (still examining the papers) What was this uncle of yours*^ 
Molly He was head gamekeeper for Sir George Curtigan at 
Charlton Chase, and then afterwards he was a sort of bailiff Sir 
George thought the world of him I used to go an’ stay when I was 
a kid It was lovely All among thick woods 
Will (turning the papers faster) Nothmg here, y’know Old 
hcences and bills and receipts — just junk, might as well be burnt 
Hello' (Stares) No, he sold ’em Evidently owned a few shares 
m his time, your uncle 

Molly Well, you see Sir George was a big man m the City 

Well Yes, I know he was I remember him 
MoiXY You do’ 

Will Yes, I do, siUy as I look 
Molly I didn’t mean that, I 

Well (cutting in) Never mind that What about Sir George’ Did 
he put your uncle on to thmgs now and again? 

Molly Yes, that’s just what I was going to tell you 
Well (grz««ing) I know it was 

Molly Well, next time when I’ve somethmg of my own to tell, 
just let me tell it and don’t take the words out of my mouth It’s 
most aggravating 

Well (still turning them over) I’ll try not to do it again Bought 
himself a mce grave in good time, I see Another blow-out at the 
Red Lion — steak, fadney and oyster puddmg this time County Court 
summons 
Molly Eh? 

Well No, not for him Sohcitor’s letters — six-and-eight a time — 

worth nothmg now Long letter from Tasmama 

Molly My Aunt Milhe— his sister, you see 

Will Photographs now Wedding groups 

yioiJLY (suddenly alarmed) Here 

Well Why, this is you 
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She gives a sharp cry and then is silent 
He looks at it quietly, then passes it over She stares at it a 
moment, then turns her face away He looks at her curiously Then 
we hear that she is crymg quietly 

Molly {after a pause, sni£ n^ I didn’t know that was still there 

Wn^L Sorry if I’ve started anything 

Molly It was just — seeing myself— twenty years ago — so bnght 
an’ happy, thinking it was all going to be wonderful — silly young 
donkey' 

Will {quietly) It wasn’t wonderful‘s 

Molly No — it was a proper mess 

Will Same here 

Molly {staring) You as well' Why, I always thought you were 
one o’ them bom bachelors 

Will Perhaps I was But for all that I went and said “I will” 
Like you {Goes on turning agam ) Certificates now Birth, marriage, 
death You can burn nearly all this stuff, except the family souvemrs, 
if you want to keep them Hello ' {Stares, and turns over several share 
certificates) Wait a imnute, now, wait a mmute' 

Holds the certificates near the light and examines them care- 
fully Then, satisfied they are all right, looks from them to the 
wide-eyed Molly 

Great sufibcatmg Moses' {Then laughs from excitement) 

Molly Now what on earth’s the matter with you? {She takes 
up the certificates and looks at them ) Leadenhall and Lombard Trust 
A hundred shares A hundred shares 

Will {trying to repress his excitement) Yes, five hundred shares m 
a little company called the Leadenhall and Lombard Trust 

Molly {with growing excitement) But — ^are they worth somethmg 
— ^Mr Lotless “s 

Will {same tone) Now a feature of these particular shares — ^I’ll 
bet my boots — ^is that their transfer was never registered And they’re 
about ten years old 

Molly {impatiently) Oh don’t go on talkmg that silly stuff Tell 
me— are they worth anythmg? What is this company? What does it do ? 

Will {triumphantly) I’ll tell you For the last few years the 
Leadenhall and Lombard Trust has been operating as a parent or 
holdmg company {He now takes out a penal and begins mdcing 
calculations 

Moixy {impatiently) I don’t know what that njeans, but could I 
sell them and how much would I get? 
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Will (jstill calculating) This kind of company simply exists to 
hold shares in other compames 

Molly (angrily) Stop it' What could I get*^ Fifty pounds'^ A 
hundred poimds*^ 

Will (still busy with figures) Don’tJbe silly' 

Molly (furiously) You pay attention and answer me 
^ Will (not noticing her) I’m busy 

With a cry of fury she seizes the plate that held the sandwiches 
and breaks it over his head He looks at her in a dazed fashion 
She IS penitent at once 

Molly (miserably) You see, I told you I’d a temble temper 
Nobody’ll beheve I have but I have Oh — ^I’m sorry, William Have 
I hurt you*^ 

Will (still dazed) No I don’t think so 

Molly (putting a hand on his head) It’s only a httle bump No, 
It’s quite a big one 

Will (still dazed, thoughtful) I’ve always had that one (With 
sudden excitement now) Listen, Molly, I want you to let me handle 
this busmess for you 

Molly These shares*^ 

Will (excitedly) Yes It’s a tickhsh situation Take ’em to one 
of these provmcial stockbrokers or solicitors, and the clever boys m 
London would have ’em tied m knots in no time But this is just 
my hne Beheve me, Molly, I’m a wizard at it Give me a hold hke 
this over some of those boys, and I’m Buccaneer Bill again You’ll 
see Now, MoUy, we’ve been good pals Will you let me handle it*^ 
All for your sake I mean it 

Molly (who has never seen him like this) Yes, of course, William 
I trust you 

'Will, (jumping up) That’s a good gtrl And — oh' — ^what a bomb- 
shell' Where’s that London Telephone Directory of ours*^ 

Molly (bewildered) But you can’t start telephomng people now*^ 

Will (going to office) Can’t I? Don’t you worry The Cudden- 
Lotless syndicate is going to conduct its operations in the market at 
midmght Tr u nks^ Andjust watch the feathers flying' (Chuckles 
as he hastily searches directory ) Trunks Cheltmgate 175 
a personal call for Mr, Percival Vandermore, Mayfair 67325 
that’s it 

She stares at him as she mechanically puts together the tea 
things, etc 

Molly (anxiously) Wilham*^ 
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Wnx {still searching) Yes’ 

Molly {anxiously) Are you sure you’re all right’ I mean, you 
did get an awful bang on the head, didn’t you’ 

Will {chuckling) Hardly, noticed it I was too busy thinkmg 
Just leave it all to me {Into telephone) Hello, Mr Vandermore 
Yes, I know It’s late Well, it is important busmess You see, 
I represent a httle syndicate that owns five himdred shares in the 
Leadenhall and Lombard Trust Oh, no, it’s not impossible 
they’re here in front of me the transfer wasn’t registered, you 
see yes, it does make a difference, doesn’t it’ Oh no, you 
don’t too easy you see, Vandermore, this is Bill Blofield 
yes, that makes a difference too Yes, I’m jumpmg in with 
both feet No, I can’t come up and you can’t rmg me I’ll ring 
you at one o’clock sharp and I’ll have a proposition to put to 
you then All nght then, think it over, and then we’ll get down 
to tricks all nght, Vandermore, at one o’clock 

He puts down phone and looks triumphantly at Molly, who is 
standing starmg at him, open-mouthed, carrying tray 
Well, Mrs Cudden, we’ve started The Cudden-Lotless syndicate is 
in the market 

Molly {bewildered) You know, Mr Lotless, you seem — quite 
different And who’s Bill Blofield’ 

Will Oh— it’s just a name I thought he’d know 
Molly But you haven’t told me yet if I could sell those shares 
and what they’d be worth 

Will What they’re worth now is nothing to what they’ll brmg 
in before I’ve done with them You wait 

Molly {wistJuUy) Yes But there are some things I’d hke to buy, 
that’s all, and I just wondered if I was a bit better off, that’s 
all 

Will Bit better-off? 

House telephone rings He answers it 
Twenty-seven? Yes, madam Yes, I’m sure she can She’ll bnng it 
up m a few mmutes {Puts it down ) Twenty-seven can’t sleep and 
wonders if you could make her a cup of Benger’s 

Molly {backing mto door with tray) Yes, of course I can^ {Hesi- 
tates, then) How much do you t hink ’ 

Will Only a cup 
Molly No, silly, I mean me 

Will Oh— wdl, God knows what we can build it up to if I handle 
Vandermore and his pals properly and really get going You don’t 
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know where it’ll end {Casualty ) But at the moment, I suppose those 
shares of yours are worth about two hundred and fifty thousand 
pounds 

Molly gives a cry as the curtain falls quickly 

) 

End of Act One 
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Scene Same as Act One 

Late on a Friday evenings two weeks later 

At rise^ full lighting on scene This time Mam Door is wide open^ 
showing corridor to rest of hotel behind it^ and through this door 
we hear sound of dance band^ but it is obviously at the other end of 
the hotel Miss Weeks is behind her counter, as before George 
IS waiting Two young couples — men in their dinner jackets, girls 
in simple evening clothes — are having drinks, in separate pairs, at 
tables near wall Certain properties — a toy balloon, paper hat, 
false nose — on the tables suggest a mild spirit of carnival The two 
couples converse, but cannot be heard 
George (crossing over to Miss Weeks) I don’t know how they’re 
doing along there to-night, but not many of ’em’s coming in here 
Miss Weeks They mostly go and sit out in the far lounge 
George (bitterly) Yes, what there is of ’em Birthday carnival^ 
Whose birthday 

Miss Weeks Oh — ^that’s just an excuse 
George (bitterly) An excuse for what? 

Miss Weeks (severely) To tiy and give people an enjoyable even- 
ing and get a httle extra custom 

George (same as before) Carnival danced Ten bobs’ worth of 
paper ’ats an’ false noses among fifty people^ 

Miss Weeks Better than nothing What do you want*^ 

George Me? I’ll tell you what I want I want to put my feet 
up, read an Edgar Wallace, and get down three or four bottles o’ 
Gmnness 

Miss Weeks (not impressed) Well, it’s a good thmg we’re not all 
alike, isn’t it*> 

George No, it isn’t It’s a bad thmg Save a lot of bother if 
we were all ahke Trouble about you girls is— you don’t think for 
yourselves 

As he IS turning a^vay from counter, Mondovi enters through 
Staff' Door He is m evening dress, and very important 
Mondovi Oh? — ^Joq-a — ^you are notta busy a moment, eh? 
George No, sir 

Mondovi Then take a tray-a In there 
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George goes through Staff Door 

Not-a finish yet (Referring to dancing, which cm still be heard— looks 
at watch ) How many m there to-mghf^ 

Miss Weeks Well, I’m not quite sure, Mr Mondovi, because 
nearly all the outside lot come in the o:^er way, but I think, includ- 
ing our own guests, about fifty 

Mondovi Fifty — ^no good* Not a complete-a wash-out, but no 
good 

Miss Weeks Well, you see, Mr Mondovi, the sort of people who 
come to Cheltingate aren’t very lively — are they’ 

Mondovi (bitterly) I think all they want is to eat four-a big bad 
meals a day, to sleep, to dnnk-a the smelly waters 

Miss Weeks looks shocked George enters carrying tray with 
bottles, glasses, etc 
George Here we are, sir 

Mondovi To the small-a pnvate room, through the Card-a 
Room 

George crosses towards Card Room Mondovi turns to Miss 
Weeks 

If one of the girls comes with-a tray teU ’er small-a pnvate room 
through Card-a Room I give my httle supper in there (Follows 
George across) 

They go out Telephone rings 

Miss Weeks (at telephone) Golden Fleece Mr Lotless’ 

No, he’s not here yet WeU, you’ll have to nng later 

As she puts down telephone Elsie enters carrying large tray with 
napkins covering cold food, plates, etc 
Through the Card Room, Mr Mondovi said 
Elsie (grumbling) I call this bemg put on Came down, ’cos I’d 
flmshed, an’ they said, “ ’Ere, take this in ” They don’t ask the 
waiters to ’elp me with my beds, do they? 

As she goes across, George comes out and holds door for her, 
grinning 

George (sardonically) It does me good to see yer sweet snulmg 
face 

One of the men of the two young couples beckons him across, and 
m dumb show he receives payment for the drmk and a tip This 
young couple go out through Mam Door Elsie comes out Card 
Room md crosses to Miss Weeks 
Elsie (speakmg near Staff Door) What’s the idea m there? 
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Mbs Weeks (m rather superior tone) Mr Mondovi is giving supper 
to a few of our guests 

Elsie What for*^ Don’t they get enough to eat already*^ 

Mbs Weeks Just a stunt Part of the Birthday Carnival idea 
It isn’t anybody’s birthday/of course 
Elsie Oh yes, it is It’s Molly’s She told me this morning 
They’re domg all this {indicating general arrangements) for her, only 
they don’t know it 

Now she sees Sir Rufus and Tagg, who enter slowly together 
through Mam Door, deep in talk Sir Rufus is wearing an absurd 
false nose and Tagg a silly little hat They have obviously forgotten 
about them Elsie giggles 
Oh, crumbs' Look what’s blown in' 

Exit Staff Door, giggling 

Sir Rufus {as they come forward together) You mean to say — 
they never mtended to pay a dividend? 

Tagg {very solemnly) ’Course they didn’t That was the idea from 
the start ^Amd then, what ’appened’ 

Sir Rufus Well, obviously the stock went down 

Tagg Now, who’s telhng this‘s They says “Well, gentlemen, 
we’ve ’ad an offer from the Pranto Company to take over the property 

and machmeiy, an’ it’s the best we can do ’’ 

Sir Rufus Yes — ^neat, very neat' And they’re all m the Pranto 
concern, eh*^ 

Tagg They were all m the syndicate that ’as a controlhng mterest 
in the Pranto An’ they got the whole property and machmeiy for 
twenty-five thousand I teU yer, they were clever, that lot 
Sir Rufus Obviously It reminds me of a tacky httle bit of busi- 
ness that I came across about two years ago 

Tagg And that isn’t all they did neither 

Is interrupted by Mondovi coming out of Card Room, all smiles 
and little bows 

Mondovi This-a way, if you please Lady Garnett, Mrs Tagg, 
they are commg, of course? 

Tagg They’re following on And I don’t mind tellm’ yer I’m 
feelmg fairly peckish 

They go into Card Room, Mondovi remainmg at door Second 
couple go out Street Door George clears away their glasses 
Lady Garnett, in evemng dress and carrymg some carnival toy, 
enters Mam Door with Dr Plumweather, an elderly doctor with 
a very smooth manner, m a dmner jacket They are talking very 
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confidentially and halt m the centre to finish what they have to say 
before joining Mondovt 
Doctor Plumweather I can’t bebeve it 
Lady Garnett At first I didn’t want to say anything, but then 
I felt you ought to know, Dr Plumweither 
Dr Plumweather (solemn whisper) And I assure you. Lady 
Garnett, I’m very much indebted to you Of course I had other — er 
— criticisms, as you can well imagine 
Lady Garnett Yes, I thought you would have 
Dr Plumweather (pompously) The fact is. Dr Rothbury is 
totally unsuited to this class of work I don’t say he’s lacking in 
general abihty He’s not I don’t say he’s not a hard worker He 

IS But — ^well — ^he’s 

Lady Garnett (prompting him) Crude 

Dr Plumweather (archly) I won’t say it, I won’t say it 

Lady Garnett (also archly) Etiquette? 

Dr Plumweather Etiquette, my dear lady But — (solemnly, 
confidential now ) — ^between ourselves, that young man won’t be here 
much longer I’ve made up my mind 
Lady Garnett You’re very wise Not the Cheltmgate type of 
doctor at all, and never will be Ah' — ^Now are we all here‘s 

She has moved over towards Mondovt, the doctor following 
They remam there at door Lady Leadmill, carrying a sausage- 
shaped balloon, enters,followed by Mrs Tagg and Miss Sell, who 
are wearing very mcongruous paper hats All are in evening dress 
George closes Mam Door after this entrance 
Mrs Tagg (nervously endmg a long account) So now I rest them 
whenever I can 

Lady Leadmill (wAo clearly thirdcs nothmg of Mrs Tagg, stop- 
ping) Rest what‘s 
Mrs Tagg (whispering) My feet 
Lady Leadmill (aloud, surprised) Your feeti 
Miss Sell (timidly, trymg to help) Mrs Tagg was telhng us the 
trouble she’s had with— her feet 
Lady Leadmill (cw/w/Zy) Indeed' Enquire if there are any letters 
Mrs Tkgg (flustered) Oh— yes — certainly 

Turns and then sees that it is Miss Sell who ifi obeying the 
order, going to cornier 
Oh — ^I see, yes — ^I’m sorry 

Mks Sell (returning) No, Lady Leadmill, no letters 
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Lady Leadmill (sternly) The posts here are most pecxihar 
Mrs Tagg Yes, I had a 

Lady Leadjdll Most pecuhar Miss Sell, I think you’ve worn 
that paper hat quite long enough now 
Miss Sell (snatching it off^ Oh — ^yes, I’d forgotten 

Mrs Tagg takes hers off too, then looks at it admiringly and 
wistfully 

Lady Leadmill You had better go upstairs now. Miss Sell, as 

you were not mvited to Mondovi’s httle supper party 

Miss Sell Yes, Lady LeadrmU 

Lady Leadmill But don’t go to bed, as I may want you 
Miss Sell Yes, Lady Leadmill Good night, Mrs Tagg 
Goes upstairs 

Mrs Tagg Good mght. Miss Sell (Looking wistfully at hat ) 
I thmk it’s so pretty 

Lady Leadmill (sternly) For a young girl, no doubt 
Mrs Tagg (bravely) Well, I’m not a young girl (Puts the hat 
on again) But I was once 
Lady Leadmill (moving forward) Indeed f 

Mrs Tagg (following on) Yes, and sometimes even now I still 
feel a young girl 

She takes a pm and bursts the sausage balloon that Lady Lead- 
mill IS carrying Lady Leadmill turns and glares suspiciously at 
her, while she looks infiocent 

Lady Garnett and Dr Plumweather have now gone in 
Lady Leadmill, Mrs Tagg follow, the latter closing Card Room 
door behind her 

George (going over to Mks Weeks, who is now clearing up) See 
that Mrs Tagg burst old Leadface’s balloon 
Miss Weeks (looking up) She didn’t' 

George She did Quite right too' She ought to ’ave ’ad her 
balloon busted long since 

Enter through Street Door Perkins of the Gazette, about forty, 
moustache, untidy rain-coat or mac, bowler hat towards back of his 
head, and puffs great volume of smoke all the tune from his pipe 
Manner half gauche, half impudent George sees him 
Yes, sir? 

Perkins No, sir Perkins of the Gazette I v^nt to have a word 
with this young lady 

George ( htterty ) Good night, all 
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Goes out Staff Door 

Perkins (announcing himself to her) Perkins of the Gazette 
Miss Weeks What, again’ 

Perkins Well, I haven’t got anywhere yet I tried the Grand and 
the Queen’s Nobody there knew wha? I was talking about 
Miss Weeks Well, I told you I didn’t know what you were talking 
about, didn’t I’ 

Perkins You did But now — ^I’ve an idea 
Pauses, but she shows no interest 
Wouldn’t you like to hear what my idea is’ 

Miss Weeks (still clearing up) No, not particularly 
Perkins Thanks very much WeU, my idea is — may have been 
enquinng too early 

Miss Weeks You don’t call this too early, do you? We thmk it’s 
late, up here 

Perkins You haven’t got my pomt If it’s all supposed to be 
happemng late at mght, none of you people on day duty might know 
about it, anyhow 

Enter Will, through Staff Door 
Will Good evenmg. Miss Weeks 
Miss Weeks Good evemng, Wilham 
Perkins (heartily) Good evenmg, Wilham 
Will (admmistermg gentle snub) Good evening, sir 
Miss Weeks (finished now) This is our Night Porter, so you’d 
better try him now 
Will What’s this about’ 

Miss Weeks Don’t ask me I’ve given it up Good mght 
Goes, Staff Door 

Will (comes forward) Well now, what can I do for you’ 
Perkins My name’s Perkms and I represent the Gazette 
Will From London? 

Perkins The London Daily Gazette, of course, but I’m not from 
London I’m at the Manchester office Cheltmgate comes in our 
area, you see 

Will Yes, I see Why don’t you sit down’ 

Perkins Good idea’ Well, our London office had got hold 

(Sits Ifft of table ) Here, haven’t I seen you before somewhere’ 

Will (standing) If you’ve stayed at this hotel and come m late, 
you probably have 
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Perkins No, never stayed here Haven’t I seen you somewhere 
else’ 

Will Not to my knowledge, Mr Perkins 
Perkins No’ 

Will No 

They stand looking at each other, then Perkins crosses back 
and sits 

Perkins Well, it doesn’t matter This is the point (Confidentially) 
Our London office has got hold of a queer stoiy — or the begmmngs 
of a queer story, for that’s about all it is yet — and the idea is that 
there’s a big financial syndicate, which is crashing the market in a 
very grand style, operatmg from an hotel here m Cheltingate (He 
takes cigarette out of packet out of his pocket, then offers one to Will ) 
Will Nothing surprising in that Lot of nch men stay here, 
y’know 

Perkins Cigarette’ 

Will Oh, thank you, sir 

He fumbles in his pocket for matches 
You have to be pretty well-off before you need these waters and 
baths Hot sulphur water comes m with the sur-tax 
Perkins Yes, but that’s not all Accordmg to our assistant Qty 
Editor, who’s a bright lad and keeps his ears open, these chaps here, 
who are very hot stuff, do all their busmess late at mght 
Will What busmess? Stocks and shares? 

Perkins Yes, big gambhng on the Exchange 

Will How can they do that late at mght’ The Exchange isn’t 
open 

' Perkins Oh— they’ve got people domg their buymg and selhng 
for ’em m London durmg the day, naturally, but they do their work 
—send their mstnictions and aU that— late at mght It was a chap 
he knows at a big broker’s who let it shp to him So London asked 
me to come and get the story 

Will Well, all I can say is, that if anybody here was spendmg 
half the mght telephomng to London — about stocks and shares or 
aifythmg else — ^I’d be the first to know about it, wouldn’t I? 
Perkins Stands to reason Yes 
Will Yes 
Perkins Yes 

Will And I can assure you— nobody comes an’ asks me to get 
these London numbers 
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Perkins They don’t, eh’ 

Will No, they don’t 

Telephone rmgs sharply 

Excuse me (Goes — at telephone) Golden Fleece Oh yes 
yes, It IS, but rmg me m about an hour I know, but rmg me 
in an hour’s time all right (Puts it down, and comes back Casu- 
ally ) Friend o’ mme — ^wants a chat 
Perkins Late, isn’t he? 

Will He’s another night bird, hke myself 
Perkins You seem to me a ftmny sort of chap to be a mght porter 
Will I’ll explam about night porters Sit down, won’t you There 
are three types 

Perkins It’s funny how many thmgs go m threes I remember 
I once 

Will (firmly) Yes, three types of mght porters First, the fellows, 
usually young, who take it on because they’re hoping it’ll lead to a 
day job and promotion to head porter Second, the fellows on the 
other slope of the hill, who have to take mght duty because they’re 
no longer wanted dunng the day, so it’s either that or nothmg, see’ 
Then — ^the third type, who like being mght porters, just because they’re 
odd fish, misfits, eccentrics, philosophers 
Perkins And you’re a number three? 

Well I’m a number three 
Perkins I beheve you’re nght 
Will I know I’m right 
Perkins Three types I’ll remember that 
Will You might find it useful But now — ^this yam of yours, 
about the big financial syndicate working late at mght here, well — 
bit thick, isn’t it’ 

Perkins I don’t know Anything’s possible these days Now I’ve 

tried this place and the Grand and the Queen’s 

Will Well, there’s stiU the Royal and the Bnstol, and the Spa 
Hydro, though I can’t see any big financial chaps staymg at the 
Spa Hydro 
Perkins Why? 

Will It’s a temperance hotel 

Perkins WeU, I’U try the Royal and the Bnstol 

Molly enters, Staff Door, wearing long outdoor coat over her 
uniform She does not come forward but looks at and listens to 
Perkins, who is now going 
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Will No harm in doing that 
Perkins And if there’s a story, I’ll get it 
Will Got a nose for it, eh*^ 

Perkins {confidentially lijteU you — ^with me, it’s a kind of— oh — 
sixth sense I can smeU out a good story where most fellows wouldn’t 
know there was anythmg happenmg I couldn’t teU you how I do it 
Will A gift, eh’ 

Perkins Absolutely You’ll see Watch the Gazette I could have 
sworn I’d seen you somewhere before 
Will No 

Perkins Oh, well, good mght (Goes out street ) 

Molly Good evenmg, Mr Lotless 
Will Good evenmg, Mrs Cudden 
Molly What’s the matter with that chap’ 

Will (dryly) He’s a newspaper man busy taking his sixth sense 
round Cheltmgate 

Molly (rather alarmed) Here— it’s nothing to do with this — er — 
business of ours, is it’ 

Will (blandly) D’you know, I think it might be 
Molly (alarmed) Well, but 

Will (stopping her) You just leave his sixth sense to me I can 
handle him all nght He’ll never get within a mile of our story 
Molly (gazing at him earnestly) You know, Wilham, I call you 
a proper mixture One nunute you seem as simple as a baby, and 
next minute as artful as a box of monkeys 
Will Well, what’s wrong with that’ 

Molly Oh' — nothing Makes it mteresting (Taking her coat 
off) I gave myself a treat to-m^t — an I’ll bet you don’t know why 
Will I do You told me a week ago and I haven’t forgotten 
Many happy returns' 

Molly (pleased) Well now, I never thought you’d remember 
Will Never forget anythmg with a fnend in it As a matter of 

fact, I’ve— er— got something 

Molly (excitedly) What' A present — ^for me' 

Will Too early yet Somebody might come m 
Molly Yes, but you might tell me what it is 
’Will Oh — ^no Spoil it Just wait until it’s quieter 
Molly Well, it couldn’t be much quieter than it is now, but I 
suppose It is a bit too early 
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He has opened the door now Goes through and we see the light- 
ing outside, which is first at full, go down to less than half, as if 
he had switched off several lights Molly can put her coat away, 
behind Staff Door, now She is back when he returns 

Will Where did you go*^ To the p')jtures‘^ 

Molly (with enthusiasm) Yes A lovely film With Robert Drake 
m It Don’t you like Robert Drake 

Will Never seen him 

Molly Haven’t you*^ Oh — ^he’s a wonderful man Tall an’ very 
good-lookmg, but that’s not what gets you He’s got a httle smile 
— ^sort of tender — ^and — and— wistful — ^and his eyes cnnkle up If he 
turned that smile on to me, I wouldn’t know what to do And this girl 
m the film was so awful to him — ^until right at the end, of course — 
an’ she was so nasty when he kept giving her this special httle smile, 
I could have smacked her silly httle face 

Will (settling down) You were jealous? 

Molly (indignantly) I wasn’t jealous To begin with, I haven’t 
got a jealous nature And then, who’s going to be jealous about 
somebody in a film‘d I may be a bit soft, but I’m not that soft But, 
you see, m this picture, he’s a poor young man who has nothmg left 
but an old motor-car and a caravan 

Breaks off because Alec Rothbury now enters from street 
He IS in ordinary clothes — not smartly dressed but rather shabby — 
and looks rather tired and depressed 

Alec I don’t call him a poor young man if he had a car and 
a caravan 

Will He’s poor for the films They’ve a very high standard of 
hving on the Itos 

Alec Go on about your film, Molly Sorry I interrupted (Lights 
a cigarette ) 

Molly WeU then, Robert Drake’s this poor young man but really 
it turns out in the end he isn’t poor 

Alec (sardonically) I’ll bet he isn’t 

Molly But this girl he’s in love with — he thinks, and you thmk 
too till you tumble to it, she’s very nch — ^but reaUy she isn’t, she’s 
just prqtendmg So in the end it’s all right, and they get mamed and 
sail away on his beautiful yacht Lovely' 

Alec (shaking his head)^ No Eh, V^ilham? 

William (also shaking his head) Certainly not 

Molly Now what’s wrong with it? 
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Aubc To begm with, it doesn’t sound to me in the least like 
real life 

Molly Who said it was hke real life’ I don’t pay a shilhng to 
sit in the dark and look at real hfe I can see real life outside the 
picture theatre all for nothin'! I go inside to get away from real life, 
just for a mce change 

Wnx That’s a woman for you They can cod themselves, but 
they know when they’re codding themselves We don’t, and that’s 
our trouble 

Alec It’s not my trouble Mme is — I can see aU too clearly 

Molly Not you' I’ll bet you can’t see anything clearly, unless 
It’s other people’s measles or chicken-pox 

Hotel telephone rings She answers it 
Yes, of course commg now (Puts down telephone ) 

Will Eighteen’ 

Molly Eighteen Shan’t be long 
Goes out Staff Door 

Alec (coolly) I beheve you two are up to something 

Will Put that right out of your head, doctor We’re not that 
sort at all 

Alec No, I didn’t mean anything of that kind But you’re up 
to something For the last fortmght or so, you’ve looked as thick as 
thieves, and there’s something about you, Wilham, a kmd of cat- 
full-of-cream look that suggests to me you’re up to something (As 
Will is about to speak, stopping him) I’m not asking what it is 

Will (dryly) I wasn’t going to tell you 

Alec But what I should hke is a drink and a sandwich I’ve had 
a very long and dreary day to-day, with an extra two hours I didn’t 
expect at the hospital to-mght 

Will You’re looking a bit done in, doctor And you can have 
the dnnk and sandwich now, if you like, but you’d do better if you 
waited a httle longer 

Alec I don’t see that 

Well I’E explam It’s Molly’s birthday to-day and— or— -well, 
a fellow I know m London has sent a wonderful hamper for her — 
everything of the best — champagne, game pie 

Alec (surprised) For MoUy? 

Well (solemnly) For our Molly Cudden And why not? Can 
you tell me anybody here who better deserves the best for her birth- 
day than that woman? 
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Alec Yes, me Apart from me, nobody But where do J comem? 
Will It’s a httle party, and you’re mvited I know she won’t 
mind 

Alec And I accept your invitation with many thanks I’m tired, 
but I’m not sleepy 1 

Will (challengingly) You’re depressed 
Auec Yes I’m fed up 
Well This place‘s 

Alec Partly Though I shan’t be here much longer 
Will Is the sack commg? 

Alec It is 
Will Is that all? 

Alec No But it’s plenty, isn’t it? 

Will Yes, but it isn’t aU 
Alec It’s all you’ll hear 

Will {quietly, imocently) Let’s see, what was the nam? of that galf 
Alec {promptly) Veromca Frensham Here — ^what girP 
Telephone rings Will goes to answer it 
Well {at telephone, m sharp masterful style) Who"^ Yes, 

speakmg Yes, yes, I know Get m touch with Vandennore 
He’s rmgmg me later on Yes, all those are bemg transferred 
Oh, won’t I? Don’t you beheve it I’ll squeeze him so hard I’ll 
have him beggmg for mercy by this time to-morrow mght All 
nght Tell Vandennore {Puts doim telephone ) 

Alec {sardonically) Queer busmess this hotel seems to do over 
the telephone at mght' 

Will I dare say 

Alec And who is Mr Vandermore’ 

Will He’s a clever gentleman m London who knows now that 
he isn’t qmte as clever as he thought he was a couple of weeks ago 
Alec Wilham, you’re not a downnght crook, by any chance, are 
you’ 

Will {smiling) In one sense I am, and then in another sense, I’m 
not Ebccuse me, it’s tune we got the party gomg {Goes towards 
Staff Door ) You might give me a hand, dpctor 
Goes out 

Alec {callmg) All nght, coming' 

Goes towards Staff Door, but when he arrives there Well comes 
out carrymg hamper and large cardboard box Alec takes the box, 
which is on top They come forward 
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I hope aU this is honestly come by 
Wnx In one sense it is, and then in another sense, it isn’t 

Puts down hamper near table and begins unpacking it Two or 
three bottles of champagne, game pie, p&te, etc , all very sumptuous 

Alec (as it comes out) tiy hat, somebody’s spent some money 
on this lot 

Will Eveiything of the best Though I don’t suppose this sort 
of tack does you any good, does it? 

Alec (gnrming) In one sense it does, and then in another sense, 
it doesn’t (Helps to put things out) Taken in very rare doses, it’s 
bad for the body but good for the soul Taken in regular doses, it’s 
bad for both body and soul 

Enter Molly through mam door She stops m surprise when 
she sees the table 

Molly Good gracious me> Where’s all this come from’ 

Will From a fnend of mme m London — as a httle birthday 
tnbute 

Molly For me’ 

Alec And for me You'vt invited me 
Molly I’m glad to hear it With all that lot to shift 
Will I’ll get some glasses 
Molly No, let me 

Will (gomg) You stay there, and take it easy It’s your treat 
Goes 

Molly (handling the things) Look' It’s a sort of Chnstmas de 
luxe I never saw such a spread And all expensive stuff too 
Alec (deliberately echomg Will) Everything of the best But 
who’s treated you to all this’ 

Molly Don’t ask me You heard what Wilham said One of 
his fnends m London 
Alec What friends’ 

Molly Probably one of these people he’s been domg busmess 
with, 

Alec What business? 

Molly Here, aren’t you nosey? 

Alec Now, come on, Molly, I knew there was somethmg on 
between you two What is it? 

Molly I couldn’t really tell you even if I wanted to And I 
promised William I wouldn’t 
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Alec Has he been making some money for you*^ 

Molly (dodging this) Do I look as if anybody’s been makmg 
money for me’ 

Alec Yes, you do, with this stuff all round you 
Begins taking paper off champagn-^ bottle 

Molly We ought to have taken this round to the back We’ll 
look silly, won’t we, if somebody comes m here 
Alec Nobody’ll come in now You’re all ri^t Besides, Wilham 
has to be on duty in here 

Molly I hadn’t thought of that What with its being my birth- 
day, and then Robert Drake in that film, and then all this stuff I 
didn’t expect. I’m a bit hght-headed to-night 

Enter Will, Staff Door, with glasses, cutlery 
(Gaily) The doctor doesn’t deserve to be in on this, he’s bemg so 
nosey about everythmg 

Will We can’t have that Dr Rothbury, you may remember 
those fairy tales you read as a kid where you could enjoy everything 
you fancied so long as you didn’t start askmg questions’ Well, this 
IS one of them fairy tales 

Alec (holding up glass) And now a toast' Many happy returns 
and every good wish — to our MoUy 
Will (same) To our MoUy Cudden — ^the most obliging, best- 
tempered, sweetest-natured woman in the whole hotel busmess 
They drmk 

Molly (embarrassed) Now, stop that, you two, or you’ll be 
making me go all soft — an’ then I’ll start crymg — an’ a fat lot o’ 
supper I’ll enjoy Who’ll have some of this’ It looks very nch but 
It can’t hurt us much, just for once 
Passes them things to eat 
They settle down to eat and drmk, cosily 
Will This is hving on twenty thousand a year for twenty mmutes 
Molly (after drinking) Sort of gets right up your nose, doesn’t it, 
this champagne It’s not as sweet as that my sister had after her weddmg 
Alec (refills glasses With mock gravity) Good champagne isn’t 
supposed to be sweet 
Molly Why’ 

Alec Hanged if I know' 

Will (solemnly) It’s the custom m England to prefer dry cham- 
pagne, and in England we hve not by reason, not even by mstmct, 
but by custom 
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AT.B r. And that’s how the people are kept qmet Because, 
custom 

Molly Is this going to be pohtics*^ 

Alec Yes 

Molly Well, stop it, th^ No pohtics to-night, thank you 
Alec Why not*^ 

Molly {good-humotcredly but firmly) Because this is supposed to 
be my party, and I don’t hke pohtics, and if you two get started on 
’em. I’ll soon be sittmg here hke a stulfed dummy 
Will (passmg food) Have some more stuffing 
Molly Thank you Now let’sjust be cosy, for once (After pause) 
Doctor, I wonder what’s become of that very good-loofaing girl you 
were so gone on You’re still gone on her, aren’t you*^ 

Alec Not really 

Molly Go on Written all over you I wonder what she’s domg 
to-mght 

Alec She’ll be pretendmg to be amused and trymg not to yawn, 
m some expensive and ndiculous place 
Molly (to Will) It’s a funny thmg about young men — an’ I don’t 
care who tiiey are, doctors or anything else you hke — but when 
they’re feeling uneasy and a bit silly inside, they get all pompous 
Will True, true (To Alec) She’s nght, y’know 
Alec Yes, yes. I’ll admit it 

Will (to Molly) But don’t be too hard on young men 
Molly Me> Why, I love ’em nearly all Bless ’em 
Will You don’t know what it’s hke bemg a clever young fellow, 
like our fnend here But I do, because I was one once myself And 
I say that except for those occasional times when you fancy you’ve 
got the worid m your pocket, to be a clever young man is just 
hell 

Ai3C True, true (To Molly) He’s nght, y’know 
Molly And I don’t beheve it Just try bemg a woman for half 
a day, an’ then you’d know something That’s why we hke bemg 
with men We aren’t remmded of all our misenes I’m gomg to drmk 
to women— poor thmgs’ 

Alec (y/ho has been opening another bottle) Not yet Here you are 
(Fills glasses) 

Will (ramig glass) To women— excludmg naggmg wives, mter- 
fermg spinsters, buUymg nch old dowagers, cheating adventuresses, 
pert httle minxes, and 
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Alec (^pointedly) All girls, no matter how devilishly attractive, 
who put money first — and 

Molly And all female hotel guests who spill powder all over 
their rooms and leave their stockings and knickers to soak in the 

washhand basins 

They all drink off (Molly Hic^ 

Here, if I don’t eat more an’ drmk less, I’ll be tiddly {Suddenly notices 
cardboard box ) What’s in that box*^ 

Will {noticing it) I’d clean forgotten that {Goes to it, and begins 
opening it ) It’s for you 
Molly {excitedly) For me' 

Will Birthday present 
Alec {dryly) Fnend m London? 

Will Friend in London Now, just hold your breath — oh' — and 
close your eyes • 

As she stands with closed eyes, he goes over and puts a magnifi- 
cent fur coat into her outstretched cams She feels the thick soft 
fur, then opens her eyes wide in astonishment, stares at it as she 
holds It out to see it better 
Molly {gasping) Christmas' Oooo — ^look' 

Alec We axe looking We’re overwhelmed 
Will {complacently) You’ve got something worth having there, 
Molly 

Molly {all excitement now) But — I mean — ^this can’t be for me 
Look at It' 

Will Certainly it’s for you Try it on 

Molly But — ^I’ve never even dreamt of ever havmg a coat hke 
this It’s a real one, y’know— I mean to say — not one of these imita- 
tions you see about — absolutely real 
Will You can bet your hfe it is 

Molly Yes, but — mean — me in this Why — ^I’d never 

Auec Go on Put it on 

She does, almost like a child Then is delighted with herself, 
being luxurious m it, rubbing her cheek against the collar, etc 
Molly {at end of this) How do I look in it? SiUy, I expect, eh? 
Will SiUy nothmg' You look grand, doesn’t she’ 

Al^ Straight from Bond Street 

Molly You’re just making game of me 

Will We’re not You couldn’t look better 
Alec We can hardly believe you know us now 
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Molly {domg creditable mutation of fashionable woman, commg to 
them) Oli—but— of course' Dr Rothbury, I believe, isn’t it*^ I 
thinlf we met the other mommg m the Pump Room, didn’t we’ And 
Mr Lotless too' How d’you do’ Such a delightful place you have 
heah, isn’t it’ 

Will {entering into thu) 6)h— fnghtfully jolly— Lady Bilgewater 
Molly {as before) May I join you’ 

Will Dehghted, dear lady, absolutely dehghted' 

Molly {tappmg desk and imitating Lady Leadmill) Are there 
any letters for me? 

Will {imitating Mondovi) Miss-a Weeks, make-a quite sure there 

are no letters for Lady Bilgewater 

Alec Not to-night. Lady Bilgewater 

Molly {as Lady Leadmill) The posts here are most peculiar, 
most peoiihar 

They all laugh uproariously 

Molly {very much herself again) Well, I’m not taking it off, 
though It’ll be just like me to go an’ mess it up now {She stops and 
looks earnestly at Will, and speaks with impressive seriousness ) Now, 
tell me, honestly, is it all nght me taking this coat? 

Will {gravely) If it hadn’t been all nght, do you think I’d have 
let you have it? 

Molly But — ^you didn’t buy it, did you? 

Will Me' All the money I have m the world couldn’t buy the 
coBar, let alone the coat 

Molly I don’t see that Didn’t I say, the other mght, that you 
ought to take 

Will {hastily cuttmg vi) Never mmd what you said Careful now' 
Molly {realising Alec’s presence) Oh — ^yes Sorry! Though I 
don’t see why 

Will {cutting in again) Well, I do {To Alec) Excuse me, 
won’t you? 

Alec Yes, but you might as well tell me 
Will Not just now What we want is another toast 
Alec {showmg slight signs of tightness) I’ll give you one To 
blazes with old Plumweather' 

Moixy No, that’s not very nice Besides, I’m sure Dr Plum- 
weather’s done nobody any harm 
Alec There you’re wrong He may look a harmless old pussy- 
cat, but really he’s a pest and a menace Instead of being a man of 
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science, winch he pretends to be, he’s something between an old 
charlatan and a nch old woman’s butler He doesn’t speak or even 
think the truth He doesn’t care about anythmg but fat fees and fat 
dmners He’s an example of what’s wrong with this pussy-footed, 
nch old man’s country And if you won’t dnnk bun to blazes, I 
will (Raises his glass ) To blazes with bid Plumweather, and may 
he soon find himself trying to remove a perforatmg appendix at 
three m the mommg m a slum tenement (Drinks ) 

Molly (also showing slight signs) If I didn’t think you were very 
unhappy about that Miss Frensham, I wouldn’t allow you to talk 
like that, just when we’re trymg to be cheerful and cosy 

Alec I have a terrible contempt for your Miss Frensham 

Molly Not you' 

Alec I repeat, a terrible contempt Charmin g? No doubt 
Beautiful? Perhaps But what is she really? I’U teU you S ome thing 
out of a glass case, to be bought with money Now there’s solnethmg 
to dnnk to — ^the end of the reign of money Eh, Wilham? 

Will (fishing m hamper) I’ve got somethmg for that toast Brmgs 
It out, and pulls cork out as he speaks ) Some old hqueur brandy 
Just what we need now 

Molly Not for me, thank you And you two want to be careful 
Alec Certamly not We’ve been careful too long That’s our 
trouble 

Molly (as if suddenly remembering) Here — William Lotless — 
didn’t you teU me — and more than once — ^that you didn’t dnnk 
any more? 

Will I did But to-night I do dnnk And I give you om: young 

mechcal fhend’s toast — to the end of the reign of money 

Molly I hke that from you, when you’re always talking and 
thinking about money' 

Will (to Alec) Isn’t that like a woman' If you saved one from 
drowmng, she’d renund you that you promised to keep your clothes 
dry To the end of the reign of money 
Auec To the end of the reign of money 
Molly To the reign of the end of money 
Will Now do you want me to explain about money? 

Molly ] . ^ No 

Auc 

Will (as if begimmg lecture) Money' Money' It’s a servant 
that’s become a master 
Alec True, but not very origmal 
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Will Money — ^was intended to be simply a sign, a token, a con- 
vemence — ^somethmg like a — ^well, a railway ticket That’s aU But 
what’s happened to it‘> Got all out of hand Become a source of 
power The way we allow people to handle money as power, it’s just 
as if we let ’em handle battleships and bombmg squadrons for their 
own private benefit ® 

Alec You’re right there, Wilham (To Molly) He’s nght there 

Molly Oh— he’s often right (To Will) Is that all"? 

Will (who has found a large cigar m the hamper and is now ready 
to light It) All’ Of course it isn’t all Now the first thing you 
have to do is to take most of the power away from money In fact, 
pnvate money should be just pocket money That’s the only kind 
of money I beheve in — ^pocket money Everybody should have pocket 
money and nobody should have any other kind 

Molly What’s the difference’ 

Will Pocket money is just short-range, personal money, to be 
spent on — ^whatever you fancy You can’t use it to make me do some- 
thing for you in a year’s time, as if you had a pistol at my head You 
can’t send it out to mcrease itself, while you sit back and watch it 
grow 

Molly But you said the other mght that’s just what we were 
domg — ^I mean, m this funny business vnth all these shares — and now 
you say 

Will But I’m telhng you now how thmgs ought to be, not how 
they are We’re only domg what everybody tnes to do We’re not 
doing anything wrong 

Molly It must be wrong if you think it isn’t right (As he tries 
to cut in) No, no, no — ^now let me get a word m 

Alec Quite nght It’s your birthday party — ^not his 

Molly Now I say it’s all very well, aU this clever talk about how 
thmgs ought to be, but if we think something’s wrong, then we 
ou^tn’t to do It ourselves Somebody’s got to make a start, haven’t 
they? 

Will No It’s a question of a system, not just of people themselves 

Molly Everythmg depends really just on how people treat each 
other If people aren’t wilhng, and kmd, and hopeful, then it’s all 
up But if they are, then it’s all nght 

Will Now, you can’t begin to 

Molly (cuttmg in ruthlessly) I can begin (Hic ) I’ve begun I 
think that where the trouble starts is that some people are dead against 
happmess They can’t have it themselves, so they’re going to spoil 
It for other people They don’t like hfe at all, these folks— they’d 
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like to be safe an’ dead, only they don’t know it, or perhaps they 
never wanted to be bom — an’ so whenever they see a bit of life 
springing up, they want to tread on it They go rolhng round hke 
— ^hke tanks — ^an’ God help any little piece of happiness that’s in the 
way Now I don’t say there’s a lot of these people 

Alec I do Millions and milhons ol ’em 

Will I’m not sure we aren’t producing more and more of 
’em 

Molly Now why should we be’ 

Will Because of the way most people have to live Now take 

Alec (boisterously cutting in) Take another drink Must have a 
toast (As glasses are being filled) My turn too 
Molly Well, make it something good 

Alec (solemnly) What about the Leeds and Liverpool Canal 
Company, coupled with the London School of Tropical Hygiene and 
Major Butterworth, secretary of the North Cheltmgate Golf Club? 

Molly (seriously) That sounds silly to me What about Absent 
Friends’ 

Will I haven’t any 
Molly What? Not one’ 

Will Not one 

Molly Well, you poor thmg' (To Alec) What about you? You 
must have plenty 

Alec (seriously) Four perhaps No — ^three Well, be on the safe 
side, and say two 

Molly Good gracious me, I’ve dozens an’ dozens 

Will (cutting in solemnly, raising glass) Molly’s Absent Fnends 

Alec (same) Molly’s Absent Friends 

Molly (same) Oh— nght, then Absent Fnends — bless ’em 
(Drmks ) 

Molly (hiccup) 

Alec (laugh) 

Lady Leadmill Well' 

There is a sound at Card Room Door, which now opens Mon- 
Dovi IS holdmg it open, and Lady ImDMiLL, Lady Garnett, 
Mrs Tagg come out, followed by Dr Plomweathbr, Sir 
Rufus, Tagg, and finally Mondovi himself Tune should be given 
for aU these to emerge and fan themselves out and forward a little 
They have been chattering as they come out, but surprise silences 
them, as it has also silenced die opposite groigi of three The 
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silence is finally broken by a roar of laughter from Alec, at whom 
the guests stare angrily 

Tagg (annoyed) Can’t see anything funny about it 

Mondovi (coming forward, furiously to Molly and Will) Funny > 
Eet IS dis-a-graceful Whatf are you two doing-a here — eating-a — 
dreenking-a 

Alec Oh — that’s my fault If it hadn’t been for me 

Molly (cutting in, firmly) It’s nothing to do with Dr Rothbury 
You see, it happens to be my birthday to-day— and 

Will (cutting in) I’m responsible for this bit of gaiety out here, 
not her It was my idea 
Lady Leadmill (hoping to crush hm) Indeed f 
Will (who is still smoking his cigar) Yes, indeed 
Lady Garnett (to Molly) May we ask whose coat you’re wear- 
ing‘> 

Molly (indignantly) It’s my own It came as a present 
Lady Garnett Really' 

Molly (same tone as Will above) Yes, really 
Tagg Cheeky talk now' 

Mrs Tagg Yes, but it may be her own coat 

Tagg (rudely) Just take a look at it, and then ask yourself how 
chambermaids get coats hke that 
Alec Don’t be such a lout 
Tagg What*? 

Will (coolly) He said “Don’t be such a lout” 

Mondovi (spluttering with rage) Fmeesh' Absolute fineesh' To- 
morrow— you go 

Dr Plumweather (pompously) Just a moment, Mondovi Dr 
Rothbury’ 

Alec (calmly) Yes, Dr Plumweather’ 

Dr Plumweateier I’ve been looking for a good opportumty to 
say somethmg to you, and you’ve provided me with one 

Alec (to Molly and Will) What did I teU you’ It’s here — 
the sack 

Dr Plumweather (annoyed) The sack' Yes, exactly And the 
sooner we part company, the better 
Alec I quite agree 

Dr PLUfiTWEATHER And let me tell you, that until you acquire a 
few decent manners and a sense of proportion you won’t get very far 
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Alec (warming to it) And let me tell you, that untd you acquire 
more skill and honesty, which isn’t likely now, you’ll stay as you are 

Dr l?UMWEATsm. (angrily) You confounded young ass’ 

Alec You pompous old donkey’ 

Molly Hiccup’ j 

Lady Leadmill (beginning in awful tones) Young man 

Alec No, thank you I haven’t to hsten to you any more 
Mondovi (who has been dancing with impatience) Please-a, 
please-a, ladees an’ gentlemen, let-a me speak-a for a moment, 
because I am vairy ashamed Nevair, nevair does it happen with 
me before You two — (pointing to Molly and Will) — ^fineesh with 

this hotel — ^you go in the mornmg — out — ^fineesh 

Sir Rufus Don’t blame you Probably been helping themselves 
to your stuff too, eh? Champagne’ 

Well (coolly) Bolhnger ’28, too How do you hke that? 

Lady Leadmell Well, I don’t propose to stay down here all 
mght 

She begins moving forward Molly hastily puts herself m front 
of Mam Door, facing them all 

Molly (with growing agitatiorij Just wait a mmute Nobody’s 
going yet 

Mondovi (spluttering) You are drunk’ You are mad Come 
away 

Molly (stopping him with her voice) You be qinet Wilham there 
— ^and I — ^^ve worked very hard at this hotel We’ve always tned 
to be obhgmg and make everybody comfortable Even if we have 
made a bit of a shp to-mght, we haven’t done anybody any harm 
You wouldn’t see us sacked, turned out, like this, would you’ 

Mrs Tagg (timidly) Well, I must say, speakmg for myself, I 

don’t see there’s much harm 

Tagg (m fierce whisper) Now you shut up' 

Mondovi (wagging threatening finger) I teUa — you — fineesh — 

fineesh— thees hotel— all hotels 

Molly You hear him? Anybody got anythmg to say? 

Mondovi Yes — ^feeneesh— out 

There is a moment's silence while Molly stcwes at them all 
Molly (urgently) When I think of all that I’ve done — ^an’ with 
never a word of complaint — ^an’ not even askmg for any thanks — 
why — damn your eyes, the lot of you’ You’ll turn us out, will you? 
Well, we’ll see William Lotless, you keep telhng me I’m really a 
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nch woman Does it mean anything or have you just been having 
a game with me’ Am I nch’ 

Will (coolly) Certamly you are 

Molly Am I nch enough to buy this hotel’ 

Sir Rufus Oh — areally — ^bis is too much' 

Will (fo Sir Rufus) Don’t worry You’ve heard nothmg yet 
Molly (impatiently) Never mind him Answer me Can I buy 
this hotel"’ 

Will You don’t need to buy it Say the word, and it’s yours 
Mondovi (almost moaning) Oh — ^what ees thees’ All dronk-mad ' 

Will (masterfiilly) You be quiet or you’ll talk yourself cle£in out 
of the hotel business (To Molly) You don’t need to buy this hotel, 
because three days ago you — ^acquired a controlhng interest in Spa 
Hotels and Catenng Limited, which owns this and six other hotels 
Sir Rufus (as the others stare silently) You don’t expect us to 
beheve that, do you? 

Will You can please yourself 

Tagg Why, there’s half a milhon of good property in Spa Hotels 
Limited 

Will (taking papers from pocket) Chicken-feed' Now, all of you, 
I know you hke money, so just take a good look at Mrs Cudden 
there, because if she could reahse on all her holdings to-morrow she’d 
be worth — (glancing at his figures) — ^well — at a conservative estimate 
— ^say, one million four hundred and fifty thousand pounds 

Mondovi (droppmg into chair) One milh — oh' — ^lachnmae 
Christi' 

Lady Leadmill This is a most extraordinary busmess 

Molly (sharply) Yes, but the only part of it that concerns all 
you IS this I’m closmg this hotel as soon as I can — ^to-morrow, if 
It’s possible We’re not going, but you are, the whole lot of you 
And as you may have a good deal of pacfang to do soon, don’t stay 
up too late Good night 

Dr Plumweather (looking at her with interest) Well — of course 
— if this IS true 

Lady Garnett (same look and tone) It makes rather a differ- 
ence — 

Molly (fiercely) Not to me it doesn’t Good mght 
Sir Rufus (conciliatory) But — ^really now — — 

Molly (very fiercely) I said good night 

Her moral superiority is so evident that they go out meekly, all 
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but Mondovi, who is standing now but still dazed As the last of 
the guests are going. Will goes over to Mondovi and taps him 
on the shoulder 

Will You go out that way {Pomts to Staff Door) 

Mondovi Meester Lotless, I deed not-a know 

Will (firmly) Pop off That way ^ 

Mondovi goes 

Alec (to Will) Look here, is it true’ 

Will Every word I’ve been playing the market with some 
shares she had left 

Molly now sits down left of table and bursts mto tears 
Now why? Why*^ 

Alec Just reaction Nerves 

Molly (indignantly, through her tears) It isn’t nerves I hate them 
all And now I hate myself 
Alec (soothingly) Now, now, now* 

Will has now gone to telephone Perkins enters briskly 
Molly (explosively) I’m ashamed of myself (Cries again ) 
Perkins Hello' Perkins of the Gazette 
Will (now dialling at telephone) Oh — ^my God' 

Perkins (advancing) What’s all this? What’s all this‘s 
Alec This is one of our chambermaids She’s just heard she’s 
worth one milhon, four hundred and fifty thousand poxmds, has 
a controllmg interest in Spa Hotels Linuted, has just closed this hotel, 
IS turning everybody out to-morrow, and is now enjoymg a good cry 
Perkins (cynically) Thanks veiy much (Indicates his leg) And 
now pull that one 

Alec (to Will jocularly) He thinks I’m pulhng his leg 
Perkins (with tremendous irony) Oh no' I’m only a reporter — ^I 
beheve eveiything (Chiefly to Will) Well, I tried the Royal and 
the Bnstol Nothmg domg Then it suddenly came over me — ^ten 
mmutes ago — that there’s nothing m it 
Will (snll at telephone) Sixth sense? 

Perkins Sixth sense, old man I said to myself, “You’re wasting 
your time here, old man,’’ I said “There never was a story in Chel- 
tingate, and there never will be Get back to Manchester ’’ So I'm 
catching the 12 45 Bye-bye, everybody (Humes out) Bye-bye, 
everybody— -one miUion four hundred— ha, ha' 

Will Just one of the bloodhounds of the Press (Into phone) 
Yes, I want Mr Vandermore Oh, yes, he will 

[ 349 ] M* 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 


Molly What are you going to do now’ 

Will I’m going to make some more money for you 
Molly (distressed) Oh — stop it I don’t want any more 
Will (telephoning) Vandermore’ All nght Lotless 

here Now hsten to me ^ Don’t get cold feet, Vandermore 
I thought you were a good gambler or I wouldn’t have taken you 
m with us 

Molly (half crying) You’re different already Not half so mce 
I don’t want any more 

He hushes her fiercely, and then concentrates, snapping out 
“All nght ’’ “What of it’’’ etc , as she dabs at her eyes and 
realises it is hopeless trying to stop him, and the curtain comes 
quickly down 


End of Act Two 


I 350 ] 



ACT HI 


The Scene is the scone as before, a week^ter Afternoon, with strong 
sunlight from street and above, as if through skylight The scene 
looks different now Clearly it is not being used as an hotel any 
longer The tables and chairs are no longer neatly arranged The 
reception desk is not in use 

At a table just in front of desk is Miss Weeks, who now looks like 
a busy typist in a broker's office There is a suggestion of barricade 
about the door and windows Actually the door has its blind 
drawn, but there is a peephole through the blind that George, 
the waiter, but no longer dressed like one, uses to see who is wanting 
to come in, for the door is carefully locked Just cfter rise, the 
telephone, now on Miss Weeks’s table, rings hard She answers 
It George is standing near door 

Miss Weeks {at telephone) I’m very sorry, madam, we can’t 
No, but at present the hotel is closed 
George {sardonically) Say we can sell ’er some mce shares 
Miss Weeks {telephone) No, I don’t know when it’ll be open 
again And good day to you {She dials and waits ) 

Elsie enters through Staff Door carrying smcdl tea-tray 
Gkirge For me? Thank you, dear 

Elsie {contemptuously passing hirti) For you ' T-t-t-t This is for 
Mr Lotless {Haltmg a moment, with deceptive kindness ) Would you 
hke some tea? 

George Yes 

Elsie {crushmgly) Then go and make some 
Elsdb goes triumphantly into Card Room 
George {to Miss Weeks) You see' 

Miss Weeks See what? 

George That’s what you get for bemg affable Been my mistake 
all along Too fiiendly and easy-goin’ If I’d been more stand- 
oflBish, do you know where I’d be now’ 

Miss Weeks {wearily) Yes, with a nice little business of your own 
m Preston Pans {Goes on with her work, ignoring his glare ) 

After a moment, we hear Will’s voice booming angrily from Card 
Room, dien Elsie, lookmg rather scared, returns from there, 

Elsie {confidentudly) Isn’t he in a temper? 
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George {ironically) I wouldn’t be suipnsed 
Euie Not anything like so nice as he used to be Is he. Miss 
Weeks 

Miss Weeks He’s working too hard And he doesn’t get enough 
sleep Life he’s leading is enough to put anybody on edge 
Elsie Well, I must say 

Elsie breaks off because Will now comes hurriedly out of Card 
Room He is in his shirt sleeves, smoking a cigar, and somehow 
looks like a busy financier and not like a night porter at all His 
manner is brusque and dommeermg He throws some documents 
on Miss WeeiJs’s desk 

Will {curtly) Make two copies of them And repeat that cable 
to the Manhattan Trust Have we had a wire yet from Fox giving 
us the Investment Corporation quotations'? 

Miss Weeks {the Secretary now) No, Mr Lotless 
Will How the devil can a fellow be expected to do busmess under 
these conditions'? What we want here is a tape machine Get a tape 
machme Tell ’em I want it installed at once Never mmd what it 
costs Must have one Oh— you — ^Elsie — ^go up and teU Mrs Cudden 
I want her to sign some transfers 

As Elsie hesitates and looks uneasy 
WeU? Go on 

He sees three of them exchangmg uneasy glances 

Weir 

Miss Weeks {uneasily) Mrs Cudden isn’t here 
Will {astounded) Isn't here^ Where iS she? 

Miss Weeks She — ^went away — ^last night 

WxLh (Jiinous) Great jumping Moses' And nobody told me {To 
Elsie) Don’t stand gapmg tWe Pop off 
Elsie hurries off through Staff Door 
Will {he takes hold of himself) Did she say where she was going? 
Miss Weeks {hesitating) No, she didn’t — ^not exactly. 

Will What d’you mean — ^not exactly? 

Miss Weeks {hesitating) WeU — ^I have an idea — ^she was gome to 
London 

Will Worse and worse' Just where I didn’t want her to go Did 
she say what she was going to do? Bit o’ shoppmg perhaps, eh? 
Miss Weeks She didn’t say 

George {slowly) I’ve an idea 

Will {brutally) I don’t beheve you, but let’s have it 
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George Sorry I spoke Sony I spoke (Looks as if he’ll never 
speak again ) 

Will Now listen, you two, this is senous There’s milhons at 
stake Everything’s in Molly Cudden’s name, and if some people I 
know in London got hold of her, that ’ud be the end of me — and 
of you too Look at it Here’s a woilian worth millions — and as 
simple as a sausage — ^wandering about London — Oh Chnstmas t It’s 
enough to give you heart disease 

George I’ve an idea she went to see that Miss Frensham — ^you 
remember, that good-lookin’ young piece — ^who was staymg here a 
few weeks since I saw Mrs Cudden lookin’ at the register before she 
went and takin’ an address down — ^and I had a look where she’d 
been lookm’, after she’d gone — and it seemed to me she’d been taking 
down that Miss Frensham’s address 

Will (to Miss Weeks) Send a wire to Mrs Cudden care o’ this 
Miss Frensham “Return immediately very urgent and you are badly 
needed here Will Lotless ’’ That ought to bring her back And 
we’ve got to get her back before some o’ those smooth City and West 
End boys get their forks into her, or we’ll all be carved up Get that 
wire off at once (He moves towards Card Room, then wheels on them, 
accusmgly) Why didn’t you tell me she’d gone away’ 

As they don’t reply 

I see She specially asked you not to teU me, eh? 

George Yes, she did 

Will (bitterly) The biggest deal I was ever m — and it’s hke trying 
to do It from an mfants’ school 

There is a sharp knocking at the front door 
Who’s that? Don’t let any newspaper men in Or anybody I don’t 
know 

George (looking through peephole) It’s Mondovi 

Will All nght Let hun in 

George lets him m Mbs Weeks is busy sending the wire quietly 
over the telephone Mondovi is m ordinary clothes and looking 
worried 

Mondovi Ah — ^Meestair Lotta-less — ^good afteamoon 

VfJLi. (curtly) Afternoon, Mondovi I told you to go up to London 
and see the general manager of the company for another job 

Mondovi Yais 

Will nods and goes into Card Room 
Thank you so much 

Mbs '^eeks Where are you staymg, Mr Mondovi? 
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Mondovi {confidentially Ovair at the Grand with my fnen’ 
Pelhm An’ I tella you, Mees Weeks, thatta Grand Hotel ees no 
good Taimble' 

George It can’t be much worse than this used to be 
Mondovi Oh — ^yais Mycha worse Tairrible' Notta comfort- 
able — an’ a vamy bada crew m the kitchen Las mght Pelhm says 
“I give-a you supreme de chicken Grand Efola/— speciahty of my 
chef” AUa nght, I taste eet Taimble' At once I know Notta 

poulet — ^notta chicken — at all Eet was {He makes scampering 

gestures with his fingers ) 

Miss Weeks {horrified) Rats 

Mondovi Oh— no— notta rats — but — er — ^you know — lapin bun- 
nee — ^yais — ^bunnee rabbits {With tremendous scorn) Supreme de 
chicken Grand Hb/c/— specialaite — ^weeth bunnee rabbits 
George {gloomily) One seaside place I worked m, the chicken 
used to be gumea-pig There were a lot of boys’ schools in that town 
Mondovi So' What do you do ’ere now’ 

Mks Weeks We’re a sort of mixture of milhonaires and char- 
women 

Mondovi The hotel— it is steel closed, eh’ 

George That’s nght And if it’s a success we’ll close down the 
rest of the company’s hotels 

Miss Weeks Is there anything we can do for you, Mr Mondovi’ 
Mondovi Oh— no I forgot my diplome — diploma, eh? It ees in 
my office And I am afraid someone might take eet 
George What for’ 

Mondovi {pointedly) Because wit’ theese diploma a man can be 
somethmg better than a waiter — eh. Miss Weeks? Excusa me, phss 
Mondovi goes through Staff Door 
George {doing his parody) Nice-a people — vairry reech' 

There is a pause, durmg which Georos yawns and Miss Weeks 
does some typmg Then the door slowly opens, and Molly 
C uDDEN, carrying a small case and dressed m her fur coat, enters 
cautiously, after looking round 

Molly {almost whispermg) Well, I haven’t been away long have 
I ? Did he find out I’d gone’ 

George Only a few minutes smce 

Molly Shows what a lot of mterest he takes m me, doesn’t it? 

Miss Weeks But he was funous 

Molly {shrewdly) Why? Because he nussed me? 
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George No, because be thought one of the other crooks would 
get hold of you 

Molly For once I beheve you’re nght, George (As she takes off 
her coat and puts bag down, etc ) Well, I enjoyed that little tap, 
though I nearly roasted myself m that fur coat It looks drearier 
than ever — shut up m here hke this — ^ndt a bit of hfe or anjdhing 

Mbs Weeks (with irony) Just making milhons 

Molly I’ve enjoyed myself more making beds Now, you two, 
pop off and get some tea 

Mbs Weeks But Mr Lotless 

Molly (cutting in, firmly) Never mmd him Besides, I’ve got a 
tacky bit of business on, and you’ll be better off if you’re not mixed 
up m it 

George (moving off) Suits me 

Mbs Weeks (rismg, rather reluctantly) Well, if you’ll take the 
responsibility 

Molly Don’t worry about that Off you pop 

George (turning just before exit. Staff Door) By tne way, our old 
pal’s here 

Molly Who d’you mean? 

George Vairry reech, vairry mce-a people. 

George and Miss Weeks go out 

Molly, who is clearly bursting with mtrigue, peeps anxiously 
through the peep-hole, then goes towards Card Room quietly, then 
returns for another peep MONDOVI now returns, triumphantly 
carrying a large framed diploma 

Mondovi Ah — ^Meesis Cudden — you are vairry well? 

Molly Only just fair. Too much sittmg about What have you 
got there? 

Mondovi (showing it proudly) My diploma You like eet? 

Molly (seriously) I thmk it’s wonderful Fancy it saymg all that 
about you' 

Mondovi Thank you very much Good afternoon, Mrs Cudden 

Molly (after short pause) Mr Mondovi, what’s it like runnmg 
an hotel’ 

Mondovi Meesis Cudden — ^I teUa you Running an hotel would 
be pairfect — eef pfet was not for two things— just two things One — 
the owners The othair — the guests 

Molly So — ^ if you owned it yourself and had different kmds of 
guests from the usual— eh? 
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Mondovx I theenk— It woxild be delightful An’ I theenk I know 

where they have such hotels 

Molly (eagerly) Where’ 

Mondovi (pomting upward) In heaven Gooda afternoon, Meesis 
Cudden ^ 

Mondovi goes 

Molly Good afternoon, Mr Mondovi 

Will enters from Card Room They look at each other a moment 
He IS furious She is defiant 
Will So you had to sneak out and go to London’ 

Molly Well, why shouldn’t I’ 

Will (angrily) Because you might easily have ditched everything 
Yes, ruined us both just for a damned silly woman’s whim Let me 
remind you of somethmg A month ago you were a chambermaid 
here and never looked hke being anything else, and now you’ie the 
richest woman in England And who did it’ You didn’t do it You 
don’t know yet what it’s all about I did it 
Molly Nobody said you didn’t 

Well (furious) And all I ask, while I’m makmg millions for you, 
IS that you stay here and keep qmet for a week or two And you can’t 
even do that* You go an’ nsk everything rather than do what I ask 
you to do* Another break hke this and you might find yourself 
making beds again 

Molly (coolly) Well, that wouldn’t kill me Might do me a bit 
of good 

Will I’m trying to make you mto something 

Molly (cutting in) Well, don’t try so hard then And another 
thmg. Will Lotless Stop makmg yourself into something I don’t 
hke When you were nothing but the Night Porter here, you were 
a nice chap 

Will And what’s the matter with me now’ 

Molly Eveiything You go shouting and stamping and swear- 
ing You haven’t got a smile for anybody You look so worried and 
cross 

Will (shouting) And you’d look worried and cross if you’d got 
the biggest financial deal of a lifetime in the balance (Makes gesture^ 
and then is calmer but still sharp ) Why did you go to London’ 
Molly For a mce change 
Will Did you see that Frensham girl? 

Molly Yes I knew she wasn’t nch really I told you at the time 
She told me she was a secretaiy And this morning she introduced 
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me to her employer And he insisted on coming back here with us 

Will {alarmed) What> But who 

Veronica Frcnsham andlma Flhbtfield enter through Mam 
Door Lord Fleetfield is elderly, tall, imposing, superbly dressed 
Veronica {to Will) Hello, Mr Lotless > 

Molly {rather nervously) Will, this is Lord Fleetfield 
Lord Fleetfield {coolly, as Will glares) No introduction neces- 
sary, Mrs Cudden Just as I thought This is Mr WiUiam Blofield 
Will {very fiercely, to Molly) You dirty rat • 

Molly {furious) Oh — ^you 

She marches across and slaps his face — hard, then overcome by 
what she has done, she turns aside and collapses into chair 

Veronica {indignantly to Will) And serves you nght What has 
she done‘s 

Will {bitterly) Finished me — ^and herself too 
Molly {rising, bewildered) I don’t know what you’re talking about 
Lord Fleetfield {smoothly) Perhaps I’d better explain 
Will {bitterly) That’s nght Enjoy yourself 
Lord Fleetfield This is Mr Wilham Blofield I thought I recog- 
msed hib touch in these recent operations on the market Mr Blofield 
was at one time a very well-known and successful speculator Then 
he was found guilty of forgmg secunties and was sentenced to five 
years’ impnsonment 
Molly {aghast) Wilham* 

Will You had to brmg him here, hadn’t you** Well, it’s true 
Blofied — ex-convict— jailbird — ^that’s me 
Molly {almost overcome, moving nearer) Wilham, I always knew 
there was something Why didn’t you tell me? 

Will {waving her away, bitterly) I’ll tell you somethmg now 
Don’t think Lord Fleetfield has come here and told you who I am 
just for the good of your health I know him And the only real 
difference between him and me is that I was found out — and — well, 
he’s Lord Fleetfield 

Lord FLEETFiELn {coolly) Oh no, there are other differences 
Will Yes, and I’U tell you what they are The game we played 
was just the same game, but of course he played it with more style 
Nothing vulgar, nothmg common, about him In with the Ri^t 
People Decent chap, sound fella, sahib But playing just the same 
game, and ten times more dangerous 
Lord Fleetfield My dear Blofield, you overlook the all-im- 
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portant difference in method And then perhaps people saw that 
when I achieved some power I made use of it with tact, courtesy, and 
perhaps even with some charm Whereas you bragged and blustered 
and rode rough-shod So society took advantage of the first mistake 
you made to hurry you out of sight and hearing Let us, it says, at 
least have pleasant mast^^s Are you takmg this down, Miss 
Frensham’ 

Veronica (wAo is) Yes, Lord Fleetfield 

Lord Fleetfield Quite nght It may come in for somethmg 

Will {roughly) All nght, then take it down I say Lord Fleet- 
field — 

Molly {urgently, cutting in) No, stop it, Wilham Let me say 
somethmg now {To Lord Fleetfield) I didn’t know he’d been in 
prison But — ^but I don’t see that it matters now He did somethmg 
that was wrong He’s paid for it That’s done with Can’t we all 
forget about it? 

Lord Fleetfield No, Mrs Cudden, we can’t We have here a 
very senous matter These bold piratical raids on the stock market 
are extremely disturbing Two large combines m important national 
industnes have already been badly shaken Investors may lose con- 
fidence Therefore it’s our duty to stop such raids 

Will {bitterly) In other — ^and plainer — ^words — ^I’ve been spoihng 
his racket, and he’s not gomg to stand for it 

Lord Fleetfield {impressively) Certamly I’m not going to stand 
for It And if we must have plain words, here they are I can send 
Mr Blofield here back to pnson, and unless I can come to a friendly 
agreement with him dunng the next hour, I shall see that he goes 
back to prison 

Will {to Molly) And now do you see what you’ve done? 

Molly Is it true— what he says*^ 

Will Yes 

Molly And is that why you had to keep it all so secret? 

Will Yes. 

Molly {distressed) You see, Wilham, I didn’t know I didn’t 
know I see why you called me that And I hit you I’m sorry, 
William I didn’t know 

Will {bitterly) You know now 

Molly {reproachftdly) A month ago you wouldn’t have talked 
like that {Then bursting out) Oh — ^I think it’s homble — all of it 
I wish I’d never had anythmg to do with it {To Will) It’s spoilt 
you once— sending you to pnson—and now it’s begramng to spoil 
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you again {To Lord Fleetfield) And I thought you were such 
a nice man — ^and now when I bnng you here, you talk about sending 
Wilham to pnson again It’s all horrible and wrong 

Veronica {turning to her, sympathetically) Molly 

Molly No, dear — ^it’s all gone wrong And I ought to try and 
think — ^and I can’t — ^I’m so upset ^ 

She goes out of the group and sits down 

Lord Fleetfield and Will look at her a moment, then at 
each other 

Will Well*? 

Comes down 

Lord Fleetfield If you and I could talk this over quietly — away 
from these emotional disturbances — ^we might come to some amicable 
settlement — eh*? 

Will {curtly) What kmd of settlement will that be*? 

Lord Fleetfield That you’re out, Blofield Out of these deals 
— ^but also — ^still out of pnson And that’s my final word 

Will All nght You win I’ve a room here I use as an office 
Let’s go in there 

He leads the way 

Lord Fleetfield nods to Veronica, so she follows him and all 
three go into Card Room 

Molly sits miserably, trying to thmk 

After a moment or two, Alec enters, as if from hospital He 
stops when he sees Molly 

Alec Here, what’s the matter, Molly’ 

Molly {slowly coining out of her misery) Eveiythmg All gone 
wrong I brou^t Lord Fleetfield here 

Alec What — the big financial man? 

Molly Yes I thought he could help Wilham But now it seems 
he’s threatemng to send him to pnson And that’s not what I meant 
at all 

Alec Look here, Molly I’ve thought for some time you didn’t 
reahse what all this money-makmg does mean 

Molly Are you going to start now? 

Alec Yes 

Molly Go on then What does it mean? 

Alec We 1, it isn’t just entenng figures mto a book and findmg 
you’ve got lots and lots of money to spend It’s grabbing power, Molly. 
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You’re playing about with people’s lives — ^the lives of thousands and 
thousands of people you’ve never even seen 

Molly" {shocked) Oh — ^but I never meant 

Alec I don’t care what you meant — that’s what it is People’s 
savings disappear They have to give up their houses, sell their 
furmture Kids have to leaveTschool People can’t take the hohdays 
they planned Fellows are sacked — middle-aged men turned out 
of jobs 

Molvi {indignantly) Stop it ' I won’t hear another word D’you 
think if I imagmed it was hke that — all real— messmg about with 
people’s hves — ^I’d have anything to do with it? Why, I’d have burnt 
them shares first Why — ^it’s disgraceful 

Alec {gnnnmg) Here, steady You could have given them to me 
— to help me to start that dime 
Molly That’s what you want, isn’t it, a cbmc*^ 

Alec That’s all I want 
Molly Oh, no, it isn’t 
Alec What do you mean’ 

Molly She’s m there 

Alec Who’ Not Veromca Frensham’ 

Molly {as she begins to move towards Card Room) Yes She’s 
this Lord Heetfield’s secretary 
Alec A secretary? 

Molly I told you she wasn’t nch I’ll bring her out 

She marches into the Card Room, and then returns at once with 
Veronica 

Now then, settle it between you And if anybody wants me. I’ll be 
up m my room, trying to stop looking a sight. {She is now collecting 
her coat, etc) And don’t be silly, you two Get on with it Let’s have 
somethmg sensible out of all this palaver 
She goes out 

Veronica {smilmg) Well? 

Auc What was the idea— pretendmg to be nch? 

Veronica {coolly) Well, I get six pounds a week Most secre- 
tanes only get about four 

Albg But why tell me all that nonsense’ 

Veronica I was on a hohday, and pretending to be nch and 
grand was part of the hohday Besides, you were so pleased with 
yourself, and thought you knew everythmg, so I decided to take you 
down a peg or two 
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Alec I don’t think it was a very good joke 
Veronica I didn’t afterwards And I wrote about six letters 
to you 

Alec (hastily) I never had them 

Veronica No, I tore them up But^I would have wntten finally 
ifl hadn’t suddenly discovered we were coimng up here Howoreyou? 

Alec Broke Old Plumweather gave me the push, and all I’m 
domg now is a bit of work for nothing at the hospital 

Veronica I’ve been thmking a lot about you 
Alec I’ve been thinkmg a lot about you too In fact, you’re a 
damn nmsance I think we’d better get mamed 
Veronica What — so that you can stop thinking about me? 
Alec Yes I want to get on with my work 
Veronica That’s not a good enough reason Why do you want 
to marry me’ 

Alec Because if I don’t. I’d probably get tied up with a nurse, 
and I hate nurses 

Veronica In that case then I’d better marry you But if I’m going 
to work to keep us, you’ll have to get up and cook breakfast 
Alec What do you have for breakfast? 

Veronica Only tea and toast 
Alec I can make tea and toast 

They kiss but are interrupted by Lord Flebtfield 
Lord Flebtfield (amused) Oh— Miss Frensham 
Veronica (rather confused) Oh— Lord Fleetfield, this is Dr 
Rothbury 

Lord Fleetfield How d’you do’ It’s a pleasure to meet a young 
doctor "who believes m the good old-fashioned treatment Now where 
is Mrs Cudden’ 

Alec She’s upstairs I’ll tell her Don’t go away 

He hurries out Lord Fleetfield looks quizzmgly at Veronica 
Lord Fleetfield I hope his intentions are dishonourable 
Veronica They’re not We’re engaged 

Lord Fleetfield I congratulate him, though I suppose no woman 
IS as good a wife as she is a secretary Being a secretary seems to 
bring out the best, m a woman, and bemg a wife doesn’t 

Will now appears from Card Room, carrying some dociments 
Lord Fl^tfield Ah, Blofield I’ve sent for Mrs Cudden, we’ll 
e'jplam to her the arrangement we’ve come to 
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Will She won’t know what we’re talking about 

Lord Fleetfield Still the same blunt outspoken fellow, Blofield 
What were you m this hotel before you broke into the market agam? 

Well Night Porter 

Lord Fleetfield That must have made a late amval here some- 
thmg of an ordeal for any s&sitive guest 

Will Don’t you beheve it I was a good night porter Wasn’t 
I, Miss Frensham’ 

Veronica You were sweet I think the only mght porter I’ve 
ever really hked 

Well You see^ 

Lord Fleetfield How do you account for your success as a 
ni^t porter’ 

Well I’ll explam I hadn’t much power and I’d few womes, so 
It wasn’t hard to be pleasant In many ways it’s a more satisfymg 
job than jugghng with money For one thing, you’ve more to 
think— and you’re not so frightened of thinking Wouldn’t suit you, 
though Head waiter would be more in your hne 

Lord Fleetfield You’re probably right Almost the only men 
in London I still respect are one or two head waiters 

He sees Molly entering She looks better than she did 
Now, Mrs Cudden We’re all ready Do sit down 

He fusses her mto a chair Then he one? Veronica sit, but not 
Will 

Molly Sit down, Wilham 

Will {curtly) I’m all nght 

Molly Oh dear, you’re not gomg to sulk, are you? 

Lord Fleetfield {as Well is about to reply) No, Blofield, let me 
say something Mrs Cudden, we’ve come to a sensible friendly agree- 
ment, and I must tell you that throughout our finend has asked for 
nothing for hims elf and has only been tiymg to safeguard your 
interests 

Molly {warmly) Wilham' 

Will All nght I don’t want any votes of thanks now Let me 
esplain what’s happened I don’t go to jail, thafs settled 

Lord Fleetfield {firmly) Qmte defimtely settled, whatever else 
happens 

Molly That’s all nght then 

Will These chaps get what they want— control of the power we 
hold, but they’ll guarantee you all the money you want to spend 
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You can have ten fur coats and a diamond suit-case It’ll be wonder- 
ful (He begins to walk away ) 

Molly (rising) I don’t won’t ten fur coats and a diamond smt- 
case, you fathead And where are you going? 

Will (turning) I’m going to pack my bag 

Stalks out Molly is undecided j^r a moment whether to call 
him back, but then decides not to 

Lord Fleetfield Yes, you’ve only to sign the necessary docu- 
ments, which give us the controlhng mterest we need, and then you 
can forget all about us You can draw as much money as you please 
And enjoy yourself Buy what you like Entertam Travel 

Molly I see 

Lord Fleetfield (impressively) There you are, Mrs Cudden It’s 
an odd thought — and you mi^t take this down. Miss Frensham — 
that if you and Blofield could have gone on a httle longer, then with- 
out leaving this hotel you could have thrown your shadow across 
the world The fate of whole mdustnes would have been m your 
hands You could have controlled commodity markets and, if you 
wished, created famines You could have dominated the pohtical 
hfe of people at the other end of the world The fate of milhons and 
milhons of people you have never seen might have been m your hands 
A remarkable position to be m Though of course I’ve had some 
expenence of it for some time now 

Molly Then you ought to be ashamed of yourself I call it 
disgraceful 

Lord FuffiiriELD What? 

Molly (with growmg feeling) Yes, disgraceful' But I felt it wrong 
from the start I watched it spoihng him— yes, and begmnmg to spoil 
me No proper work to do' Just gambling' And all that power 
Sittmg here interfermg with other people’s hves, miles away I don’t 
want to be mucfang people’s hves up for money, and I don’t see why 
you should either No, I’m not sigmng your papers 

Lord Fleetfield (astonished) But, Mrs Cudden, I don’t think 
you reahse the seriousness of the situation These enormous mterests 
can’t be left to look after themselves 

Molly These enormous interests, as you call ’em, aren’t going 
to be left to look after themselves The doctor explamed what I 
could do, and a sohcitor’s commg to straighten it all out for me I 
don’t know much about these things, but I do know it isn’t nght that 
one person should be able to mterfere with and mess about the hves 
and happiness of thousands of other people 

Lord Fleetfield Perhaps not But under the present system 
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Molly (cutting m) We’d better put a stop to the present system 
And I’ll make a start by giving all this controlling busmess to the 
people whose hves are mixed up m it, to the people of England 

Lord Fleeitield In other words, you’ll hand over your interest 
to the government, in the form of a pubhc trust‘d 

Molly Yes, that’s it ^ 

Lord Fleetfield And do you suppose the government will man- 
age these affairs any better than my friends and I would? 

Molly Well, if they don’t, we can change the government, can’t 
we*^ 

Lord Fleetfield (smiling) Possibly, though my fnends and I 
generally have a hand in changing governments too 
Molly I dare say But you won’t have this lot — (waving papers) 
— ^to help you to do it I’ve made up my min d about that 
Veronica But, Molly, don’t you want anythmg for yourself*^ 
Molly Yes, I was commg to that Out of all this lot, I just want 
two things I want enough to keep and run this hotel — on my own 
hues And I want enough money to provide young Dr Rothbury 
a climc 

Veronica Darhng' That’s perfect (To Lord Fleetfield) She 
can do that, can’t she? 

Lord Fleetfield Certainly The sohcitor can anrange thg t 
Veronica Oh, Molly, that’s wonderful 

Lord Fleetfield Well, I’ve accomphshed the more important 
half of my task, so I can’t grumble (Rismg ) By the way, do you 
know if my old friend Lady LeadmiU is stiU staying up here’ 

Molly Yes, she was staying here until we closed, and now she’s 
across at the Grand 

Lord Fuebtfield Then I’ll go to the Grrand too. Miss Frensham 
Report to me there in the morning Good-bye, Mrs Cudden 
Molly Good-bye, Lord Fleetfield Pleased to have met you 
Lord Fleetfield Dehghted to have met you Most unusual 

experience And — about this hotel of yours 

Molly Yes? 

Lord Fieetfibld Don’t let your Night Porter read the financial 
Press 

He goes, the three of them having been standing near front door 
Molly and Veronica now come down 

Molly My dear, fancy me gomg on hke that I don’t know 
whether to laugh or cry Telhng ’em all straight Though I wouldn’t 
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have known how to do it if it hadn’t been for the doctor — ^your young 
man 

Veronica (excitedly) Who’s gomg to have this chmc Where 
IS he’ 

Molly He was only waiting till we’d finished Didn’t want to 
butt in, he said 

Alec pops his head m through Mam Door 
Alec Hoy, Veronica' I want you 
Veronica Hoy yourself' You can’t talk to me like that 
Molly (delighted) Course he can Go on Pop off 
Veronica (as she moves off) Well, this time perhaps But I don’t 
propose to be talked to hke that all the time 

Suddenly nmnmg off, mth enormous enthusiasm, crying, partly off 
Darhng, you’re to have that clinic We’ll have a flat on the top floor 
Molly listens, smiling, then sighs as she sits down Will now 
, enters through Staff Door, dressed m a neat but shabby suit and 
carrying an old suitcase He looks at her She looks at him and 
rises slowly 

Molly (reproachfully) Wilham' Wilham' 

He stops but says nothing 
And where d’you think you’re going’ 

Will What does that matter’ I’m not wanted here any more 
Molly Who says so’ 

Will You said so 
Molly I didn’t 

Will You as good as said so But there’s one thmg I want to 
tell you before I do go, Molly Cudden 
Molly There’s several things I want to tell you, Wilham Lotless 
Will Well, hsten to me first Don’t think I went back into the 
market again just to make some easy money Not this tune What 
do I want now with a lot o’ money? Woiddn’t know what to do 
with It I went back mto the game to try and beat the smart boys 
again — see’ And I did it Don’t forget that — did it 
Molly I know you did, Wilham But it was spoihng you agam 
And you weren’t happy 

Will That’s nothrag Ex-convicts my age don’t expect to be 
happy That’s at least somethmg they learn But anyhow, I had my 
flutter, and I know what the game’s worth If people had had any 
sense, they’d have stopped us years since But then people haven’t 
any sense 
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Molly Don’t you think I’ve any sense‘s 
Well Not much You had a bit when you were stiU a chamber- 
maid It’s a funny thing I’ve never been a chap to bother a lot with 
women But every time I’ve been badly let down it’s been by a woman 
Molly And I suppose I let you down, eh’ 

Will You’ve said it, n6t me What did you ask from Fleetfield 
— a couple o’ yachts’ 

Molly No And I didn’t sign anythmg either 
Well (astonished) What > 

Molly It’s aU gomg into a pubhc trust All I asked for myself 
was enough money to give Dr Rothbury a chnic, and enough to run 
a httle business of my own You wouldn’t like a job in it, would you’ 
Well (picking up his case) No, thanks I can manage without any 
pension And I don’t want any woman to keep me 

Molly (going over to him to stop him gomg) Wilham, Wilham, 
come here Who’s talking about keeping you, you silly old chump’ 
Now answer me one question Do you hke working m hotels of 
this sort? 

Will No 
Molly Why? 

Will You ought to know Because I don’t take to most of the 
people who use this sort of hotel Too many idle greedy-guts 

Molly (artfully) The trouble about you is that you just cnticise 
I’ll bet you’ve got no ideas of your own about nmning an hotel 

Will (indignantly) Of course I have' What d’you think I’ve been 
doing with my brams for the last couple of years’ I’m a man of ideas 
Molly (artfully agairi) That’s what you say' 

Will Certainly it’s what I say Runmng an hotel' Why, give me 

a place I could take a real interest in — and 

Molly (cutting in, firmly) You’re engaged 
Well What’ Where’ 

Molly Here, as manager 

Well What — ^is this the busmess you’re gomg to run? 

Molly Yes, but it’ll be a new kind of hotel for Cheltmgate, for 
people who’ve been working too hard and not just eatmg too much, 
for men who are some use in the world, for women who deserve to 
be waited on for a change — for real people Everything must be good 
but not too expensive That means I need a man of ideas to run it 
But of course if you don’t feel up to it 

Will (cuttmg m, vehemently) Don’t be silly, woman, don’t be 
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silly I’m the one man m England who could tackle this job for you 

Good ideas* I’ve got thousands of ’em Why, look here 

Produces a note-book with great zest Enter, through Staff 
Door, Miss Weeks and George 

Miss Weeks Mr Lotless- — 

Molly And we shall want you, mIss Weeks 

Will Senior receptionist 
George And what about me*^ 

A knock or ring outside 
Well See who’s there 

George lets in Lady Leadmill, looking more monstrous than 
ever, followed by Mbs Sell 

Lady Leadmbll (in tremendous voice) Where is Lord Fleetfield^ 
I was mfonned he was here 

Molly He was here, but he went to the Grand to look for 
you 

Lady Leadmill Indeed Any letters for me here that you’ve 
failed to forward‘d 
Mbs Weeks No, Lady Leadmill 

Lady Leadmill (going towards desk, suspiciously) Are you sure? 
Mbs Weeks Absolutely positive 

Lady Leadmill (sternly) I prefer to make sure The posts here 
are most pecuhar And several lettem are missing 
Molly (confidentially to Miss Sell aside) Here’s a chance for you 
to get away from that old crocodile Come and work for us here 
Miss Sell (eagerly) Oh — could I’ Oh — ^that would be wonderfuL 
But 

Lady Leadmill (marchmg majestically towards door) Miss Sell 
Molly (to the hesitating Miss Sell) This is your chance — ^your 
only chance 

Lady Leadmill (commmdmgly at door) Miss Sell 
Mbs Sell (after givmg Molly a pathetic little smile) Yes, Lady 
Leadmill 

She hurries out after her 
Well And that’s half England 

Molly Well, I’m disappointed It oughtn’t to be like that 

Will Well, it is Milhons and millions of Miss Sells 

Telephone rmgs Miss Weeks answers it 
Mbs Weeks (telephone) Yes? Oh yes, Mrs Gore I’U 
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just see, Mrs Gore {To Molly, covering telephone) Mrs Gore 
wants to know if she can stay She’s very nch 

Molly If she’s very rich, tell her we don’t want her {To Will) 
I’m disappointed 

Will But look 

Miss Sell re-enters, hoking excited and defiant, her hat rather 
askew, and carrying Lady Leadmill’s umbrella, now broken, 
which she tosses on to the table 

Miss Sell When do I start? 

Molly {laughing) Hurray' 

Will You start now Now look here 

Laughing and eager they all gather round Will otk/ his note- 
book and talk all at once as curtain comes down 

End of Play 
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ACT 1 


The Scene is the lounge hall of a fairly large coimtry house It is a lofty 
and imposing room^ though it has obvhusly seen much better days 
At back are very tall windows^ through which park-like grounds 
can be seen Left centre {actors* left) are large double doors 
which are mam entrance to the room from outside On left wall 
IS a massive fire-place, and downstage left is a small door leadmg 
to kitchen, etc Right centre shows foot of handsome old staircase, 
which curves up, out of sight On right wall is large door leading 
to drawing-room, etc A fairly long table of refectory type occupies 
centre of stage, and this can have two long forms with it Other 
small tables, easy chairs, etc A telephone Some vague family 
portraits and a few stuffed heads of animals on walls A camp 
bed and a pile of blankets in one comer The place is not dirty 
but It IS dingy, untidy and dilapidated, though the general impression 
is rather of a cheerful bohemianism than of a depressing decay At 
rise of curtain, Kenton, who is a very old butler, shabby and 
senile and almost out of his wits but still vaguely impressive, is 
making an effort to lay the table The door down left into kitchen 
IS open, and through it we hear the wireless playing a Viennese 
waltz and the still excellent voice of Lotta Schulberg smging 
to It Kenton listens to this, with a kind of droll despair, then 
does his best to get on with his work Bell rings Kbnton goes to 
answer door, then returns followed by Hilda, a lively North- 
country girl, and Eileen, a shy pretty girl 

Hilda {cheerfully) She is expecting us, y’know 
Kenton Yes, miss Fll tell her ladyship you’ve amved 
Hilda Tell her it’s Hilda and Eileen You ’aven’t seen Mr 
Cawthra — ^that’s our foreman — ’ave you*^ 

Kenton No, miss But I remember her ladyship saymg that 
there would be three guests this evenmg 
Hilda Mr Cawthra’s the other one I say— are you a butler^ 
Eileen {embarrassed) Shut up— Hilda ^ 

Hilda You don’t mind me askmg, do yer? Are you a butler? 
Kenton {gravely) Yes, miss 

Hilda {delighted) Well, I’ve always wanted to see one I’ve seen 
dozens on the pictures Well, will you tell her we’ve come 
Kenton^ Certainly, miss, I’ll mform her ladyship without delay 
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He goes out down left Hilda looks cfter him delightedly 
Hilda “I’ll inform her ladyship without delay ’’ He talks just 
hke ’em too You’d think he was doing it on purpose 
Eileen Perhaps he is 

Hilda Well, I don’t see any pomt m ’oldmg these thing s any 
longer Let’s put ’em dovm ’ere 

Makes a move towards centre table 
Eileen (nervously) I suppose we’ve come to the nght place 
Hilda Don’t be dotty, Eileen Course we ’ave You ’eard him 
say so Three guests — ^that’s us two and old Sam (Looks round 
happily ) There’s always a room hke this in them mystery plays The 
body’ll be in the hbr’iy That’ll be through ’ere (She has gone down 
to door right and now opens it ) 

Eileen Hilda, you mustn’t 

Hilda There’s only a sort of posh passage (Commg in again) 
Fancy old Farfy livin’ ’ere' 

Eileen (shocked) You won’t have to call her that here 
Hilda (pleasantly) Well, she can’t expect me to start any of this 
ladyship busmess, not after workm’ with ’er in the AssemWy shop 
for the last eighteen months 

Eileen Well, I don’t suppose she wall — but — rafter all— it is 
different for her here, isn’t it’ 

Sound o/Lotta singing loudly and gaily from the kitchen 
Hilda Just hsten to that Proper smgmg too I wonder who that 
IS (She now goes towards kitchen door ) 

Eileen (alarmed agaai) No, Hilda, honestly you mustn’t 
Kenton comes out down left 

Kenton ’Er ladyship will be free shortly — and asks if you would 
hke to see the house 
The smgmg stops 
Hilda Well, this is it, isn’t it’ 

Eileen She means — ^have a look round, doesn’t she? 

Kenton Yes, miss Farfield ’All ’as many features of interest 
Hilda All nght And anyhow I’d hke to have a wash 
Kenton Certainly miss The mam staircase is this way 

He ushers them upstairs ceremomously Lotta recommences 
smgmg off, down left After a moment or two there are several 
rmgs at the front door Then SAM Cawthra enters, rather 
cautiously He is carrying some bottles of beer, etc , and smokmg 
a pipe 
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Sam {calling, not too loudly) ’UUo* ’Ulloi Anybody at ’ome'^ 

He puts down the beer, etc , on table, then hears Lotta singing 
He opens door down left and calls through 

Ah say' Is this Farfield ’All*^ Heigh' ’Ave Ah come to t’nght shop‘s 

He steps back a pace or two, and Lotta enters down left through 
open door She is wearing apron, e'k , for cooking 

Lotta Oh — ^hello' 

Sam ’Ow d’yer do’ 

Lotta You have not been sent to be biUeted here’ 

Sam No, no, don’t worry Ah’m only ’ere just for t’evenmg — 
that IS — ^if this is Farfield ’All 

Lotta Yes it is Oh — ^you are from the factory where Lady 
Farfield works’ 

Sam That’s nght T’aircraft factory Sam Cawthra’s my name 
Lotta Yes, yes — of course — have heard Lady Farfield speak of 
you, Mr Cawthra And the two girls have already arrived 
Sam (pointing to the table) Ah thought they must ’ave We’ve 
brought you a few things 

Lotta {gomg to table) Oh — but how wonderful' All these mce 
thmgs They wiU make a great difference to the supper It will be 
a real celebration 
Sam Well, that’s the idea, isn’t it? 

Lotta Yes, of course Beer too' 

Sam Ay, an’ it’s not a bad drop o’ stuff either for war-time An’ 
Ah don’t Imow about you, but after cyclmg five or six mile Ah’m 
parched an’ could tak’ a glass this mmute What about you? 

Lotta Yes — ^I think that would be very mce — ^Mr Cawthra Here 
are some mugs (One of them begins to pour out the beer ) Thank 
you But oh' — ^how stupid of me I must introduce myself Lotta 
Schulberg, once of the Vienna Volksopera — ^and now— well, an exile, 
you know Years ago, I was — ^what you call a star — in Vienna And 
now I do the house-keepmg and cooking here 
Sam (shaking hands) Good for you! 

Lotta That is very mce of you — ^Mr Cawthra 
Sam An’ you’ve kept yer voice an’ all Ah ’card yer An’ Ah 
knaw a bit o’ good smgmg when Ah ’ear it Yorkshire, yer knaw 
An’ Ah’d like to ’ear some more later on 
Lotta That would be a very great pleasure for me Not because 
I want — as you say— to show off— but because when I smg— I forget 
Fnends who are dead or have vamshed come ahve agam — ^I see their 
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faces— I hear their voices— and the theatres, the cafes, the lovely 
old streets — of my city— they are ahght agam— but no— forgive me 
— am being stupid 

Sam No, you’re not You’re all nght Well (raising his 

glass) ’ere’s to us an’ to ’eU with ’Itler (They both drink ) 

Lotta (fiercely) He has^ways been in hell— and that is why he 
destroys other people’s happmess I should like to have come with 
Lady Farfield to make airplanes with you— but that was not possible 
— so— I do the cooking Perhaps one day I shall sing again in Vienna 
— ^if not — ^then I do something else — ^more cookmg, perhaps It does 
not matter so long as they — ^the Naa cheats and murderers — and all 
the people hke them— have gone— and all mce simple friendly people 
— ^m Yorkshire — ^in Austna — anywhere — everywhere — can get to 
know each other and understand each other 

Sam That’s right An’ just let anybody try an’ stop us, that’s all 
We’re gettmg our monkey up 

Lotta (baffled) Your monkey up’ 

Sam Nay, don’t bother with It Leave it (Looking round) ySfell, 
Ah’d think twice afore Ah’d want to hve ’ere Tak’ a bit o’ lightm’ 
an’ warmin’ an’ cleamn’, this place No great shakes really, is it, 
when you tak’ a good look at it’ The wife would want to ’ave a do 
at this if It were ’ers 

Lotta But it is impossible to know where to begin, with a house 
this size and no staff at aU — except one old man And we have had 
dozens and dozens of people billeted on us 

Hilda and Eiljeen now come down, with Kenton 

Sam Ah — ’ere’s the girls 

Kenton I will see if her ladyship is disengaged now i (To Sam) 
Good evemng, sir Are you a member of the— er— factory party’ 

Sam That’s right What about you’ 

Kenton Kenton, sir ’Er ladyship’s butler 

Sam Ah see Well, Ah don’t think yer’U need to do much butthn’ 
for us to-mght We can buttle for ourselves Big place you’ve got 
’ere, isn’t it? 

Kenton Yes, sir We used to keep qmte a large estab lis hment ’ere 
at Farfield ’All, but of course, sir, times ’ave changed 

Sam They ’ave, an’ they’ll do a lot more c hang ing afore we’ve 
finished But don’t let us keep yer, if yer busy 

Kenton Thank you, sir I will inform ’er ladyship of your 
araval 

Goes out down left 
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Lotta {laughing^ Her ladyship, at this minute, is fimshing clean- 
ing her auto-cycle Poor old Kenton' 

HiU5A I can’t get over ’im 

Sam Takes it all senously, doesn’t ’e*^ Owerdom’ it, Ah’d say 
Lotta (confidentially) You must not imnd him, please You see, 
he IS very old, and he has been the butlp here for a long, long time 
— ^and now he forgets and does not understand what is happemng — 
and sometimes he thmks this war is the last war, and sometimes he 
forgets about any war, and often he thinks nothmg has changed 
Sam They might ha’ found room for ’im in t’House of Comfttons 
But I must introduce yer 

Lotta (smiling at the girls) Lotta Schulberg — once of the Viennese 

Volksopera — ^now — ^in the kitchen 

Sam This is one of our Assembly girls — ^Eileen 

Lotta You have beautiful eyes 
Eileen (abashed but delighted) Go on — haven’t — have 
Lotta But of course — and you ought to use them Has nobody 
ever told you? What a waste' Also, you have a sensitive refined 
nature Sometimes I know at once about a person I am rather 
psychic, you know (To Sam) Are you psychic, Mr Cawthra? 

Sam No, whenever I know at once about anybody, Ah’m always 

wrong And this is another of our Assembly girls 

Hilda I’m Hilda What have I got? 

Lotta (who doesn't know) You have — (she pauses impressively) — 
very good luck — think 
Hilda Well, I doubt that 

Eileen (hastily) Oh you can’t say that, Hilda — ^look at last Tues- 
day — 

Hilda Never mind about last Tuesday — ^look at last Saturday — 
do you call that luck? Six miles to a dance — ^and it was the wrong 
mght 

Eileen But that was only an accident 

Hilda (loudly) Well, if you ’ave good luck, you don’t ’ave acci- 
dents — 

Telephone rings Lotta goes to answer it 
Lotta (at telephone) This is Farfield Hall— yes? All nght— I 
wait 

Hilda Eileen, look' 

EdlBsn (turning) What? ^ 

Hilda (pomtmg) AH them animals’ ’eads 
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Lotta (still at telephone, but to Hilda) They are awful, aren’t 
they, those stupid animals'? (Into telephone) No, I am not talking 
to you — am waiting 

Sam Big game ’untmg, that’s what that is One o’ the favounte 
pursmts o’ the leisure class at one time — big game ’untmg 01’ Musso 
an’ Fatty Goermg wouldn’t j^ook bad up there wi’ glass eyes in 
Lotta (into telephone) Yes Farfield Hall — ^yes Mimstry 

of What"^ is there such a Ministry*? (Laughs) Well, I think it 
IS very comical Well, what is it you want*? No, Mr Flemmg 
IS «or*here any more Yes, he was everybody has been billeted 
here but he left yesterday Yes, I saw him go And good- 
bye to you 

Puts down telephone and turns to visitors, smiling 
Why are they always so stupid, those girls on the telephones of 
ministnes'? And now I must take these beautiful presents into the 
kitchen and prepare for supper But first I wish to tell you we are 
all so proud — so very proud — ^that Lady Farfield is now a charge- 
hand It is wonderful I said at once we must have a httle party — 
to celebrate A charge-hand 
Sam That’s nght And not done by influence, y’know 
Lotta (proudly) No, no — ^not at all She has worked her way 
nght from the bottom right up to the top 
Sam Well, not qmte to the top But Ah knaw what yer mean 
Lotta And I tell you this Do not be afraid 
Sam All nght. Ah won’t be But why^ 

Lotta Lady Farfield will be stnct — ^but just She will give you 

your orders — ^so 

Sam (aghast) Give orders' 

Hilda (pnpressivbly) He’s the foreman 
Lotta (impressed) Oh— I am sorry — of course — ^the foreman 
Sam All right, yer needn’t look at me now as if I wor Stafford 
Cnpps But Ah ’ave bm on t’job a long time Ah wor puttmg planes 
together when some of yer ’adn’t started undressing yer dolls 
Lotta (gady) For me— I wish it was true But now I really must 
return to the kitchen (Takmg up things ) 

Eileen Can I help you with supper? I’d quite hke to 
Lotta (gomg down left with things) Yes, certainly, thank you, m 
a httle while perhaps But you would like to see Lady Farfield :fet, 
of course (She is now at door, opening it ) Here she is 

She holds door open and Lady Farheu) enters, still m greasy 
overalls 
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Lady Farfjeld Hello, hello, everybody' 

Sam, Hilda, Eileen Hello, (etc ) 

Lotta Look what mce things they have brought us for supper 

Lady Farfield Oh — I say — ^how marvellous 

Lotta Now — make something — ^veiy good You’ll see For 
how many? I 

Lady Farheld Just us — ^and Pauhne — ^and Kenton, I hope 

Lotta I hope too But I doubt it Somebody always arrives 
We have had everybody now except the Red Army and the Jugo- 
slavian Partisans 

She goes out Lady Farfield smiles at the visitors 

Lady Farfield I’m so sorry to have kept you waiting, but I did 
want to fimsh cleaning my auto-bike Well, what do you thmk of 
this place? 

Hilda Big, isn’t it? 

Sam And it ’ud tak’ some keepmg up 

Lady Farfield Yes, it’s big — and it just can’t be kept up I 
told you It’s hopelessly untidy and neglected, so I won’t apologise 
It looks awful and I can’t help it Before the war there were ten 
servants here Now there’s a woman from the village who comes in 
occasionally — ^Lotta, who’s sweet and a great help but can’t be 
expected to start scrubbmg — and poor old Kenton 

Sam An’ ’e’s a bit barmy, isn’t ’e? 

Lady Farfield I suppose so He never knows quite what’s 
happemng And then — ^apart from Pauhne, the Land Girl, that’s the 
lot To keep this huge place gomg — ^I ask you' 

Eileen And then you have people billeted on you all the tune, 
don’t you? 

lADY Farfield We’ve had thousands of them You heard what 
Lotta said Half the Umted Nations war elFort seems to have been 
through this house You could look round at the damage and write 
the history of the war from it We started, in 1939, with fifty women 
and children from Sheffield. When they went back home, the battahon 
headquarters of the Loamshire Light Infantry amved After them, 
the Polish Air Force Then — ^let me think— yes, sixty-two women and 
children from Bootle After that, Anti-Aircraft and Searchh^ts 
Then a company of A T S Then the Civil Service, mostly with colds 
Then — ^some assorted Americans — ^with the Bob Hope and other 
programmes in full blast, day and mght But now— at last— nobody 
Just ourselves to-mgjit Isn’t that wonderful? The last four people 
who were billeted on us left yesterday, so to-rught we have the place 
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to ottrselves That’s why I was so anxious for us to have our httle 
party And here we are' 

Kenton enters from down left with tray, bottle of sherry and 
glasses 

Thank you, Kenton I thought we’d have a quick drink — ^it’s real 
sherry — ^and then I’d rush ,olf and change Will you pour out the 
dnnks, Mr Cawthra 

Sam {correctmg her) Sam 

Lady Farfield Sam No, don’t you bother, Kenton 

Telephone rings sharply Kenton goes to answer it, as the 
others cluster round the drmks, and Eileen and Hilda light 
cigarettes 

Kenton {at telephone) Farfield Hall — ^yes I will see if ’er 

ladyship can speak to you What name’ 

Lady Farfield Who is it’ 

Kenton {vaguely), A person wishes to speak to you, me lady, on 
official busmess 

Lady Farfield {gomg over) Oh dear — ^I don’t hke the sound of 
this {At telephone) Yes — Lady Farfield speaking Oh, no ' Oh 
dear, dear, dear, dear Why’ Because we hoped not to have 
anybody at least just for this week-end We’ve had everybody all 
the time No, if you can’t, you can’t Of course Who are 
they’ Two Air Force officers possibly’ WeU, that’s all right 

Hilda {with enthusiasm) Certainly it’s all right 

Lady Farheld But there’s some doubt about them, you say’ 
I see, these other two are certain Not women, I hope — 
wanting cups of tea and hot-water bottles Oh I see An 
Amencan officer, yes And who else’ {Delighted) A servant? 
{Dashed) Oh — a Civil Servant Ministry of Reconstruction 
To-mght’ Any time now’ No, only I’m giving a httle party 
for a few fnends Very well, we’ll do our best Yes, I know, 
but you can’t cook and eat ration cards, can you? 

Puts down telephone and looks at the others with droll despair 
Let’s hope they’re both so tired they’ll go straight to bed 

Kenton More guests, me lady’ 

Lady Farfield Yes Two gentlemen for certain — ^to-mght 

Kenton Very good, me lady Shall I give instructions for two 
of the bachelor rooms in the East Wing to be got ready for the 
gentlemen’ 

Lady Farfield {half laughing, but touched) No, Kenton, you must 
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try and remember that you can’t give instructions because there isn’t 
anybody left to give mstructions to 

Kenton {confined) I’m sorry, me lady — was forgetting 

Lady Farheld {gently) I know It doesn’t matter But you’re 
forgettmg too that we haven’t been able to use the East Wmg for 
the last two years, not since we had th<|se mcendianes No, I’ll see 
to their rooms 

Kenton Yes, me lady {Goes out down left ) 

Eileen We can help with the rooms 
Hilda If you’ll show us where they are 

Lady Farfield That’s sweet of you It would be a help I hoped 
we’d have the place to ourselves to-night Just for once 
Hilda What’U the Civil Servant be like? 

Lady Farheld Probably dull but harmless Let’s hope he’ll 
creep away with a good book As for the Amencan officer, he imght 

be tembly nice 

Hilda I know— like Gary Cooper 

Lady Farfield Yes, he might Then again, he mi^t be very dull, 
one of the slow bonng kind On the other hand, he might be a bit 

too hvely — ^you know 

Sam I’ve seen ’em 

Hilda {eagerly) What about those Air Force chaps they’re 
sending? 

Lady Farfield Two officers may have to be sent up here from 
the Experimental Station, but it isn’t certam, so don’t count on it 
Hilda I don’t care I like sergeants best They’re not so fancy, 
and you can understand what they’re talkmg about 
Lady Farfield I really must change — and get those beds made up 
Eil^ We’ll help you 

Lady Farfield Come on, then Sam, you must amuse yourself 
for a few mmutes But Pauhne ought to be commg m any time now 
Sam Who’s Pauhne? 

Lady Farfield She’s our Land Girl Rather pecuhar but quite 
a mce child really You have a talk to her 

The three women go iqistairs, leavmg Sam with his pipe He 
looks round, notices the stuffed hiads, and is particidarly fascinated 
by a very ugly buffalo head— or something of the sort He takes a 
xhair to stand on, and has a close look at it Slowly he lifts a hand 
to touch Its nose — the action being, in fuff view of the audience 
Meanwhile, Pauune Chester, m Land Girl uniform and carrying 
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a basket of vegetables, etc , has entered She is a rather small 
girl, in her early twenties, quite attractive, but with a precise, 
didactic though calm manner that is quaint and incongruous When 
she sees what he is up to, she quietly goes up to him unnoticed 

Pauline I shouldn’t do that if I were you 
Sam (surprised, turning oru-his chair) Do what? 

Paxjline Feel its nose You were going to feel its nose, weren’t 
you’ 

Sam (slightly embarrassed) Well — as a matter o’ fact — did just 
want to see what it felt like No ’arm m that, is there? 

Pauline No But I did that with one of them when I fitrst came 
here — ^it was a bulfalo shot in Uganda in 1909 
Sam Well, what ’appened’ 

Pauline The whole beastly thing came down and nearly smothered 
me They can’t take it, y’know Everythmg here is very ramshackle 

and dilapidated Including this chair, actually 

Sam iynth touch of alarrri) Oh — ^is it’ (Gets down at once Then 
he grins at Pauline ) You’re Pauhne the Land Girl, eh’ 

Pauline Yes Who are you’ 

Sam Sam Cawthra — ^foreman of Assembly— where Lady Farfield 
works 

Pauline I see You’re not billeted here, are you’ 

Sam No Just ’ere for t’evenmg Bit of a party 
Pauline Yes, Lady Farfield said something about it Can I get 
you anythmg’ 

Sam Well, I’U ’ave another drink o’ this beer I brought I reckon 
nowt o’ sherry an’ suchhke 

Pauline Neither do I We’U both have some beer Then I’ll 
drop these vegetables and eggs into the kitchen 
Sam Eggs, eh’ 

Pauline Three But one of them’s rather odd Actually, I think 
the hen that laid it — Red Lizzie — ^is gomg mad 
Sam ’Ow can yer tell’ 

Pauline By her general behaviour I hope you’re not hungry 
Sam Well, I’m fairly peckish Why’ (She drinks) Cheers All 
the best' (Drmks, then surveys her with mterest) Yer know, I’d call 
you a pretty cool card How d’yer like being a Land Girl? 

Pauline Until I came here I didn’t like it Not because I mmded 
the work, but I hate farmers I was with three before I got this job, 
and they all hated me, and I hated them 
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Sam What’s wrong with ’em‘> 

Pauline (coolly) Greedy, selfish, miserable old bh^ters After the 
war, we ought to take a few out and shoot ’em 
Sam (aghast) Shoot 'em ' 

Pauline Yes, shoot ’em And a few fat old business men Make 
aU the difference I 

Sam Mak’ plenty o’ difference, no doubt — ^but nay — dash it— yer 
can’t start shootin’ folk like that 

Pauline Why not’ Thousands of mce young men, who’ve never 
done anybody any harm, are bemg shot and drowned and burnt to 
death A^y shouldn’t we shoot a few nasty old men, who are always 
doing everybody harm’ 

Sam Ay — ^but — there’s a lot o’ difference between chaps bem’ 
killed m a war an’ then just shootm’ people ’cos you don’t like ’em 
Pauline I don’t see any, except it would do some real good 
kilhng off a few of these nasty old men who are so greedy and selfish 
and stupid 

Sam My word— you’re a bloodthirsty young woman an’ no 
nustake Where were you brought up? 

Pauline (rather primly) I was brought up chiefly by a maiden 
aunt in Cheltenham 

Sam You’ve gone a long way smce then I should think Russia’s 
about your style now 

Pauline (coolly) If this country doesn’t improve, I shall go to 
Russia — ^if they’ll have me — and work on a collective farm 
Sam But ’aven’t yer got a young man’ 

Pauline No, so far I haven’t bothered ?ut I’ve been t h i nkin g 
lately that perhaps it’s time I looked around for one 
Sam ’E’H ’ave to be careful after yer do find ’im One wrong move 
an’ you’ll be shooting 'rm Well, there’s one or two chaps comm’ 
to-mght so yer’d better look ’em over One’s an Amencan officer 
Pauune Amencans don’t attract me Their attitude towards sex 
IS so adolescent 

Sam ’Ere, are there any more Land Girls hke you? I thought we 
were seem’ summat these days m t’factory, but we know nowt 
Pauline You’re not bemg rude now, are you? 

Sam Bless yer ’eart, no* I was just talkin’ ftee-an’-easy, like 
would to any chap I was ’aving a glass o’ beer wi’ Nay, nay, don’t 
tak’ offence 

Pauudnb No, of course I won’t But I’m»not very good at tellmg 
vyhether people are bemg rude or just rather matey And you seemed 
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such a nice man at first that I was disappointed (Now she smiles 
at him ) But now it’s all right 
Sam Course it is The best o’ friends 

They shake hands solemnly Hilda now comes hurrying down 
the stairs, calling across to Sam as she reaches lower steps 
Hilda (calling) Mr Cawfhra — Sam' 

Sam (rising) Well, what is it’ 

Hilda You understand about putting beds together — nuts and 
bolts an’ all that — don’t yer’ 

Sam (moving) Course I do Am I wanted upstairs’ 

Hilda Yes, and I’m not Straight along at the top — ^you’ll ’ear 
’em taUong 

He goes up and she comes across to Pauline 
You’re Pauhne, the Land Girl, aren’t yer’ 

Pauline Yes Will you have some beer? 

Hilda No, I think I’ll take a drop more of this sherry wine, 
you don’t mind My nam&’s Hilda Packet, and I work with Lady 
Farfield and Sam at the factory There’s two of us come with ’im 
— ^two gurls, I mean — ’cos we all started about the same time as Lady 
Farfield in one of the machme shops — an’ then we all went to Assembly 
— so we’re sort of friends, yer see — ^well, as a matter of fact, the one 
upstairs, Eileen, and me — ^we’re very great friends ’Ere, are yer 
mterested, ’cos I can shut up if you’re not’ 

Pauline No, I love it You see, I spend all day with hens and 
geese and cabbages, and you don’t get a word out of them Go on 
about you and Eileen "V^ere do you live’ 

Hilda (immediately in full flood agairi) Oh — ^we’re in the same 
billet— Mrs Batsby’s ’Er ’usband used to keep a garage, but that’s 
gone now and ’e’s at the factory too — so Mrs Batsby loola after five 
of us — ’er an’ ’er sister— the sister’s older than Mrs Batsby — old 
maid she is— and nosey'— she’s awful The mmute you’re out, she’s 
runnin’ through everythmg you’ve got— an’ no shame about it neither 
“You’ll catch your death o’ cold, wearm’ them things underneath,’’ 
she’ll say An’ another time, she says, “I wouldn’t have nothing to 
do with that chap you’ve got the photo of,” she says “That corporal, 
I mean— ’e’s up to no good, I can tell by bis photo ” An’ I says, 
“Well, if you must know, that’s my own brother ’Erbert— an’ in 
future you mind yours an’ I’ll mind nune ” Oo, I was that mad at ’er 

Pauline And was it your brother’s photograph? 

Hilda Just as luck would ’ave it, yes it was our ’Erbert’s photo 
But after that I gave it to Eileen, ’cos ’er an’ ’Erbert start^ wntin’ 
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to each other They’ve never seen each other, but I’d told ’im about 
’er — ’cos she’s my fnend — ^an’ she knows all about ’un An’ one day 
she says, “I wish I’d a soldier in Afnca or somewhere to wnte to” 
— ’cos Eileen’s very shy, an’ doesn’t bother much with boys — says 
she doesn’t care about ’em, but yer know how much that’s worth — 
so I says— yer know, just for a bit o’ fun — ^I says, “Well, write to 
our ’Erbert — ^yer can ’ave ’im for me ” %o she did, an’ ’e wntes back, 
an’ now they’ve been at it for months — ^wntin’ an’ wntin’ — though 
God knows what they wrote about I don’t see ’ow they can find 
enough to wnte about, not when they’ve never seen each other — 
do you’ 

Pauline Yes If I once started wntmg to a boy, I could wnte 
reams and reams and reams 

Hilda What about’ 

Pauline Oh — everything About what I do here — about Horace 
the old gander and Red Lizzie the mad hen — and about the Mmistry 
of Agnculture and Reconstruction and the Commg Revolution 

Hilda Oh— you’re one o’ these brainy ones, aren’t you’ 

Pauline (firmly) Yes I am I have a lot of time to think while 
I’m working, and I’ve thought about everything 

Hilda Well, I suppose it’s all nght if yer fancy it I can’t be 
bothered Eileen tned it one time — ^read books an’ all that — an’ 
talked to Miss Wilson — our welfare oflBicer — ^but when she started 
writm’ to our ’Erbert, she packed it up an’ just thought about ’im 
instead, though ’oW she can do that for long beats me, knowin’ 
’Erbert But I beheve if anythmg ’appened to ’im, she’d ’ave a broken 
’eart I’ll bet you don’t beheve m broken ’earts, do yer? 

Pauline No, I don’t 

Hilda I bet yer don’t beheve in ’ardly anythmg, do yer’ 

Pauline (m calm oracular mamer) I beheve m the triumphant 
destiny of Man 

Hilda Crumbs' Is that all? 

Pauline (same manner) , No, I beheve m the irresistible forward 
march of Man towards a classless world of peace, prospenty and 
justice 

Hilda Go on' ’Ere, what man’s this? 

Pauline Just Man All men 

Hilda Well, they’ll ’ave to be a lot dilTrent from the mrai I know 
Anyhow, be a to careful what you say to Eileen 

Pauune I’m never careful what I say to.anybody Don’t beheve 
in It. 
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Hilda And I’ll bet yer don’t 

Pauline But I won’t hurt her feelings, if that’s what you mean 
Hilda Pecuhar sort o’ girl you are Do yer talk to boys hke this’ 
Pauline Certamly I’ve only one way of talking But I’m not 
always thinking about boys I beheve you are You ought to be 
married ^ 

Hilda Are you telbng me' 

There is a sound of a car arming outside 
That’s a car Somebody’s come Let’s have a look 
They go to window at back and look left 
Pauline (as she looks) Amencan Army car It must be the 
Amencan officer who’s commg to stay 
Hilda (also looking) I wonder what he’s hke Oh' (dis- 

appointed) That must be ’im, gettmg out ’E’s rather old, isn’t ’e’ 
Specs too Oh— I don’t thmk much of ’im 
Pauline (movmg dowri) We must let Kenton attend to this I 
shall go in the kitchen and help Lotta You’d better come too 
Hilda (moving too) All nght So long as it’s not peehn’ potatoes 
Front door bell is heard and Kenton comes out left 
Pauline There’s an Amencan officer at the door, Kenton 
Kenton Thank you, miss 

Pauline and Hilda exit down left 
Webber’s Voice (off) Say, is this Farfield Hall’ 

Kenton Yes, sir This is Lady Farfield’s residence 
Webber’s Voice (off) Fine' (Calling back to driver) Okay, Joe 
—this IS It Pick me up in the mommg, will you’ Yeah, about quarter 
to mne Good night 

Webber comes m, sound of car going off Major George 
Webber is a fairly plump, clean-shaven, colourless type of Middle- 
Western Amencan, wearing large octagonal spectacles, in his early 
forties He is a pleasant man with a slow solemn manner He is 
carrymg some brand-new luggage 
Webber enters, followed by Kenton with suitcases 
Webber I’m Major Webber — George Webber I’ve been sent 
along here by headquarters 
Kenton (polite, resided) Yes, sir 

Webber (delighted by the thought) Now— to me— you look like 
a butler , 

Kenton (mildly swpnsed) Yes, sir 
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Webber Well, well, well' It took a war to brmg me over here to 
meet a butler How are you*? 

Holds out a hand, which Kenton, after some hesitation, shakes 
What’s your name‘s 
Kenton Kenton, sir 

Webber What comes before it — ^Joe,^ Jack, Sam'' 

Kenton As a matter of fact, sir, my Chnstian name is — ^Fredenck 
Webber Fine' Shall I call you Fredenck — or just Fred’ 

Kenton Neither, sir, if you don’t mind 

Webber Now— go on — don’t need any of this feudal stuff— Fm 
just a plain democrat 

Kenton {with dignity) Sir, when I am on duty, I am accustomed 
to bemg addressed as Kenton Only close relations and old fnends 
would call me Fredenck or Fred And if I may say so without givmg 
offence, sir — should you insist upon calhng me Fredenck or Fred, 
then you are not only ignonng the custom of this and other Enghsh 
gentlemen’s houses, but you are also intruding into my pnvate 
hfe, sir 

Webber {slowly) Do I understand what you’re talking about? 
Kenton {lookmg him in the eye, slowly) I think so, sir 
Webber Okay — Kenton {Lookmg around) Well, well, you 

got quite a place here, haven’t you’ One of the stately homes of 
England 

Kenton Yes, sir 

Webber I guess nobody’s going to run a home like this on a 
nigger and a boy 

Kenton A nigger and a boy’ Certamly not, sir The staff here, 
sir, IS tpn mdoor servants, and five outdoor , 

Webber {both shocked and delighted)’ Ten indoor servants and five 
outdoor' Well, sir — ^we’ve been asked not to cnticise — ^but I must 
say I just don’t know how you folks justify such a use of man-power 
at a time like this 

Kenton {tgnormg this) When the late master — afterwards Sir 
Robert — celebrated his twenty-first birthday, sir, we sat down twenty- 
five m the servants’ hall — and three hundred of the tenantry had 
their supper m the grounds 

Webber Tenantry, eh? Just old feudal customs still gomg on 
And twenty-five sitting down in the servant’s hall, eh’ When was 
this — since the war began? , 

Kenton In nmeteen-hundred and three, sir 
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Webber Oh— way back That’s different Still (shaking his 

head) Ten indoor servants — ^five outdoor 

Kenton (proudly) It takes three to pohsh the silver properly 
Webber (shaking his head) Fiddhng while Rome burns 

Kenton (same manner) When the Hunt meets here and we have 
a Hunt Breakfast n 

Webber Himt Breakfast* Now, do you mean red coats and packs 
of dogs 

Kenton (reproachfully) ’Ounds, sir — ^not dogs 

Webber Hounds or dogs, I’d think you folks would be too busy 
these days to waste time, money and man-power on keeping up these 

feudal customs I’m just a plam Amencan 

Kenton (politely, but with touch of irony) Yes, sir 
Webber And I’m here to defend the Amencan way of life I’m 
from the Middle West, Kenton — ^Indiana — and out there we’re just 
plam folks 

Kenton Quite different ’ere, sir But you’ll soon get used to it 
Webber Well, it’ll certamly be most interesting to get acquamted 
with some of your old-world aristocratic customs Mrs Webber’ll 
get a kick out of it 
Kenton Who will get a kick, sir*^ 

Webber Mrs Webber 
Kenton No lady of that name ’ere, sir 
Webber No, no, I know there isn’t, but my name’s Webber and 
Mrs Webber’s my wife Say, I’d better go up to my room and wash 
up Where is it’ 

Kenton (rather confused) I’m not quite certain yet, sir I’ll ’ave 
to enquire I did give instructions that two of the bachelor apart- 
ments m the East Wmg were to be made ready for you and the other 
gentleman, but I am now under the impression, sir, that those instruc- 
tions have been countermanded Perhaps you will take a seat, sir, 
while I enqmre 
Webber Be glad to 

He sits down and lights a cigarette while Kenton slowly goes 
upstairs After a moment, Lotta peeps out of doorway left, sees 
Webber, and comes m smiling He notices her, and politely rises 
and holds hs cigarette m his hand 
Lotta Good evemng How do you do? 

Webber Fme, t h an fe s* I’m Major Webber, just arrived The 
butler told me to wait till he found owt about wy room. 
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Lotta He will probably forget to come back I am Lotta Schul- 
berg Did you know Vienna in the old days’ 

Webber No, this is my first tnp to Europe You from Vienna’ 
Lotta Yes, I used to play leading roles with the Vienna Volks- 
opera Do smoke, please Is that a mce Amencan cigarette you are 
smoking’ ^ 

Webber (j>roducing packet) Certainly is Will you have one? 
Lotta Thank you very much You know, I adore American 
cigarettes 

Webber Well, take the whole pack 

Lotta Oh — ^no — could not do that {She takes the packet 

and puts it in her pocket ) 

Webber {heartily) Go on Glad for you to have them Mrs 
Webber’s going to get a big surpnse when I wnte and tell her I’ve 
met a Viennese operatic star You staying here too’ 

Lotta {as she lights a cigarette from his lighter) Oh yes — ^I am 
the cook Supper will be ready m twenty mmutes Good-bye for 
the present 

She goes off down left humming gaily as she smokes and Webber 
stares after her in astonishment He has no sooner returned to his 
seau them. Sam, smoking a pipe and in his shirt-sleeves and holding 
a large spanner, comes down nearly to the bottom of the stairs 
and calls 
Sam Oy' 

Webber {tummg, surprised) Me’ 

Sam Ay Sorry yer’ve bm kept waiting, but them iron bedsteads 
wor in a ’ell of a tangle an’ I’ve only just sorted ’em out Shan’t be 
long now, though ’Ave a drop o’ that beer if yer fancy it 
Webber Not right now, but thanks all the same 
Sam An’ d’yer mind answenn’ t’door if t’other chap comes ’cos 
I’ve got old Whoosit ’elpin’ me 

Webber {puzzled but helpful) Be ^ad to, thou^ I don’t know my 
way around here Say, are you another butler’ 

Sam {aghast) Me' I’m t’foreman from Assembly shop in t’air- 
craft factory Butler' 

He goes upstairs and Webber is left absolutely bewildered Be- 
fore he has recovered from his surpnse, Pauline enters briskly 
Pauline How do you do’ Is it Lebber or Webber? 

WifflBER Webber 

Pauline Lotta wasn’t sure I’m Paulme.Chester— member of the 
Women’s Land Army attached to the estate here 
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Webber {shaking hands) Fine' I hear you girls are doing a 
great job 

Pauline {very briskly) Bntain now produces two-thirds of the 
food she needs Six milhon more acres have been ploughed up The 
agricultural production per head is now probably the highest in the 
world After the revolution, when we have collective farming, it will 
be higher still ^ 

Webber {doing his best) But are you going to have a revolution 
Pauline {calmly) Certamly If it comes soon it can be peaceful 
If we wait, then it wiU be sudden, violent — and bloody And I don’t 
care which 

Makes as if to come towards stairs 

Webber Now wait a minute. Miss Chester 

Pauline Call me Pauhne, if you like Everybody does 
Webber Okay Pauhne then 

Pauline {holding vp a finger) But no reactionary talk, no Wall 
Street stuff 

Webber {exasperated but not out of temper) Say, wait a minute 
What about your fifteen servants’ 

Pauline Fifteen servants? 

Webber Yeah Ten mdoors, five outdoors — ^three to clean the 

Silver 

Pauline Where’ 

Webber Why, nght here 

Pauline There aren’t any servants here {Smiling calmly at him ) 
Excuse me' 

She goes quickly upstairs He has not recovered from this fresh 
shock when the front door bell peals loudly After a moments 
hesitation, he goes towards the mam doors at back and opens them 
just m time to admit Raymond Kilugrew, who comes staggermg 
m with an immense double armful of old luggage, including two 
violm cases and bags, etc Kilugrew is a carelessly dressed, 
scholarly-looking and somewhat eccentric man in his fifties, with a 
quick staccato way of talkmg He dumps the bags, etc , down and 
goes out for another load, talking rapidly and loudly all the 
tune His second load consists of string quartette scores, tied m 
bundles 

KnxiGREW Farfield Hall, eh? I was lucky— very lucky Local 
farmer gave me a lift, otherwise imght not have been here for hours 
Int’restmg fellow in his way too Gave me some useful mfoimatron 
Didn’t know the American Army was here But no reason why th^ 
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shouldn’t be, of course Damned heavy, these things Quartette 
scores Take ’em with me everywhere Well, well, here we are 
He lights his pipe and looks round cheerfully 
Untidy— rather dirty— I imagme— and obviously neglected— but prob- 
ably got very good acoustic properties My name’s Killigrew 
Webber I’m Major Webber ^ 

Killigrew How d’you do’ Billeted here? 

Webber Yeah But only just amved ’’hat’s my baggage And 
— say — don’t seem to get the hang of it here at all 
Killigrew New to the country perhaps’ 

Webber Yeah Only landed last week But as I was saying, I 

just don’t seem to get the hang of it 

Killigrew (cutting in ruthlessly) You soon wiU Don’t worry 
Play the fiddle or the ’cello’ 

Webber (surprised) No, I don’t 

Killigrew Pity Always hopmg to make a up stnng quartette 
That’s why I carry the scores round with me Farmer gave me one 

possible name, though — ^got the telephone number somewhere 

Webber (while Killigrew is searching) There’s an operatic smger 
m the kitchen 

Killigrew Let her stay there Detest opera Cheap hystencal 
muck, most of it Ah, here it is Telephone anjnvhere’ Yes, I see 
Goes over to it at once, glancmg at the number 
Oh— Fassmgton Two Five Three, please Yes All nght 
Webber (as Kilugrew waits) I didn’t know they billeted civilians 
m this country 

Killigrbw Certainly We’ve billeted miUions— war workers, land 
girls, cml servants I’m a Civil Servant Ministry of Reconstruction 
New Ministry I used to be with the Board of Trade 
Webber Is that so, Mr Kilhgrew’ What did you do there’ 

Kjlugrbw Closed thmgs down Thousands of busmesses 

Webber (awed) Closed ’em down’ 

Killigrew Yes, thousands of ’em (At telephone) Oh— is that 
Mr — er- Bramley? Well, my name’s Kilhgrew, and I’m staymg 

at Farfield Hall and I’m told you have two daughters who play 
the viola and the ’cello respectively and I want to get some stnng 
quartettes going Oh, they are both of ’em, eh’ Yes, good 
girls, but that doesn’t help me Do you happen to know any other 
people who play the fiddle round here? All right, thanks very much 
. (To Webber) Gone to ask his wife (Both his daughters are 
Wirens. What were we saymg? 
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Webber You were telling me that you are m this new Ministry 
of Reconstruction, Mr Kilhgrew, winch interests me quite a lot 
Tell me, what do you people propose to do*^ 

Killigrew We don’t know yet There are two schools of thought 
One school says “Go straight on Make a peace effort just as we 
made a war effort ’’ The other school of thought, if you can call it 

thought {To telephone^ Hello, yes'? But how old*? 

Eighty*? No use, I’m afraid Yes, Fraser*? — Coinland Three 
Four? What’s the other name*? Henniman Not on the 
telephone I see Well, thanks very much Good-bye 

Puts down telephone and lights his pipe again 

I’ll try that number later The other fellow isn’t on the telephone, 
and they don’t think he’s played for years But you never know 
What were you asking me’ 

Webber This other school of thought, as you called it — ^y’know, 
about Reconstruction 

Kblugrew Oh — ^yes Well, their bnght idea is to put everything 
back to where it was before the war 

Webber And can you do it*? 

Kilugrew My dear sir — here are some eggs aU scrambled in the 
pan — ^and here, on the side, are all the empty shells — and aU they 
ask you to do is to unscramble the eggs and put ’em all back neatly 
in their shells And while they’re about it, they nught as well ask 
us to put the eggs back mto the hens 

Webber Say — ^Mr Kilhgrew— you’re not my idea of a British 
Civil Servant 

Killigrew Why*? Too short, too tall, too old, too young, too 
fat, too thin — ^what? 

Webber Well, there you go I expected you’d be kinda slow and 
pompous But you think and talk fast— more hke a business man 

Killigrew {}u>rrijied) Business man* Good heavens' {Looks 
aiiout him ) Where is everybody*? We must see about our rooms 

Enter Hilda from kitchen with some dongs for the tahle~~- 
bread, etc KiLLiGRBW sees her 

Oh— good evemng I’m Mr KiUigrew Billeted here Where is 
everybody’ What about our rooms’ What happens? 

Hilda {sharp but not bad-tempered) What ’appens? Well, for one 
thmg, I come out for the evening, after worfcmg ’ard all the week, 
an’ I find myself ’elpmg to get supper ready Rest o’ the party’s 
upstairs puttmg yet bedg up. {To Webber) I say, what are you? 

Webber father startled) Me — ^well, what do you think I am? 
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Hilda I can never tell by them things you wear what you Ameri- 
cans are I was out with one of your boys one mght and I asked 
’im to tell me, but ’e couldn’t keep ’is mmd on it 
Webber (laughing) Well, our boys certainly take some holdmg, 
when there’s a pretty girl around 
Hilda (direct, not coquettish) Woul^ you call me pretty’ 
Webber Certamly would And I’m a major — Major Webber, 
Surveying Department, U S War Department 
Hilda Oh — surveying I thought you looked a bit old to be a 
real soldier 

To Kilugrew, who IS sniffing curiously at the sherry bottle 
What you sniffing at that for’ D’yer want some’ 

Killigrew What’s it supposed to be? 

Hilda Sherry wine 
Killigrew Most pecuhar 
Hilda Want some? 

Killigrew No, thanks 

Webber I’ve got a bottle of Scotch in my bag, Mr KiUigrew, and 
I’ll be glad if you’ll join me in a drink when I get it out 
Killigrew Dehghted 

Hilda Well, don’t finish it between yer ’cos we’re supposed to be 

’aving a bit of a party ’ere — to celebrate 

Killigrew What are you celebratmg’ 

Hilda Lady Farfield — she lives ’ere, y’know— -an’ she works with 
us at factory, an’ she’s just been made a charge-’and 
Webber (astounded) A charge-hand? 

Hilda Yes, an’ not before time neither Y’ought to ’ave seen 
some o’ the charge ’ands we’ve ’ad, specially down in the machine 
shop’ They didn’t know whether it was Christmas or Tuesday, some 
of ’em didn’t 

Webber (earnest and bewildered) I don’t get the hang of this at 
all I thought Lady Faifield was a member of your old pnvileged 
classes 

Hilda If yer’d seen ’er coming through ’ere ’alf an hour smce, 
after she’d been cleamn’ her auto-bike, in ’er mucky old overall, yer’d 
’ave thought she was Black Jack from the boiler ’ouse Supper’ll be 
on in a minute or two Yer’d better get washed 
She marches off into kitchen 

Webber (bewildered) Mr Kilhgrew, all this is new to me, and will 

you do me a favourand put me wise to what’s going on around hrae- 
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Killigrew (surprised at Jus bewilderment) Nothing special, is 
there‘s A little party of some kind Saturday mght, y’know Don’t 
suppose they’ll keep it up late or make too much noise — so I shouldn’t 
worry 

Webber (m despair) No, you’ve got me wrong But what about 
— ^well, that butler — ^and ttee men to clean the silver — and Himt 
Breakfasts ^ 

Killigrew Hunt Breakfast’ Can’t have a Hunt Breakfast, my 
dear chap Be reasonable Lucky to have any kmd of breakfast I 
haven’t drawn a bacon ration for months Always m the wrong place 
Ah— here we are 

He says this because he sees Lady Farfield coming to the 
bottom of the staircase Lady Farfield is now properly dressed 
and looks a fine handsome woman Behind them are Eileen and 
Sam, Pauline and Kenton 

Lady Farfield’ 

Lady Farfield (smiling) Yes I’m so sorry you’ve been kept 
waiting 

Killigrew Not at all Hope we’re not a nmsance, amving so 
unexpectedly My name’s Ealhgrew And this is Major Webber 

Lady Farfield (shaking hands) How d’you do? 

Webber (who has not recovered yet) Very pleased to meet you, 
Lady Farfield, and I feel it’s a great pnvilege to stay in your lovely 
home 

Lady Farfield I’m afraid it’s not very lovely now, but it was once 

Webber And I’U bet you get qmte a nostalgia for the good old 
days, don’t you’ 

Lady Farfield Very rarely They were much more comfortable, 
of course, but they were often very dull And whatever we are now, 
we’re certamly not dull Now come along, everybody Let me intro- 
duce you Major Webber and Mr Kilhgrew — Miss Eileen Stocks 
and Mr Sam Cawthra, who work with me — and that’s Miss Pauhne 
Chester, our Land Girl And Kenton you’ve met already Now let’s 
get all these thmgs upstairs so that you’ll be in time for supper 

iCnxiGREW and Webber take some of their things and Sam cmd 
Kenton take the rest 

Eileen What shall I do’ 

Lady Farfield Well, if you feel you must do something, will you 
go mto the kitchen and help Lotta— I think Hilda’s there Pauline 
can help me to fimsh l^ymg the table 

Eileen (preparing to go) I wish I knew how to cook 
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Lady Farpield You can leam how to cook 

Eileen I’d hke to It must be awful getting mamed if you don’t 
know how to cook 

She goes into kitchen Lady Farfield and Pauline finish 
laying the table 

Lady Farfield Poor Eileen’s mind ^ rather runmng on maraage 
— ^because of Hilda’s brother, who hasn’t even seen her yet 

Pauline {calm and clear) I think I shall many somebody 

Lady Farfield {amused) Do you mean — -just anybody’ 

Paltline Oh no — ^that would be stupid, of course In fact, I shall 
select the young man very carefully 

Lady Farfield Have you found him yet’ 

Pauline No, I’ve only just made up my mind about it 

Lady Farfield Well, I think it’s better to fall in love first 

Pauline I don’t see why you shouldn’t marry first, while you’re 
still clear-headed and know what you’re doing, and then fall in love 
with the man afterwards Do you mind if I ask you something? 

Lady Farfield No, Pauhne 

Pauline Well— I know you lost your husband — Sir Michael, 
wasn’t It? — since the war But you never seem to talk about him 
Were you very much in love with him? 

Lady Farfield No I was very fond of him, of course We had 
a happy maraage on the whole But he was older than I was — and 
— ^well, before that, there had been somebody else I was in love with 
— only we had a stupid quarrel — so I married Sir Michael I’d better 
luck than I deserved, but it isn’t really a good idea — to marry one 
man just because you’re angry with another one Don’t ever do it, 
Paulme 

Pauline I wouldn’t, you know I think I’d many the one I was 
angry with, and then take it out of him afterwards 

Lady Farfield You might not want to, then 

Pauline Then that would be all the better, because I don’t really 
beheve m taking it out of people I don’t beheve m quanelhng with 
people I hke either 

Lady Farfield Who does? But when you’re m a highly emo- 
tional state — ^and are very exated about somebody — ^it’s easy to 
quarrel You wait, my dear You won’t always be so cool, calm 
and collected 

Pauline I didn’t used to be, y’know, but when I deaded to be 
a Land Girl and take to the good brown earth and the beasts and the 
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fowls and the vegetables, I also decided at the same time to be calm 

and quiet and firm 

Telephone rings 

Lady Farfield Oh dear — ^now what is it this time’ 

Pauline If you don’t answer it, then it won’t matter what it is 
Hilda comes in with a ^ish of some kind — e g salad or vegetables 
Hilda Telephone 

Lady Farfield We’re wondering whether to answer it 
Pauline And I say — don't 

Hilda (shocked) Oo — but you must answer the telephone, mustn’t 
you’ If I’d one, I’d never dare not to answer it 
Lady Farfield (as she goes) I rather agree with you, Hilda It 
simply demands to be answered (At telephone) Yes speaking 
^^o’ Oh, IS she’ Any minute, eh? All nght, thank you 

Puts down telephone and looks at both girls 

What a nuisance’ “Commodore Pentworthy is on her way, apolo- 
gises for having been detained, but will now be here at any minute ’’ 
I’d clean forgotten she was coming for supper to-night Oh dear — 
oh dear' 

Pauline Is that the temble woman m umform who came here 
once before, the one I had the stinking row with? 

Lady Farfield That’s the one And to-mght, Pauline, there 
mustn’t be a stmkmg row 

Hilda I never ’eard of a woman Commodore before 
Lady Farfield Phyllis Pentworthy is my husband’s cousin, and 
years ago she orgamsed a mysterious httle gang called the Bntish 
Ladies Auxihary Defence Squadron — otherwise the Blads 
Hilda What do they do? 

Lady Farfield I’ve never been able to find out, except I know 
that they wear uniform and salute each other — ^but they’re so old- 
estabhshed and grand and exclusive that they’ve never been merged 
mto the Waaf or the Wrens 
Pauline If you ask me, they’re just barmy 
Lady Farfield They occupy a dreary old mansion called Brindle- 
well Pnory, about twenty miles from here And Phylhs Pentworthy 
is their chief oflScer, and calls herself Commodore — though nobody 
knows why 

Pauline She’s a fnghtful reactionary 

Lady Farfield Notd:eally She’s just idiotic But whatever she 
is, she’s on her way here — and we’U have to make the best of her 
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Pauline I ought to warn you — ^that somebody told me her gang 
were being turned out of Bnndlewell Pnory, and she’s probably 

plotting to billet the lot of them here 

Lady Farfield (alarmed) Oh — ^no' Don’t say that She hmted 
at It the other day at the telephone, and I told her this house was 
most unsuitable I laid it on thick 
Hilda (as she goes towards kitcheri) ^Then this time we’ll ’ave to 
lay It on still thicker 

Pauline You can’t tell that Commodore female anything She’s 
just a woman Blimp in solid ivory 
Lady Farfield (surveying the table) Well, we’re not going to 
wait for her 

Pauline We ought to open this wme somehow 
Lady Farfield Kenton’U do it He’ll love openmg it The poor 
old thing doesn’t get much of a chance these days to show what he 
can do Now then — wonder if Lotta is ready (She goes down nearer 
kitchen, calling) Lotta* Lotta* 

Hilda returns, leaving the door open behind her, and bringing 
in more thmgs 

Hilda She’s ready now She’s just dishmg up the stew 
Lady Farfield And I’ll bet there’s everything in that stew but 
the kitchen stove 

Hilda No, there’s some of the kitchen stove in it too She’s been 
telhng me about their opera company in Vienna Some real daft 
gomgs on When I tell me mother an’ our ’Erbert, they won’t beheve 
a word I say 

Enter Lotta, triumphantly carrying a large dish of stew 
Lotta Now we are ready It is a new kind of stew — ^with bits of 
yesterday’s rabbit and the American Pork Luncheon meat — ^and 

beetroot and cabbage 

Lady Farfield It smells nice, Lotta 

Lotta Yes, somehow it smells better than it tastes 

Hilda That’s the beans Yer’ve ’ad ’em near moth balls 

Kenton enters from kitchen carrying a large gong and stick, 
followed by Eilsn 

Pauline Kenton’s gomg to have a lovely time now You can go 
upstairs with it to-mght, Kenton 

Lady Farfield And after that, please draw the curtams eveiy- 
where, will you, Kenton? 

‘•Kenton Yes, me lady Can I sound thsigong now, me lady? 
Lady Farfield Yes, we’re ready 
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Kenton, with great pomp, begins sounding the gong, and goes 
upstairs with it 

Hilda (shouting above gong) Proper warnin’ I call it 
Lady Farheld You can begin serving, Lotta And we’d better 
li ght up here Will you and Hilda do the curtains, Pauhne? 

She switches on the lights while Pauline and Hilda draw the 
curtains at back Eileen and Lotta are dishing out the food 
There is now the sound of a car outside 
Hilda (calling from curtains) There’s a car 
Lady Farfield That’ll be the Commodore 
Eileen Who’s that‘s 
Pauline (grimly) You’ll see 
Sound of front door bell 

rilgo 

She does and ushers in COMMODORE Phyllis Pentworthy, who 
is a determined-looking, square, middle-aged woman, dressed in a 
very imposing uniform suggesting a general in some exotic revolu- 
tionary war She has a gruff staccato voice and a curt, military, 
aggressive manner 

Commodore Pentworthy (striding i«) Hello, Frances* Sorry if 
I’m late 

Lady Farfield No, that’s aU right 

Commodore Pentworthy Lucky to get here at all really Having 
to move headquarters Not sure yet where we’re going Had to leave 
this telephone number with my A D C , though the girl’s a perfect 
fool Tlunk I know some of these people, don’t P 
Pauline (pointedly) You’ve met me before 
Commodore Pentworthy Have I’ 

Lady Farfield And you know Lotta And this is Eileen Stocks 
and this is Hilda Packet, who work with me 
Commodore Pentworthy How d’you do’ 

Lady Farfield Have a dnnk, won’t you, Phyllis’ 

Commodore Pentworthy Thanks Don’t mind a short dnnk 
Sam has now arrived downstairs 

Lady Farfield This is Mr Cavrthra, our foreman — Commodore 
Pentworthy 

Commodore Pentworthy How d’you dp? 

Sam (lookmg her over) Just imddhn’ Commodore, eh? New to 
me What’s — er— wfiat’^ yer regiment— hke’ 

Commodore Pentworthy (curtly) I’m Commodore of the Blads 
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Lady Farfield, -who has been pouring out sherry, hands glass 
to Commodore 

Sam (surprised) Lads What lads? D’yer mean — ^hke Boys 
Bngades’ 

Commodore Pentworthy Certamly not Blads Stands for 
British Ladies’ Auxihary Defence Squadron Oldest of the women’s 
defence services 

Sam Is that so’ What d’yer do’ 

Commodore Pentworthy Well, we’re really just headquarters 
now Plenty of difficult adimmstrative work to do, of course Not 
a bad sherry this, Frances 
Lady Farfield So glad Have some more’ 

Commodore Pentworthy Just a spot 
Sam That officer and the Civil Servant’s just coming down 
Commodore Pentworthy What officer’s this you’re talkmg 
about’ 

Lady Farfield One of our two new billetees — arrived to-night 
Amencan 

Commodore Pentworthy (dismissing the whole USA) Oh — 
American 

Sam (with mock anxiety) They’re aU right, aren’t they — ^Amencans ’ 
Commodore Pentworthy All right in their place I say, Frances, 
how many rooms have you got here’ Must have scores — ^surely 
Lady Farfield Yes, Phylhs, but they’re hopeless Haven’t been 
used for years Can't be used for years, most of them 
Commodore Pentworthy Possibly not, by civdian standards 
But my girls are used to roughing it 
Lady Farfield (alarmed) Now, now, PhyUis, you couldn’t 
possibly move your gang in here — simply don’t thmk of it 
Pauline (loudly) One whole wing has been damaged by mcen- 
dianes 

Lady Farfield Oh yes — ^no good at all 
Commodore Pentworthy Like to see for myself Mmd if I look 
round afterwards’ • 

Lady Farfield Yes I do You simply couldn’t dream of moving 
in here — ah, at last' 

Webber md Kelugrew, who have tidied up and had a drink, 
followed by Kenton, now arrive Webber is carrying an open 
bottle of whisky 

Webber I apologise if we’re late 
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Lady Farfield No, you’re just in time Phyllis, this is Major 
Webber 

Webber Pleased to meet you 

Lady Farfield Mr Kilhgrew Commodore Pentworthy 
Killigrew How d’you do"^ 

Lady Farfield Shall w? all sit down? Supper’s gettmg cold 
Will you sit at the head of the table, Sam? Mr ICilhgrew, Commo- 
dore, and Major Webber next 

Webber Say that’s quite a uniform Kind of Waaf, I guess 
Commodore Pentworthy Then you guess wrong British Ladies’ 
Defence Squadron much older than the Waaf— or the Wrens 
Much higher standard too 
Pauline Higher standard of what*? 

They take their places at the table 
Lady Farfield Hilda, will you serve the salad’ Pauline, pass 
the bread Oh— Kenton — ^would you like to open that bottle of 
wme? 

Kenton Certainly, me lady 

Kenton takes it and opens it m the background 
Webber (hospitably) Here’s some good Scotch, if anybody prefers 
It How about you — er — Commodore? 

Commodore Pentworthy Glass of wine for me, thank you 
Webber Lady Farfield? 

Lady Farfield No, thank you But I’m sure Mr Kilhgrew would 
hke some 

Killigrew I’ve had one taste of it already, but I won’t say No 
to another Any of your girls play the fiddle, Commodore’ 
Commodore Pentworthy Not to my knowledge Don’t encour- 
age that sort of thmg Physical jerks Saluting drill Get ’em out 
in the open and keep ’em busy 
Pauline Busy at what’ 

Lady Farfield I hope nobody minds this stew It seems to me 
— ^rather — ^mixed 

Lotta (almost tearfully) It is terrible One of my worst 
Pauline The tinned herrrag fishcakes were the worst Sometimes 
dunng the mght I can still taste them 
Lotta Darlmg, they were simply a bad idea Are you a musician, 
Mr Killigrew? 

Killigrew Play thfr fiddle, when I have a chance to Quartettes* 
mostly 
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Lotta igaiiy) That is wonderful After supper, I coidd sing the 
waltz from Fledermaus, and you could improvise an obbligato on 
your violm 

Kiixigrew Don’t like that sort of stuff, I’m afraid 

Lotta {disappointed) Oh' 

Pauline But even if you don’t like perhaps the rest of us do, 
and surely you wouldn’t object to domg one small thing to please the 
rest of the party 

Killigrbw {who can take if) TeUing me now I’m a selfish old 
highbrow, are you*^ 

Lady Farheld {hastily) Oh no, I’m sure she wasn’t 

Killigrbw Yes, she was And she’s right — ^I am But remember, 
madam, I don’t get much time to myself Been working twelve — 
sometimes fourteen — ^hours a day for the last four years — ^and no 
extra pay, remember — no overtime — no mce canteens and extra 
rations — ^bhtz, black-out, everythmg However, as this is a party. I’ll 
play anything you want me to There' 

Webber {solemnly) Mr Kilhgrew, I think that’s a pretty swell 
attitood 

Commodore Pentworthy {loud, challenging) Most of these war 
factoiy workers have been so well off they’ll be sorry when the 
war’s over 

Sam That’s nobbut true of a few Rest ’as got ’usbands or sweet- 
hearts away, and they’re as anxious as you for t’war to be ower — 
’appen a bit more anxious 

LadyFarfield And It’s not true they’ve been so well off Getting 
up in the dark, perhaps travelhng miles — ^then working all day in a 
machine shop — ^then gettmg back home in the dark, too tired to do 
anything — ^month after month, year after year — away from your 
husband, perhaps away from your children — domg hard monotonous 
work — often hvmg with people who don’t want you there — ^I don’t 
think that’s bemg well off 

Hi lda If it is, then they’re not doin’ so bad m Dartmoor 

Commodore Pentworthy Yes But most of them are not in the 
least patriotic I know that for a fact 

Sam ’Appen not what you’d call patnotic— flag-wavm’— King- 
and-country stuff— upper-class fancy work But for all that, they’ve 
always wanted this country to come through After Dunkirk, I saw 
’em work till they dropped at their benches 

Webber That’s what they told us on the^pther side And it sure 
IS a great story — ^yes sir — a great story That — and the Battle of 
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Bntain — ^and the bombing of London We had it over the radio 
every mght 

Kiixigrew I’d just as soon have a bhtz as the radio every night 
And I’ve had my share of air raids Without wishmg to boast, I 
must point out that I’m probably the only man in history who was 
ever blown clean out of his chair while practising the second viohn 
part of the first movement Beethoven’s A-mmor quartette. Opus 
One hundred and thirty-two 

Lotta (suddenly pointing at Killigrew and giving a scream of 
laughter) Of course — ^I see now— you are really a comical man— 
a droll 

Killigrew Good heavens' 

Kenton has gone round serving those who wanted it, and are 
not taking whisky or beer, with wine There has also been some 
changing of plates, etc, with perhaps Lotta and Pauline or 
Hilda leaving the table 

Commodore Pentworthy You been over here long. Major 
Webber*? 

Webber No, I haven’t Only landed a few days ago 

Commodore Pentworthy Indeed' What d’you think of it here? 

Webber Oh — ^you seem to me to have done a swell job, though 
of course I haven’t qmte got the hang of thmgs around here One 
mmute I imagme you Bntish are going on m the same old way, and 
then the next mmute — ^why — ^I begin to think you’re havmg a kmd 
of revolution 

Commodore Pbntworthy (shocked) Revolution' Certainly not 
Simply tryin’ to do our best for the national cause Got into umform 
— obeyin’ orders — and so on Nothmg to do with revolution No 
sign of one, eh, Mr Kilhgrew*? 

Killigrew Words, words, words' Depends upon what you mean 
by revolution Suggest we drop the subject 

Webber Have you ever been to Amenca, Commodore*? 

Commodore Pentworthy Yes, once Didn’t take to it 

Webber That’s too bad Why didn’t you? 

Commodore Pentworthy I object to taxi drivers caUing me 
“Sister” 

Webber Aw— well— they don’t mean anythmg by it 

Commodore Pentwortity I didn’t imagme they did mean any- 
thmg by It But I didn’t like it Then again, the hotels and houses 
were too hot, the waiters mefOcient, and there were no egg cups, no 
toast racks, and my shoes were never cleaned 
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Webber (polite but annoyed)- Say — Glisten 

Lady Farheld (cutting m) Now Major Webber, you simply 
mustn’t mmd what Mrs — mean Conoonodore Pentworthy says 
And, Phyllis, we can’t have you talking hke that Remember, this 
is a special little party 

Hilda Yes, an’ Sam wants to say something Go on, yer pro- 
imsed * 

Sam (rising slowly) Well — er — friends — ^when I thought there was 
just goin’ to be a few of us from t’factory. I’d agreed to say a few 
words — ^proposin’ a ’ealth really — to celebrate t’occasion Yer see, 
we’re ’ere to-night to celebrate t’promoDon o’ Lady Farfield She’s 
just bin made a charge-’and — ^see? Nah that mightn’t sound so much 
to some of yer, but we think she’s done veiy well — an’ I’ll tell yer 
for why An’ mmd yer, I speak as an old ’and, havm’ bm m t’lndustry 
a good long time But Lady Farfield, she wor new to it, o’ course 
It wor as strange to ’er as knittmg a pair o’ socks ’ud be to me — ^m 
fact, worse, ’cos I could at least try me ’and at that in pnvate at ’ome 
Well, she started down m t’machme shop, same as t’others — ay, an’ 
’ad plenty o’ mucky httle jobs an’ all, ’cos there’s one or two of ’em 
down there as I know that ’ud go out o’ their way to give somebody 

hke ’er muckiest job, d’yer see’ 

Eileen (with unexpected vehemence) Yes, they would too Stinkers ’ 
Commodore Pentworthy (with a look) What did you say*? 
Pauline (loud and clear) She said “Stinkers” And qmte nght 
too 

Sam (with good-natured reproach) Now oo’s talkm’ — ^me or you 
lot*? Any’ow, pomt is — ^Lady Farfield worked ’er way up to Assembly, 
which IS best shop we ’ave, an’ now she’s a charge-’and An’ I say we 

ought to dnnk ’er ’ealth Nah— -then 

He reuses his glass and the others, except Lady Farfield, rise 
and reuse their glasses — murmuring the usual phreises As they 
resume their seats, there is much applause, especially from the 
younger ones Lotta suddenly bursts mto noisy sobs 
Lotta (through her sobs) I am so sOrry — ^but this reminds me so 

much — of— of— the old days — oh 

She runs to the kitchen, still sobbing 
Pauline I never knew such a one for being remmded 
Lady Farfield Poor Lotta' 

Sam ’Ere, we want a speech from you 
Cries of '‘Yes, go on" — “Speech'”, etq 
Lady Farfield (rising) Oh— well— thanlc you very much, Sam— 
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and all of you I’m really veiy proud— and grateful I haven’t always 
liked it at the factory 

Hilda I should think not' 

Lady Farfield All the people there aren’t hke you three— worse 
luck— but though I only went at first because I was desperate for 
something useful to do, I’m glad now that I did I’ve met people 
— and made fnends— that Ij couldn’t have known before I under- 
stand a lot of thmgs— important thmgs— that I didn’t begin to under- 
stand before I can face the future properly and m the right spmt 
I feel that — ^m my own very humble way — now I can help— and not 
hmder — ^the new England most of us want That’s all 
Some applause as she sits down 

Killigrew a most admirable httle speech, if you’ll allow me to 
say so. Lady Farfield 

Webber Swell' I’d hke to send a copy of it to Mrs Webber 

Lady Farfield But I haven’t a copy of it, I only said the first 
thmg that came into my head 

Commodore Pentworthy And I must say, Frances, that I don’t 
agree with you 

Lady Farfield About what’ 

Commodore Pentworthy Woman in your position could have 
found some thing more important and useful to do than going to a 
factory You remember, I suggested your joinmg the Blads 

Lady Farfield No, PhyUis, I don’t beheve I could have done 
anything more useful 

Commodore Pentworthy Nonsense' Woman with your back- 
ground' When any half-witted girl can look after those machines 

Hilda ’Ere, ’alf a mmute with yer ’alf-witted girls 

Webber WeU, I’ve seen something of mass production back home, 
and I can see what the Commodore’s gettmg at You see 

Sam {cutting in) Now ’old on a mmute Nobody’s gom’ to tell 
me she’d ha’ bm more useful swaggenn’ round m a uniform, playm’ 
at female soldiers 

Commodore Pbntworthy { thundering ) Who’s talking about play- 
m’ at female soldiers? 

Sam {who can't be mtvmdatei) I am What we needed most of all 
for this war wor production— planes, tanks, guns an’ suchhke — an’ 
that’s what the machmes wor tumm’ out If uniforms could beat 
’Itler, then Poles an’ French ’ud ha’ beaten ’im afore we started. But 
yer needed annaments„an’ machmes to mak’ them armaments an’ 
folk to look after the machmes 
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Webber Yeah — but everybody can’t be 

Hilda (cutting iri) No, Sam’s nght 
Pauline (quickly) And even if he isn’t, she’s wrong 
Lady Farfield (hastily) Now, Pauhne, be quiet 
Killigrew But though you may need production first, man- 
power must be used properly, and a woman who 

Commodore Pentworthy (cutting m, loudly) I say, a woman with 
your social background and experience could have employed herself 
to better advantage Otherwise what’s the use of a good social back- 
ground and expenence’ 

Pauline (loud and lude) Well, what is the use of it? 

Hilda Girls I know m the Ats and Waaf spend half their time 
sittmg about 

Killigrew That’s not the point, young woman Kmdly stick to 
the pomt 

Webber Qmte so Question of use*bf man-power You don’t 
want a square peg m a round hole 
Commodore Pentworthy Exactly Why a square peg m a 
round hole’ 

Pauline Why pegs in holes at all anyhow? 

Commodore Pentworthy (crushingly) We’re trymg to be serious, 
if you don’t mind 

Sam (cutting in) Well, just get back to my pomt 

Webber (cutting iri) No, you made your point 

Lady Farheld (cutting iri) Look here, this doesn’t really 
matter 

Kilugrew (cutting iri) No, but if we’re gomg to argue, we nught 

as well argue properly Now I contend 

Commodore Pentworthy If you’ll kmdly not interrupt for one 
moment 

Eileen (topping them alt) Oh— please be quiet' 

Commodore Pentworthy (outraged) I beg your pardon' 

Eileen (bravely) Oh— I didn’t mean you specially I meant eveay- 
body We’re all begmmng to make silly quarrelhng noises, that’s all, 
and It simply isn’t worth it 
Commodore Pentworthy (to crush her) Indeed’ 

EimN (not crushed) Yes— indeed 

The telephone rings Kenton emerges from the background 
Kenton Shall I answer the instrument, i^e lady’ 
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Lady Farheld (rising) No, I’ll answer it And you’ll all have 
to be quiet for a minute It’s difl&cult to hear if you’re not (At 
telephone) Yes speaking Oh they are, are they‘d Had 
dmner'^ WeU, I’m glad of that because there isn’t much left 
I see All nght, thank you (Puts down telephone, to others) Those 
two Air Force officers are on their way here I suppose they’re the 
same two they mentioned earher, though she didn’t say so 
Hilda Hurray' 

Lady Farfield Come from overseas too Now we’ll have to 
hurry Some of us will have to get their rooms ready Pauline and 
Sam and I had better do that Major Webber and Mr Killigrew, 
you two had better go along to the drawing-room — ^we’U join vou 

there afterwards — might have some music — and dancing perhaps 

Hilda That’s the stuff 

Lady Farfbeld Phylhs, you needn’t do anything, of course 
Commodore Pentworthy (firmly) I should hke to go round the 
house again, Frances, and see what accommodation you really 
have 

Lady Farfield All nght, if you must — but don’t dream of dump- 
mg any of your girls on me here Now then — ^Eileen, Hilda — ^will 
you help Kenton to clear — and Lotta to wash up I hope Lotta’s 
recovered We really must be mce and friendly and cheerful — for 
the sake of these boys 

Kenton exits down left with a tray Hilda follows him with 
another 

Sam Come on, Paulme, back to the furniture job 

They go upstairs with Lady Farfield Eileen goes on clearing, 
but leaving the bottles and a few glasses Webber lights a cigar 
and Killigrew a pipe They have now withdrawn from table, and 
the Commodore lights a cigarette and joins them 
Commodore Pentwortby (to the two meri) Look here— I’ll show 
you where the drawing-room is Along here I might as well start 
on the ground floor My headquarters are over at Bnndlewell Pnory, 
but we’re bemg turned out this week-end Fnghtful nuisance 
Follow me 

They go out by the door down right Re-enter Hilda with tray 
Hilda (as she clears) When she come out with that about *alf- 
witted girls looking after machmes, I could ’ave slapped her big fat 
silly face 

Eileen (as she clears) Still, you must admit that some of our girls 
are almost half-witted, you know, Hilda 
Hilda All nght fiut I’ll bet they’re no worse than lyhat some 
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of ’ers are — all dressed up to look like somebody shoutm’ outside 
a picture theatre [Imitating commissionaire) “Standin’ Only In the 
One an’ Threes Seats at ’Alf a Crown” That’s what she oughta be 
doin’ — ^wi’ that uniform on 

Eileen [bashfully sentimental) I wonder what your Herbert’s dom’ 
to-night, Hilda‘S 

Hilda Writin’ a letter to you, I should thmk ’E’fl ha’ got to 
page twenty by now An’ my mother could never get ten words out 
of ’im Even that time ’e won four-pound-five at dogs, ’e wouldn’t 
tell It to her properly 

Eileen He’s told me all about that mght 

Hilda I’ll bet ’e ’as 

Eileen I wish I’d sent the other photo to him now^y’know, the 
one half sideways It’s a lot nicer 

Hilda Yes, but the other one’s more like you 

Eileen Now don’t say, that, Hilda I get so worried about it, 
wondermg what he’U think when he does see me 

Hilda Don’t you bother about ’Erbert I know ’im He’ll ’ave 
to think you’re wonderful now that ’e’s used all that paper an’ pencil 
on you ’E never did like wasting anythmg 

Eileen [indignantly) He’s not mean 

Hilda I never said ’e was, though I can’t say ’e ever gave ’is httle 
sister much But what I want to know now is — ^what these Air Force 
chaps’ll be like 

Eileen I don’t care about them 

Hilda No, you don’t ’cos you’ve got our ’Erbert But I could 
do with a bit of Air Force attention for a change WiU they be our 
sort, like them sergeants who come round the factory that time‘s Or 
will they be like them ofl5^cers who came round that other time — ^that 
very ’igh-class bunch, you remember’ [Imitates them) They ’alf- 
closed their eyes an’ stroked their fancy moustaches an’ went roimd 
saym’ “Wizard — absolutely wizard'” But when they thought we 
couldn’t ’ear ’em, they were muttenn’ to each other, “Black show, 
old boy ” 

They go into the kitchen, kavmg door ajar, cmd through it we 
can hear rmisic, Lotta singmg, laughter Sound of car arriving 
Ring at bell Kenton comes out slowly and answers it, admitting 
two RAF officers The first, Group-Captain Edward Camyon, 
D S O , IS a well-set up man about the same age as Lady Far- * 
FjBiD The other, Squadron-LbaderJJony Acton, D F C , m 
a high-spmted younger man who wears one of the fancy moustaehes 
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Both men are very sm-burmd as if newly come from overseas 
They have bags with them 

Camyon I think you’ve had a message about us from the RAF 
Experimental Station 

Kenton Yes, sir, we ’ad a message and ’er ladyship’s expecting 
you gentlemen I’ll inform ’er of your amval We ’ave — er— vanous 
guests to-mght * 

Tony Yes, sounds qmte hke a party 

Kenton Yes, sir Oh— we ’ave very big parties ’ere at the Hall 
at times, sir Bands playin’, dancm’, smging’ Sometimes I’ll ’ave 
as many as a dozen extra waiters in, as well as our own ten indoor 
staff Yes, sir Very big parties I’ll inform ’er ladyship 

Kenton goes upstairs There is a louder burst of music, song, 
laughter from kitchen, at this moment After takmg this in, 
Camyon turns indignantly to Tony 

Camyon (angrily) What did I tell you? 

Tony Yes, sir, black show' How’s the head now, sir’ 

Camyon Not so good Well, you see what it’s like at home You 
saw last night in town, at the filthy httle mght club you msisted on 
our going to 

Tony I took a poor view of that, as you know, sir 

Camyon All nght That’s bad enough But we come down here 
— and what’s happenmg’ This Lady Whatsit has nothmg better to 
do than throw a party You can hear ’em Listen to ’em And that 
old fool of a butler says they’re always throwing parties Bands' 
Dozen extra waiters Ten mdoor staff By thunder, Acton, it makes 
my blood boil There weren’t any bands and extra waiters for our 
chaps who went to Berhn and never came back And think of our 
fellows in Italy and the Middle East and India— worrying about how 
they are at home, longing to get back— and some of these people here 
— damned empty-headed, stupid, nch women 

Tony Couldn’t agree with you more, sir Black show' Not that 
I can’t take a party 

Camyon Of course, of course No objection to people enjoying 
themselves when they’ve earned it But this sort of thmg is a damned 
disgrace These women have no imagmation, no sense, no decency 
They don’t realise what’s happening m the world They don’t even 
care I’ve been out of this country four years and this is what I come 
back to find Parties' Extravagance' Rows of servants' Callous 
idiocy' 

Tony Yes, sir, doesn’t look too good Take a poor view of it 
myself, sir But from what I’ve heard, I think it must bS enneptional 
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Camyon Doubt it, Acton But exceptional or not, it’s damned 
disgraceful I’ve half a nund to tell this fool of a woman here — 
what’s her name — ^Lady Fairfield — ^Farfield — or whatever she calls 
herself— just what I think about her and then walk straight out of 
her house 

Tony Serve her nght, sir But where do we walk to’ 

Camyon {irritably) What does that inatter’ 

Tony Well, sir, isn’t a bed for miles, they said at the station 
Camyon {angrily) Filled up with dance bands and waiters and 
lounge hzards, I suppose Well, I suppose we can put up with the 

idiotic antics of these people for one mght, but I don’t propose 

Tony {hastily) Somebody commg, sir 

Lady Farfield, with Pauline behmd her, now conies down 
the stairs 

Lady Farhbld {advancing) Good everung I’m sorry to have kept 

you waiting, but I was just {Then she recognises him ) Edward' 

CAMyoif {staggered) Frances' Are j’ow Lady Farfield? 

Lady Farfield Yes Didn’t you know? 

Camyon {bitterly) No, but I might have known, I ought to have 
guessed 

Lady Farfield {annoyed by his tone) What on earth do you mean ’ 
Camyon {loudly and angrily) I might have known, after bemg 
overseas for years, and commg back home to a place like this where 
people can still give parties every mght, and flin g money away, and 
keep rows of servants waiting 'on them, and generally behavmg like 

callous idiots, that somebody like you would be mixed up in it 

Lady Farfield {cutting in, furious) Just a minute' I don’t know 
what you’re talking about, and I don’t beheve you do either, Edward 
Camyon But of all the pompous, pig-headed, insufiFerable — ^why, for 
years I’ve \raited for this 
Camyon {aggressively) For what? 

Lady Farfield {advancing on hmt) This ' 

She gives hm a loud slap on the face Then stands glaring at 
htm He stands amazed Pauline gives a little gurgle of delight 
Tony {m a kind of loud dazed murmur) Black show, chaps ' Black 
show' 

Lotta and the music from the kitchen swell up magnificently 
as they stand there and the curtain falls 


End of Act One 
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At rise, Lotta is discovered arranging drinks — MAJOR Wbbbbr’s 
whisky, beer, a jug of lemonade, and a jug of sinister reddish liquid 
— and glasses either on the centre table or the small serving table 
Major Webber is good-naturedly giving her a hand and can be 
handing over some drink or glasses when we discover them Dance 
music heard off 

Lotta Thank you, Major Webber But please go on with your 
stoiy It IS so interesting to me — this Amencan business hfe 

Webber Well, so I said to them, “Gentlemen, I want you to bear 
m mmd that we have nght here one of the biggest ca nnin g plants 
east of Chicago, and also that we’re turnmg out more windshield 
wipers and other automobile accessories than any other city in the 
state, and that 

Lotta {who is really bored by this stuff) Yes, it must be a wonder- 
ful hfe So nch, so exciting, so — strong' 

Webber Well, yes, certainly is — ^in a way 

Lotta But for a woman— no No, no, no, no {Smiling at him 
And after all I am a woman 

Webber Sure thing' Well, then I said to them, “Another pomt 
Pd hke you gentlemen to bear in mmd,” I said, “and Pm not going 
to try teach you anything about business conditions in general, but I’m 
a real-estate man and Pm here m my own home town — ^yes, sir ” 

Lotta One nunute, please You ’ave not heard me sing properly 
yet, of course, but you have heard me a httle You like my smging? 

Webber Swell So I said, “Now gentlemen ” 

Lotta {cutting in) This dress — it is nothmg, of course— just for 
the kitchen But all the same, it is rather pretty, eh? 

Webber Swell So I said, “And don’t forget another thing, 
gentlemen This town is producing nght now a bigger and better 
assortment of patent steel fasteners than any place between Pittsburgh 
and Kansas City >” 

Lotta {cuttmg /«) Np, no, 

Webber Why yes, we were doing just that thmg We were pro- 
ducing bigger and bettw 

Lotta {cutting m) Nb, I pean — oh, you would not understand 
But I am so glad you had so many steel fasteners ' 
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Hilda looks m through doorway to drawing-room 
Hilda Hey, Major Webber, I thought you wanted to do some 
dancing 

Webber I’m raring to go 
Hilda Well, come on then 

She withdraws Webber ttam to ^otta 
Webber You coming along’ 

Lotta No, thank you Not just now 
Webber See you later then Pardon me' 

He goes through door to drawing-room Lotta gives a last 
look round at her drink arrangements, then sits down and sighs, 
obviously bored and rather melancholy After a moment or two, 
Sam comes down the stairs, comfortably smoking his pipe 
Lotta Mr Cawthra — this party of ours — ^where is it’ What has 
happened to it’ 

Sam Well, yer might say it fimshed afore it got properly started 
Though Ah’m not grumbhng Ah’m feelmg all right 
Lotta Well, I am not feehng all nght I feel — ^very disappomted 
— ^rather sad What about the two Air Force officers’ 

Sam Well, after that Group-Captain got ’is face slapped, ’e stamps 
up to ’is room an’ says ’e’s stoppin’ there Won’t ’ave nowt to do 
wi’ this carry-on at all An’ ’e gave that young Squadron-Leader 
orders to stop m ’is room too, an’ ’ave nowt to do wT us So we’ve 
lost t’Air Force 

Lotta But why does not Lady Faxfield come and settle every- 
thing and make everybody happy’ 

Sam ’Cos as soon as she’d slapped ’er old friend’s face, she run 
straight up to ’er room an’ locked ’erself in to ’ave a good cry 
IxfVTA. {thoughtfully) So' They knew one another before the war 
And now, when they meet agam, she slaps his face and goes to her 
room to cry Then I think she must still love him at least a httle 
Sam {dryly) I suppose if she’d knocked ’im silly an’ then screamed 
the place down, she’d ’ave loved ’im a lot, eh? 

{ajtta {seriously) Yes, of course 
Sam The gentle sex' 

IxiTTA {tenderly remtrascent) J remember one of my lovers — oh, I 
adored that man — ^he was our leadmg baritone — and every time I saw 
him I wanted to take him and beat him and pull his hair out by the 
hafadful Sometimes I did too — and then he would twist my arms 
until I screamed {Dreamily) It was woniiecful— -love in Spnng m 
Vi^a-^wonderful ' 
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Sam All right so long as yer wor i’ good training for it Well, 
that’s all I can tell yer about this party, except that that female 
Gteneral-Admiral is still upstairs mal^g a hst o’ t’rooms 

Lotta I do not care about that woman She is aU wrong 

Sam Ay, though if she ever retires on a pension, she might mak’ 
a good time-keeper 

Lotta {ignoring this, with ^decision) But then all of us are all wrong 
Look at me' 

Sam I see nowt wrong wi’ you 

Lotta Yes, yes, everything is wrong These clothes' When I 
still have some beautiful dresses All these girls They too should 
be weanng beautiful feminme things — ^romantic, seductive, glamor- 
ous — and then these men would not behave so badly — ^you would see 

Sam I don’t know that the men ’ave been behavin’ badly Unless 
you’re gom’ to blame that Group-Captam for puttin’ his face in the 
way of Lady Fatfield’s ’and 

Enter Hilda and Eileen through door right, looking rather 
bored Dance music has stopped now 

Hilda Well, I must say it’s turning out a dam’ dull party I’ve 
already had enough of danang with that American officer Yer go 
bouncing round on ’is tumc as if he’d just given ’imself another medal 
What IS there to drink’ 

Lotta Anything here But (she mdicates a dark red liquid 

m a glass jug) I would not touch that stujff There were two bottles 
from the chemist— and the labels came off— and I think I have used 
the wrong one 

Eileen (smellmg it) Smells to me like liniment 

Lotta If that is the hniment, then Kenton has been rubbmg his 
back with black-currant jmce 

Hilda We’ll give Commodore Pentworthy a mce stiff glassful 
o’ this That’s something to look forward to, but we could do with 
a few more ideas 

Lotta {impressively) I have a mce idea But I must talk first to 
Lady Farfield 

Elnter Kuxigkew and Pauline from down right, deep m talk 

Kuxigrew {obviously concludmg an account of his troubles) So I 
ask you, what is a man to do? 

Pauline {calmly) You ought to shoot a few of them 

KiLLiGKEW {seriously) The idea’s attractive — but quite apart from 
the fact that there might be a question or two in the House, my 
department has no authority or machmery for shootmg people It 
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would have to be referred to the Ministry of Home Security and the 
War Office 

PAtTLiNE Well then, choose fifty of the worst of the big fat crooks, 
and send them up to the coldest moors to make roads 
Killigrew Then you’d have to come to some arrangement with 
the Mimstry of Works or Planning Or one of the local authorities 
— and you know what they are But^you’re a very fierce young 
woman, aren’t you’ 

Pauline Yes And it’s time somebody was fierce 
Killigrew You’ll feel better when you’ve a husband and a baby 
or two, y’know 

Pauline When I have a baby or two. I’ll be fiercer still 

Enter Lady Farfield, who looks rather pale and miserable 
She comes down rather cautiously, obviously ready to retreat if 
Camyon is about When she sees he is not, she comes in, watched 
by the others 

Lady Farfield (almost whispering) Is he — still— up in his room’ 
Sam Yes, for all Ah know 

Lady Farfield I was a fool to lose my temper hke that And 
after all this time’ Poor Edward’ He looked rather sweet too 
Sam Well, ’e’s staym’ m ’is room — ^an’ I could ’ear ’im telhn’ that 
Squadron-Leader that 'e'd better stay m ’is room too 
Pauline (angrily) Then I think he’s a mean pig That Squadron- 
Leader looked heavenly And unless he’s completely nveted to some- 
body else, I’d made up my mind to take possession of him 
Sam Yer’U ’ave to look sharp I ’eard Group-Captain shoutin’ 

that they’d leave first thmg in t’momm’ 

Lady Farfield (annoyed) Then I’m not a bit sorry for him 
Jumping to idiotic conclusions and then refusing -to budge I’d like 

to make him look really silly 

Lotta (calling her away from others) Frances' 

Lady Farfield (going to her) What is it, Lotta’ 

Lotta (confidentially) I think this is the man you told me about, 
once— your first love — eh? 

Lady Farfield (same tone) Yes, it is 

Lotta You were in love— but you quarrelled, eh? 

Lady Farfield Yes And look at him’ He’s just as hasty and 
obstmate as ever Worse, m fact 
Lotta But I think you are still m lovejMth him — a httle — eh’ 
Lady Farfield (hastily) .Certainly not 

1413 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 

Lotta But you ran away — and cried 

Lady Farfebld I was upset — ^naturally — besides, one can’t help 
remembenng But now I’m absolutely funous with him I’d hke — 
to make him look completely idiotic {Hesitates, as if reflecting, and 
looks now at the others speculatively ) There ought to be something 
we could do What’s happenmg down here’ 

Sam Nowt r 

Hilda We’re bored, and Lotta’s gomg on about dresses an’ 
glamour and stuff 

Lotta (impressively) I say it is all our fault The men do not care 
— ^they are sulky — ^they are stupid — there is no nice party — ^why’ 
Because we are not truly feminine any more They come from a war 
— for years they see nothing but men, men, men, guns, machines, 
more men, men, men — ^and what do they see here? We are not 
mystenous We are not romantic We are not glamorous any more 

We are (with a big, contemptuous gesture, indicating Pauline) 

— hke that 

Paulinb (loudly) All nght, but just you try being a romantic and 
glamorous Land Girl and see where it gets you 
Lotta I understand that perfectly, my dear Paulme, but you need 
not be a Land Girl to-mght 

Pauline I don’t want to be, not with that heavenly Squadron- 
leader about But what can we do’ 

Lotta (impressively) Frances, I appeal to you 
Lady Farfield What do you want me to do? 

Lotta You still have some beautiful things So have I — ^a few 
old costumes I saved Let us go and make ourselves mystenous and 
beautiful Even if none of these idiot men ever notice, we wiU have 
had some fun 

Hilda I’m all for it, though I bet nothmg fits me — and then I 
shan’t look beautiful— and not even mystenous 

Lady Farfield It might be fun And — ^I have an idea She 

breaks off, and holds up her hcmd) Sh* (They are all still She whispers) 
I thought I heard them One of you go and see 
Hilda (quietly) That’s me (Hurries quietly to stairs and creeps upl) 
Lady Farfield (whispering) I want them to see us later, but not 
now Ifthey are commg down, we must hide Unless they are commg 
to apologise 

Sam (wintering) I’ll bet it’s too early for any apologismg 
Lady FarfielU Th^ be ready to hide— behmd that door— if I 
give the signal (Hilda returns) WeU, Hilda? 
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Hilda {whispering) They’re either coming down qmetly — or 
playin’ at Red Indians 

Lady Farfeeld {whispering) Let’s hide then Hurry' 

They hurry quietly across to door right leaving the door slightly 
ajar — to show that they are peeping and listening Acton comes 
cautiously downstairs He is still in uniform He looks around 
and then steals to the telephone Me glances at a note-book and 
picks up the phone 

Acton {at telephone) Morbury Eight Nine Two 

While he is waiting, not looking toward door right, the door 
opens a little wider Hearmg it move, he turns round, but as he 
turns, the door almost closes again 

Wmg-Conunander Fawcett, please I’m speakmg for Gxoup- 
Captam Camyon Yes 

Here, if it holds, he can go through the same busmess as before 
with door right 

Wmg-Commander Fawcett? Squadron-Leader Acton here, sir if 
you don’t mmd waitmg a moment, sir. I’ll get Group-Captam Camyon 
Puts down receiver and hurries across to stairs and calls up 
cautiously 

All right, sir Nobody here, and he’s on the hne 

Camyon now comes down, less cautiously than Acton, emd goes 
to telephone, with Acton m attendance 
Camyon {at telephone) Fawcett? Camyon here. You were tellmg 
me this afternoon that you needed a good-sized country house or 
two to reqmsition Well, there’s one here Yes, Farfield Hall Occu- 
pied by people who don’t seem to reahse, even now, that we’ve had 
a war on our hands for the last few years Yes, that’s the type 
— silly extravagant callous women All right Rmg me back 
m about half an hour 

Puts down telephone, and regards Acton sternly 
And now I’m gomg back to my room — ^and you’re gomg back to 
yours, my lad 
Acton Yes, sir 

Camyon No nonsense now This is serious 
Acton Understand absolutely, sir Black show 
Camyon {sharply) Come on then 

He walks briskly towards the stairs, followed by Acton As 
they go, thp door right slowly opens As soon as they have gone. 
Lady Farreid, Pauline, Lotta, IJjlda, Eileen, Sam and 
Kiixkhiew come through hastily but quietly, 
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Lady Farfield (who is really angry) I’m absolutely funous 
Pauline So am I Did you hear him ordenng the Squadron- 
Leader to stay m his room too? Pig’ 

Lady Farfield Well, did you hear what he said about us on the 
telephone? Silly extravagant caUous women' 

Lotta What did I teU you? No glamour, y’see 
Lady Farfield Now if iCe could only get him downstairs agam 
at the right moment 

Sam I’ll bet they’ll both be down agam soon 
Killigrew We can always mvent a message to brmg them down, 
if necessary 

Lady Farfield (who is thinking) Yes Mr Kilhgrew, you’ll have 
to help us 

Killigrew Certainly Only I’d like to do a httle telephonmg first 
Lady Farfield There’ll be no hurry for you I’ll have to find 
the things first But come up as soon as you’ve done your telephon- 
mg The rest of us must go through the kitchen and up the back 
stairs And we’ll collect Kenton — ^we’ll need him Come along 

As they go, all bat Killigrew, 

If Edward Camyon is determined to make a fool of himself again. 
I’ll joUy well see that he does it properly this time Pompous obstin- 
ate idiot' 

As they go out door left the telephone rings 
Kilugrew (calling to Lady Farfield) Leave this to me And 
rn jom you later when I’ve done my telephomng 

He goes to the telephone 

Yes, Farfield Hall Who? Oh yes, Commodore Pentworthy 
—yes, she’s here— domg a survey of the house, I beheve — or perhaps 
firing rocket guns from the roof Anyhow, she’ll be hard to &d 
Yes, yes. I’ll take a message Yes, Yes, I’ve got that (Impatiently) 
Yes, yes, the message is perfectly simple, young woman Qear the 
hne please. 

He waits a moment, glancing at his note-book 
I want Comland Three Four Yes, I’ll hang on 

Commodore Pentworthy comes downstairs, closing a large 
official note-book 

Commodore Pentworthy (curtly) Is Lady Farfield down here? 
Killigrew No 

Commodore Pentwoi^thy Has she gone out? 

Killigrew No, 
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Commodore Pentworthy Where is she then’ 

Killigrew I’ve no idea 

She makes a “ humph sound, and so he makes another one, 

rather louder She stares at him suspiciously 

Commodore Pentworthy (importantly) Well, wherever she is, I 
want to tell her that it’s absurd of her to pretend that she hasn’t ample 
accommodation here Some of the rooms in the East Wing may seem 
useless by civihan standards — but my girls m the Bntish Ladies 
Auxihary Squadron are accustomed to roughing it 
Killigrew FU bet they are 
Commodore Pentworthy What’ 

Killigrew A message has just come through for you Your 
headquarters has sent the car back for you All very urgent 
Commodore Pentworthy Urgent Then I ought to have been 
told at once 

Killigrew You have been told at once (Into telephone) Hello 
yes Comland Three Four 

Commodore Pentworthy (going nearer) I must telephone to my 
headquarters immediately I must know exactly what has happened 

This IS important official business 

Killigrew (mgnly) Do be quiet, I can’t hear what they’re saymg 
at the exchange 

Commodore Pentworthy (angrily) I wiU not be qmet 
Kilugrew (shouting) How can I hear what the girl’s saymg — 

(Into telephond) — ^no, not you 

Commodore Pentworthy (loudly) I say this is important official 

business and I must ask you to let me have the telephone 

Killigrew Will you be qmet’ 

Commodore Pentworthy No, my call is particularly important 
— ^really urgent 

ICiLLiGREW (into telephone) Oh — all nght 

He puts down the receiver and the Commodore, glaring at han, 
goes at once to take up the telephone 
Commodore Pentworthy (still glaring at Killigrew) Bnndle- 
well Four Five 

To Killigrew, who is now lookmg at the drinks, before helping 
himself 

I don’t suppose the call you want to make is of any great importance 
Kilugrew Certainly it is I’m trying to get a string quartette 
together 
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Commodore Pentworthy (outraged) You call that important — 
at a time like this’ 

Killigrew (giving himself a drmJc) Most decidedly A man must 
have a httle order, sense and beauty somewhere in his hfe these days, 
and I find ’em in stnng quartettes 
Commodore Pentworthy (indignantly) I shall complain of your 

attitude (Bleaks off to* talk into telephone) Oh — Milhcent — 

what has happened’ No, the car hasn’t arrived yet, I’m waiting for 
It now Now tell me exactly what’s happened 
Killigrew (while she is listening) Going to be long with that 
telephone? 

Commodore Pentworthy (at telephone) Yes, certainly, if neces- 
sary this place would do I’ve counted more than thirty rooms that 
could be used at a pmch No, don’t be absurd, Milhcent Just 
a minute (Callmg across severely to Killigrew) What did you say’ 
Kilugrew I said — ^are you going to be long with that telephone’ 
Commodore Pentworthy As long as I please (At telephone) 
Yes, yes, Milhcent — everything must be ready We may have to move 
at once Yes, to-night Of course I shall come straight back When 
the car is here to take me Well, give yourself an aspirm 

She puts down the telephone, still glaring at Killigrew, who 
now takes himself and his drink back to the telephone 
Killigrew (at telephone) Comland Three Four 

Enter Webber from down right, carrying a large book 
Commodore Pentworthy Where is Lady Farfield, Major 
Webber’ 

WEBsm I haven’t seen her around since supper, Commodore I’ve 
been along there looking at this book — some mighty mce pictures of 
the nei^bourhood 

Commodore Pentworthy I’m waitmg for my car 
Webber Well, jom me m a dnnk while you’re waiting. Commo- 
dore 

Killigrew (at telephone) All right, I am waitmg 
Commodore Pentworthy (pointing to the red stuff) I’ll have some 
of that fruit cup, thank you 
Webber (holdmg up the jt^ Is this firuit cup’ 

Killigrew (still at telephone but callmg across) Looks to me like 
blood and soda (Into telephone) No, I wasn’t sweanng at you, but 
I may start m a nunute You just get me Comland Three Four 
Commodore Pentworthy (who has her drmk i«w)’ Wd^-^heers* 
Webber Here’s to us. Commodore* 
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She takes a good dunk, watched anxiously by the other two 
She closes her eyes a moment, in delight or angtash, before returning 
manfully to the surface 
How IS It, Commodore’ 

Commodore Pentworthy (blinkmg) Obviously not made of 
fresh fruit — ^that’s too much to expect these days — but very refresh- 
ing, a jolly good dnnk I think I’ll hav® a httle more, please. Major 
Webber 

Webber (taking her glass) Sure thing* 

Killigrew (mto telephone) Yes, it is Mr Fraser I’m wanting 
Old Mr Fraser or young Mr Fraser’ I don’t care 

The Commodore’s second good pull at the drink has not been 
without Its effect 

Commodore Pbntworthy (sternly) If you want my opinion, I 
think we’re becommg too soft Yes, slack and soft We British are 
gettmg too slack and soft You Amencans, Major Webber — ^so far 
as I can see — are even worse — pampered > 

Killigrew (calling across from telephone) You ought to try the 
Russians 

Commodore Pentworthy (with dignity) I have no wish to try 
the Russians Or to have anything to do with the Russians I cannot 
help remembermg that many of the Russians are Bolsheviks 

Webber You’ve got somethmg there. Commodore 

Killigrew (calling across) What do you expect them to be — 
members of the Primrose League’ (Into telephone) Oh, Mr Fraser 
— ^my name’s Kilhgrew and I’m staying at Faifield Hall 

Commodore Pentworthy (on top of his remarks into telephone) 
In any case, this is not a question that any mere civihan can attempt 
to discuss with any authority, if only because he lacks the necessary 
experience 

Killigrew (who is trymg to hear on telephone) Oh — ^be quiet a 
mmute 

Commodore Pentworthy (angrily) I wiU not be quiet Why 
should I’ 

Killigrew (angrily) Because I’m trymg to hear what this chap’s 
saying — and the hne’s bad (Into telephone) Yes, yes now,, 
Mr Fraser, I understand you play the ’cello 

Commodore Pbntworthy Really— -the ’cello— ex a time hke this* 

Killigrew (loudly mto telephone) Oh— your son Well, is he 
there? All ngjht, I’U wait 

CtoMMODORE Pbntworthy (angrily) Lord Chippmg Norton is 
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a member of the government and he also happens to be an old 
friend of mine I’m mchned to make a senous complaint to him 
about your extraordmary conduct and attitude, Mr Kilhgrew 

Killigrew {still at telephone, coolly) Make fifty complaints to 
Lord Chipping Norton if you like, madam I don’t care a fig for 
Lord Chipping Norton, who, incidentally, is a most meflScient jumor 
mimster and not hkely to b? in the government much longer {Into 
telephone) Hello, hello* 

Webber {monng towards door right and laughing) Say— why didn’t 
somebody tell me about you British*? Back home we’ve never had 
the nght idea about you, and Mrs Webber will never beheve me when 
I tell her 


Sound of car outside 

Commodore Pentworthy (preparing to go) That must be my car 

Webber Well, pleased to have met you. Commodore 

Commodore Pentworthy You may see me agam, unless my head- 
(juarters staff have been able to cope with this emergency 

Killigrew {turning, at telephone) Qmet, please I can’t hear a 
word this chap’s saying 

Commodore Pentworthy I don’t think it necessary that you 
should Fiddler! ^ 


She marches out mam door Webber laughs and goes out down 
right, takmg his book and drink with him Killigrew is still at 
telephone 


Khxigrew {telephone) I hear you play the ’cello, Mr Fraser 
^Hiat doesn t matter, everybody has to make a start sometime 
Yes, I’ve plenty of scores Now what about a viola player and a 
second fiddle? What’s her telephone number’ Yes I’ll 
wait ’ 


CoMMODOM Pentworthy now returns, looking disappointed 
md cross, followed slowly by Corporal Herbert Packet, 
^DA s brother He is, in fact, a larger male version of her 
The most noUceable thmg about him is an enormous slow grin that 
lights up his weatherbeaten face 

(^MMODOM Pbntworthy {stemly) Are you sure the car was not 

533.1 tor me^ 

Herbert {who is rather bewildered) Yes, sir 

Commodore Pbntworthy. Ma’am. 

Herbert What’ 

toMMODORE Pbntworthy {snapping) Don’t call me Sir but Mdam 

BrnBEB-r {with his grin) Oh— I see— ma’am 
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Commodore Pentworthy Well, what about the car’— because I’m 
expecting one 

Herbert That car belonged to a farmer who gave me a hft — 
like 

Commodore Pentworthy But who sent you here. Corporal’ 
Herbert Well, nobody sent me — miss — ma’am I come on me 
own — ^hke {Does his grin ) • 

Commodore Pentworthy {irritated) But have you any right to 
come here on your own’ 

Killigrew {from telephone) Why shouldn’t he’ 

Commodore Pentworthy {to Killigrew) This is a service 
matter Don’t interfere {To Herbert) Now then. Corporal 
Killigrew Just a minute {Into telephone) I see — ^she’ll nng me 
here Farfield Hall, eh’ Good man' Splendid, splendid' {Puts 
down telephone and looks delighted) Never picked up a ’cello so 
quickly And I’m on the track of a viola Don’t let anybody say 
the Civil Service can’t work fast 
Commodore Pentworthy {impatiently) WeU, Corporal’ 

Herbert Well, y’see — er — ^ma’am — ^I was brought ’ome on a job 
— an’ got a bit of leaf— hke — ^all sudden, y’see Well, I goes to see 
my sister an’ ’er friend — ^an’ woman where they stop tells me they’ve 
come on ’ere — so I get talkm’ about it to a farmer in a pub — ^an’ ’e 
gives me a lift ’ere — ’ope it’s nght place — ^Farfield ’AU 
Killigrew That’s right, Farfield Hall 
Herbert {producmg his gnn) Okey dokey' 

He grins from one to the other and lounges a bit 
Commodore Pentworthy {sharply) Come, come, Corporal 
Smarten yourself up I wouldn’t allow any of my girls to behave 
hke this Wearing the King’s uniform — ^you must be soldierly — 
smart and soldierly 

Herbert {apologetic but easy) That’s nght I used to be nght 
smart an’ soldierly at begmmng, after I’d done me traiiun’ But I 
wor at Dunkirk an’ dropped a bit of it there — ^hke An’ then I went 
to the desert an’ up through Tunis an’ Sicily an’ into Italy An’ what 
wi’ one thing an’ another, yer get nght out o’ practice — ^an’ start 

behavin’ natural — ^you’re so busy fighting 

Killigrew {approvingly) Quite nght. Corporal 

They exchange grms Commodore Pbntworthy looks sharply 
at them both, then moves away 
Can you drmk beer? 

Herbert Can a duck swim? 
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Kilugrew {handing him a glass) Here you are, then 
Herbert {taking it) Thank you very much, sir All the best' 
{Drinks ) 

Killigrew Is your sister called Hilda? 

Herbert That’s right Hilda Packet An’ ’er friend’s called 
Eileen ^ 

Killigrew They’re here I’ll go up and tell them you’ve arrived 
You wait down here, Corporal 

Killigrew goes upstairs Herbert stands with his beer, near 
the table Commodore Pentworthy looks impatiently at her 
watch Herbert looks at her drolly Sound of car, then ring at bell 
Commodore Pentworthy {eagerly) That must be my car 

She goes out, and we hear the front door slam and then the car 
move off Hilda now comes hurrying downstairs 
Hilda {delightedly) ’Erbert' {She hurries over to him and kisses 

him ) Well, well {Looking him over) Same old ’Erbert 

Herbert {grinning) Same old ’Ilda' 

Hilda ’Ave yer been ’ome to see Mother yet? 

Herbert No, I come ’ere first But don’t you teU ’er I did 
Hilda She’ll be that mad if she knows 

Herbert Well, don’t tell ’er then I come ’ere first ’cos it’s nearer 
the depot 

Hilda Yes, an’ ’cos yer wanted to ’ave a look at yer precious 
Eileen — ^I know But why didn’t yer tell us you were comm”^ 
Herbert ’Cos I didn’t know They suddenly brought a dozen of 
us back— six sergeants an’ six corporals — ^m a bomber — ^to do some 
instructin’— and then afore we started they said we could ’ave a 
week’s leaf So yer see, ’Ilda, I went to that Mrs Batsby’s where 
you’re billeted— an’ she says, “Oh, they’ve gone out for the evenin’,” 
she says— “to that Lady Farfield’s at Farfield ’All,” she says— an 
then she tells me where it is — ^an’ a farmer gives me a hft — ^an’ ’ere 
I am 

Hilda An’ I must say, ’Erbert, you’re lookin’ right well 
Herbert {grmmng) You’re not lookin’ so bad yerself, ’Ilda 
Hilda I’m all right 

Herbert ’Aven’t got a steady chap yet, eh? 

Hilda {diarply) No, but I’ve ’ad plenty o’ chances, an’ you 
needn’t think I ’aven’t Course I’ve gone to dances an’ the pictures 
with one or two now an? again, but that’s not the same thmg An’ 
if yer really want to know— I’ll tell yer somethmg 
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Herbert (as she hesitates) Well — go on 

Hilda (solemnly) Fm waitin’ a bit afore I get a steady chap 

Herbert What are yer waitin’ for’ 

Hilda Fm waitin’ till some o’ the real boys get back — ^the boys 
who’ve done the fightin’ for us 

Herbert That’s nght, ’Ilda Them’s the real bloody lads We 
’ave a sergeant — comes from Newcastle-*-an’ ’e saw that httle photo 
I ’ave of you — ^an’ after that ’e kept askin’ me about yer, an’ 
askin’ to ’ave another look at the photo FU tell yer about ’im 
after 

Hilda FU see yer do If ’e’s not mamed or anythmg 
Herbert No, ’e’s not 

Hilda You ’aven’t got a photo of ’im, ’ave yer’ 

Herbert Course I ’aven’t I don’t carry sergeants’ photos round 
wi’ me But ’is name’s Jack Phihps — an’ ’is old man keeps a pub 

in Newcastle ’Ere — (dropping his voice) — ^where’s Eileen’ 

Hilda (dropping her voice too) She’s ’ere Yer’U see ’er m a 
imnute 

Herbert That’s the idea 

Hilda (very earnestly) An’ let me teU yer somethmg, ’Erbert 
Packet Eileen’s a bit shy an’ gets siUy ideas sometimes — ^hke we 
aU do — ^but she’s a grand girl, Eileen is, an’ thmks a lot about you 
More than you’re worth 

Herbert Well, I think a lot about ’er too Though it’s funny 
never ’avmg really seen ’er— like An’ yet feehn’ I know ’er nght 

weU — ^better than anybody m a way — ^like 

Hilda Don’t kid yerself Letters aren’t people Yer’ve got to 
be with ’em — an’ look at ’em — ^an’ listen to ’em — an’ see ’ow they 
behave — ^before you reaUy know ’em But Eileen’s aU nght, I can 
tell you 

Herbert WeU, you ou^t to know, ’Ilda 
Hilda I should think I ought When a girl works with another 
girl, an’ then shares a room in a biUet, there isn’t much that girl 
doesn’ know about the other one, I can teU yer My word, if it 
were some of ’em, I could make your ’air stand on end If chaps only 
knew' But Eileen’s different An’ you be mce to ’er or yer’U ’ear 
somethmg from me An’ don’t stay too long down ’ere 
Herbert What for? 

Hilda ’Cos we’re ’avmg a bit o’ fun — dressm’ up an* pretendm’ 
we’re aU gran^ or somethmg (Breaks qff and whispers) This is 
Eileen 
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Eileen comes slowly and shyly downstairs The other two 
watch her 

Hilda (slowly, impressively) Eileen, this is ’Erbert 

Eileen (slowly advancing Hello > 

Herbert (with his gnn) Hello' 

Hilda (lookmg drolly from one to the other) Well, this is where I 
get out But don’t just stare at each other Get it over An’ don’t 
be too long about it neither 

She goes upstairs The other two, painfully shy, do not even 
look at each other for a moment The scene that follows must be 
played with great delicacy and restraint, with no broadening for 
easy laughs 

Eileen (slowly) You didn’t say you were coming on leave 

Herbert No, I didn’t know I said I might be sent ’ome to do 
some mstructin’ — ^remember? 

Eileen Yes, I remember you said that I was— hoping— you 
might be 

Herbert An’ then — ^it come quite sudden — same as everything 
does m the army— like I told you 

Eileen Yes Nothmg happens an’ then suddenly a lot happens 
all at once, eh? 

Herbert (with his grin) That’s nght— Eileen 

Eileen (after a pause) I expect it seems all different- here at 
home — doesn’t it^ 

Herbert No— not so very different — ^and any’ow it’s ’ome— an’ 
that’s aU right 

Eileen (slowly, softly) I expect — I look different to what you 
thought I’d look— don’t I? 

Herbert (cautiously looking) No, yer don’t I thmk yer look just 
like your photo— yer know, that one yer sent 

Eileen Yes But after, I thought I oughtn’t to have sent it It 
wasn’t very good of me 

Herbert No, yer look just hke it Only 

Eileen (anxiously) Only what? 

Herbert Only— yer a bit taller than I thought- like 

Eileen Oh — does that matter? 

Herbert No, of course it doesn’t Besides— I thmk— well, you 
look a lot prettier— like 

Eimbn (delighted) OJi Herbert — do I? 

Herbert Yes, yer do (Pause ) Eileen 
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Eileen Yes, Herbert’ 

Herbert (slowly) Did yer mean all them things yer said m your 
letters’ 

Eileen (softly) Yes, I did 

Herbert Do you still — mean — ^hke — ^now that you’ve seen me 

an’ I’m ’ere an’ not out there ’ 

Eileen (looking at hini) I do, Herbeft — ^if you do 

Herbert Yes, I do I mean, I’d like us to get mamed — an’ 

Eileen And have a home of our own 

Herbert Yes, a ’ome of our own I’ve thought a lot about that, 
Eileen 

Eileen So have I Wouldn’t it be wonderful’ 

Herbert Yes But I don’t know when that’ll be 
Eileen No, but we’ve waited so long, we can wait a bit longer 
Herbert (dubiously) Yes Some of our chaps say they’ll make it 
all right for us — ^hke — ^yer know, there’ll be ’omes an’ jobs But a 
lot o’ the chaps say it’ll be just hke last time — ^that when we’ve done 
the fightm’ an’ there’s no more danger — ^then we can go an’ 
whistle 

Eileen (roused) That’s what happened to my Dad But it won’t 
be hke last time 
Herbert ’Ow d’yer know? 

Eileen (with sudden fierceness) Because we won’t let it be, that’s 
why This is our coimtiy, isn’t it? You’ve gone and fought for it 
And I’ve left home and worked for it We’ve given years out of our 
life to keep it safe, haven’t we’ AU nght then You want a steady 
job, and I want a home of my own And we’re going to get ’em, 
and nobody’s going to stop us this time 

IFith cdirupt change of mood and tone, hesitantly 
Herbert — ^now that you’ve seen me — do you think — bit’ll be all n^t? 
Herbert ’Ow d’yer mean — all nght? 

Eileen Do you thmk — ^you could love me? 

Herbert (ashamed of this) Well— yes, I do, Eileen 
Eileen (with relief) Then that’s all that matters 

She looks at hm, smiling, and he takes a step towards her, and 
IS clearly about to take her in his arms and km her, when Major 
Webber enters down right » 

Webber Well, weU, weU' Hello, another visitor, eh’ 

Eileen Yes, this is Hilda’s brother, Herbert He’s — ^my young 
man 
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Webber (heartily) Say, that’s fine We must have a drink on this 
Hilda hurries downstairs, putting her head round 
Hilda (hurriedly calling) Come, you two, you’re wanted upstairs 
— quick Yes, both of you 
Webber (puzzled) What’s gomg on around here? 

Hilda (cheei fully) You stay there — ^and you’ll see And when it 
happens, just keep qmet Come on, you two, ’urry up (She looks 
upstairs ) Oh — there’s somebody commg We’ll go roimd the other 
way 

She hurries downstairs and bustles them off with her through 
kitchen Webber stares after them, then gives himself a drink 
After a moment, Tony Acton comes cautiously downstairs He 
IS now dressed m a sports coat and flarmel trousers He looks about 
him carefully, sees Webber with the glass in his hand, and cautiously 
comes down 

Webber (cordially) Hello t Come nght in 
Tony Thanks 

Webber My name’s Webber — George Webber 
Tony Mme’s Acton 
Webber Have some Scotch"^ 

Tony No, thanks But I wouldn’t mind some beer if there’s 
any gomg 

Webber Why not’ Help yourself 

Tony Thanks (Takes some beer ) I’m not supposed to be down 
here — ^but — er — I ran out of matches 

Webber I can let you have some matches Don’t peed ’em Got 
a good hghter (Throws some matches on the table ) 

Tony Thanks Cheers’ (Drmks) 

Webber Cheers 1 (Drinks, then regards Tom: curiously while latter 
is lighting a cigarette ) Mr Acton, did you say you’re not supposed 
to be down here? 

Tony Yes 

Webber You mean — downstairs here — ^where we are’ 

Tony (iwi/ing) That’s it Here 

Webber (rather puzzled) Well, I’m sorry to hear that, Mr Acton 
Tony Don’t bother about it. Major It’s of no importance at all 
Webber You’re staymg here, I guess 

Tony Well, I’m staymg here the rest of to-mght— with luck You 
bve here? 

Webber Just arrived this evemng 
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Tony Did you? So did I (Looks about hm, then more confi- 
dentially ) Rum show, isn’t it? 

Webber Now that’s very interesting to me, Mr Acton Because 
I said to myself, “George Webber, you’re just being plain stoopid ’’ 
Tony Oh — why did you say that to yourself? 

Webber Well, because I couldn’t get the hang of things around 
here First I thought this, and then I th^yught that But I reckon that 
right now I’m getting thmgs under control — ^yes, sir 
Tony I wish I could say the same 
Webber You from the factory, Mr Acton? 

Tony What factory? 

Webber Why, the aircraft factory where Lady Farfield and these 
girls work 

Tony (astonished) Lady Farfield — you mean — this woman 
here ? 

Webber She’s the only one around here, isn’t she’ 

Tony I wouldn’t know, old boy, I really wouldn’t know I 
haven’t anythmg under control to-mght If it’s the one I mean, 
I suppose she goes over there occasionally and cuts the cake or 
presents the pnzes — eh’ 

Webber No, sir She worked a long time at the bench, and now 
she’s a charge-hand The other folks she’s asked m work with her 
— ^mcludmg the foreman, 

Tony (with extreme scepticism) You wouldn’t be pulling my leg 
by any chance, would you’ I think not Oh no All nght, we’ve 
had that Now ask me what I’m doing 
Webber (rather surprised) Just what I was wondermg That’s why 
I asked if you were from the factory 
Tony (smoothly and confidentially) The answer is No There’s 
no real money in this war work, old boy I’m m the Black Market 
Doing a mce big deal at the moment in clothes coupons 
Webber (unpleasantly surprised) Clothes coupons’ 

Tony That’s the idea Not forged, y’know Oh— no, quite 
genuine Of course I wouldn’t like to say how the feUa managed 

to lay his hands on quarter of a milhon 

Webber (same tone) Quarter of a milhon' 

^ONY (confidentially) And a few over, old boy, qmte a few over. 
But they’re outside the deal The httle woman wants a few new 
outfits — ^you know how they are 

He winks at Webber, who stares at hm aghast While they 
are storing at each other, Camyon, stifi m vmform, comes very 
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cautiously downstairs When he sees only Acton and Webber, 
he looks relieved, but when Acton sees him, Acton looks em- 
barrassed 

Camyon (rather gruffly) What are you doing down here’ 

Tony (apologetically) Had to come down, sir Hadn’t any 
matches 

Camyon Hm I looked jpnto your room — ^so had to come down 
to see what you were up to 

Tony Quite so, sir Er— this is Major Webber — Group-Captain 
Camyon 

Camyon How d’you do*^ 

Webber Pleased to meet you, Group-Captam You look as if 
you’ve come from overseas 

Camyon I have Only got back yesterday After four years 

Webber Fme' There must be quite a lot you can tell us that I’d 
be veiy glad to know, Group-Captain Have some Scotch’ 

Camyon No thanks 

Webber It’s good Scotch I was darned lucky to get it 

Camyon Oh — ^it’s yours, is it? 

Webber Yes, sir 

Camyon Oh — ^then I’ll change my mind — thanks — and have 
some I thought it probably belonged to— -er— the house 

As Webber pours out the whisky, Tony, who is obviously un- 
comfortable, strolls with assumed nonchalance away from the 
table, examining the animals' heads, etc Webber sees this as an 
opportunity to have a private word with Camyon about him 

Camyon (receiving whisky) Thanks I could do with this Good 
luck' (Drinks) 

Webber (very confidentially) Group-Captain, you seem to know 
that young man 

Camyon Yes I do Why? 

Webber (carefully) Well— I’m nothing but a stranger around here, 
and we’ve been warned not to interfere — ^but I feel it’s my dooty to 
tell you that that young man says he’s operating the Black Market 

Camyon (astonished) The Black Market’ 

Webber (gravely) Yes, sir Illegal tradmg in clothes coupons— 
hundreds of thousands of ’em Boasts of it 

Camyon Nonsense’ He’s my Squadron-Leader, who came back 
with me (Callmg sharply) .A^on 

Tony (turning cptd a/vancmg) Sir* 

I 428 ] 



ACT n 


HOW ARE THEY AT HOME’ 


Camyon What the blazes do you mean by talking nonsense about 
the Black Market to this officer’ 

Tony (embarrassed) Well — sir — were just chatting 

Webber (amused) And you were just joshmg me, eh’ Well, I 
ought to have known Okay, Squadron-Leader, don’t apologise 
Camyon It won’t do, though To begin with, it’s bad manners 
— ^and It might be dangerous What’s the idea’ 

Tony (apologetically) I’m sorry, sir — ^but, you see, he began pull- 
mg my leg, so I thought I’d better not be too stand-offish— -I know 
how the Amencans hke a bit of leg-pulhng — so I pulled his 
Webber (heartily) That’s all right with me, Squadron-Leader 
But — say — ^I didn’t do any leg-puUing I was only teUmg you about 
the folks here 

Tony I know And didn’t you tell me that Lady Fatfield was 
entertaimng a few girl chums from the aircraft factory, where she’s 
just been made a charge-hand’ 

Webber (firmly) I certainly did 

Camyon Oh well, then you did start it. Major, and you can hardly 
blame him I might have done the same myself After all, we Bntish 
have to prove we have some sense of humour 
Tony Just what I thought, sir Couldn’t let the old side down, 
I thought Had to do sometWg 
Camyon Qmte Mind you. Major Webber, this doesn’t mean 
I’m defendmg these people here They’d no business to amuse them- 
selves filhng you up with all that stuff about being factory hands when 
in fact they’re keeping a houseful of servants and throwing great 
idiotic parties I could hear ’em upstairs gigghng and running up 
and down the corridors and screaming their siUy heads off 
Tony So could I, sir Black show, I thought 
Camyon Couldn’t be worse (To Webber, who is gaping at them) 
But don’t imagine everybody’s hke this over here You just happen 
to have struck a bad patch, I imagine, that’s aU So have we It 
happens not to seem particularly funny to me — ^for a special 
reason 

Tony (seriously) She slapped his face, you know I hope you 
don’t rmnd my mentioning it, sir 
Camyon Yes, of course I do, you ass 
Webber (bewildered) Who slapped your face? 

Camyon Lady Faifield She happens to be — er — an old 
fnend 

Webber (cutting m, urgently) Now wait a mmute Let’s try and 
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straighten this out I guess that old butler showed you in, didn’t he? 

Tony He did 

Webber And you hstened to him, didn’t you’ 

Camyon We couldn’t help it 

Webber (firmly) Well, so did I' And I found out afterwards it 
was a lot of hooey — yes, sir 

Camyon Hooey' ^ 

Webber (triumphantly) Nothing else but The old man’s really 
talking about the past He’s so old he keeps forgetting 

Camyon exchanges a startled glance with Tony 

I was here at supper There are two of us — a Civil Servant and 
myself— who are billeted here — and then there are a few folks from 
the factory — a foreman and a couple of factory girls 

Tony Hoy, you’re not starting that all over again, are you’ 

Webber (earnestly) But it’s true I assure you I never was more 
serious m my hfe 

Camyon (slowly) I don’t know what to make of this 

Tony Don’t want to butt in, sir, but did you notice that little 
Land Girl on the stairs when we first came in’ Very senous type, 
I thought, and didn’t seem to fit in with our notion of the place at all 
Been on my mmd, that girl Perhaps we’ve been all wrong, sir 

Webber Sure you have And our hostess has been doing a swell 
job Given up her old privileges No class distinctions Democracy 
with Its sleeves rolled up 

Camyon My God, Tony, if we have been wrong, we’ve made 
precious idiots of ourselves Or a^t least, I have 

Webber Don’t worry We’ll all be having a good laugh over 
it soon 

Sound of women's voices — light laughter and chatter — can now 
be heard from upstairs 

Tony Listen' They’re coming down 

Webber (beaming) Now you’ll see Just a little bunch of factory 
folks Foreman Kids from the factory in their old clothes Fighting 
democracy You’ll see And get your apology ready — ^you’re going 
to need it 

They look expectantly towards stairs There arrives, very im- 
pressively, the following procession first, old Kenton, who is 
wearmg a scarlet coat, and is carrymg a large branched candle- 
stick Then follow, m close order, LADY FRANCES, Lotta, Pauune, 
(who wears a full loose dress), Eileen and Hilda, and they one 
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all wearing dresses — one or two modem, others period— that 
enhance their respective personalities, emd they all look very 
feminine, romantic, glamorous, and give the impression of being 
haughtily conscious of this Behind them comes Killigrew, carry- 
ing his violin, and wearmg full evening dress, the jacket of which 
IS too tight for him Behind him come Sam and Herbert, who have 
been rigged up fancifully and rather sketchily but still impressively 
as footmen, and carry tray with glasses and a bottle of champagne, 
etc The procession moves in slowly, ignoring the men, mtil the 
women are grouped round the piano 
Webber (bowled over) Boy — oh boyt 
Tony (also bowled over) Crrr-ikey' 

Camyon (to Webber, with furious irony) Just a httle bunch of 
homely folks > Kids from the factory in their old clothes ' Democracy 
m Its shirt-sleeves winning the war' 

Webber (earnestly) I assure you, Qrou 

Camyon (through his teeth) Oh — ^stop actmg the goat' 

Lady Farfbeld (across from piano, where ladies are) Edward — I 

beg your pardon — Group-Captam Camyon 

CMvaoifi (curtly from fireplace) Well’ 

Lady Farfield (with touch of mockery) As the very sight of us 
seems to annoy you so much — and the music may annoy you still 
more — ^there’s no need for you to stay down here, you know You 
have my permission to return to your room 
Camyon (curtly) Thank you, Frances — I beg your pardon. Lady 
Farfield — ^but if you’ve no strong objection — prefer to stay here 
I’m expectmg an important telephone call 
Lady Farfield About reqmsitionmg a house, perhaps’ 

Camyon Yes But don’t let me mterrupt your — er — music 
Lady Farfield (smiling and playmg) We don’t propose to 

They begm smging a Viennese light opera song, just a short snatch 
of It During this, Pauline can come nearer to Tony and smile 
at him, and finding her irresistible he moves towards her, only to 
be called back by a stem look and a warning “Acton'” yrow hts 
chief at the fireplace As the smging ends 
Lady Farfield (still idly playing) Kenton, the champagne 
Kenton Yes, me lady 

He begins serving the champagne, as the music drifts dreamily on. 
Camyon (with mgry irony to Webber) Just a few httle factoiy 
girls straight from the benches' • 

OKrtainly looks a swell bunch — ^yes, sir Surprised me 
[431 3 



THE PLAYS OF J B PRIESTLEY 

Always had a notion your British women didn’t care how they 
looked 

Camyon {almost bursting with fury) Dammit, sir — ^will you — 
kmdly — drop it {Turns away ) 

Tony {to Webber, whispering) Turn it up, old boy Or Groupie’ll 
go up in flames 
Webber But I tell you-r — 

Tony {reproachfutty) No, no, old boy We bought it Wizard 
girl there, though 

Kenton {approaching them) Champagne, sir’ 

Webber {taking one) You bet' Thanks 
Kenton {to Tony) And you, sir’ 

Tony {taking one, promptly) Certainly 
Camyon {turning, sternly) Leave that stuff alone, Acton 
Tony Certamly, sir (7b Kenton, severely, returning glass) 
Certainly not 

Kenton {to Camyon) Champagne, sir’ 

Camyon {grimly) Yes {He takes the glass and flings the contents 
impressively on the floor A cry from the girls ) Now what do you 
thmk of that’ 

Kenton {sturdily) Not much, sir This is the very last bottle in 
my cellar, and probably the last I’ll ever see No, sir, I don’t think 
much of that 

Lady Farfdbld {standing up from piano) All right, Kenton, thank 
you We shan’t need you any more 
Kenton Thank you, me lady 
He goes off down left 

Lady Farfield {calling across to Camyon) That was unpardon- 
able 

Camyon {stiffly) It was I’ll apologise to your butler if I see him 
agam After all, one can’t blame an old servant for the faults of his 
employer 

Lady Farfield {with irony) Very considerate of you > 

They now play and smg again, preferably something light, 

charmmg, mocking As the music dies down 

Lady Farfield Herbert— cigarettes for the gentlemen 

TAa embarrassed and grnmng HfaRBBRT comes down with a 
small tray with twenty cigarettes on it 
Herbert Er— cigarettes? 

Camyon {sternly) Come here And take the gnn off your face 
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Herbert Yes, sir 

Camyon {indignantly) A great healtEy chap hke you playing the 
flunkey at a tune hke this ' What have you been doing the Ihst few 
years'^ Handing round cigarettes and folding table napkins’ 

Herbert {equally indignant) Me’ I’ve just come back from the 
Eighth Army ’Ere, I’ve ’ad enough o’ this 

He puts down the little tray and hugries across to the stairs, but 
turns as he reaches them 

But don’t forget them’s my twenty Players {He goes upstairs) 

Camyon {to Tony and Webber) Eighth Army’ Twenty Players* 
What IS this? 

Lady Farfield {mockmgly) Just a httle musical evenmg Come 
on girls 

Acton starts to dance with Pauline, Camyon turns and sees 
him Lady Farfield plays and all smg, applause 
Camyon Acton* 

Acton leaves Pauline Webber rises and dances with her 
Killigrew {who has been tuning his fiddle) Quiet, please* 

Lady Farfield Now for some real music {With air of hostess 
with treat) Madame Lotta Schulberg, the famous soubrette of the 
Vienna Volksopera has very kmdly consented to smg to us 
Some applause 

Webber {whispering to Camyon) She’s the cook really 
Camyon {with fierce irony) And you’re the Fairy Queen 

Webber {earnestly) Now — ^no kidding — I 

Camyon {cuttmg m roughly) Oh — ^for God’s sake — drop it 

Lady Farfield at the piano with Killigrew behmd her with 
his violin, the three girls picturesquely grouped round and Lotta 
in front She sings a number from light opera As she finishes the 
telephone rings 

Tony Shall I answer it, sir’ {Moves towards the phone ) 

Lady Farfield (mcs) Please do 

Killigrew (to Lady Farfield) My G stnng’s gone Have another 

somewhere upstairs but it may take some finding So 

He smilingly waves a hand, as if in farewell, as he goes to stair- 
case Then turns there and calls across to Lotta 

Any chance of early tea m the mommg? 

Lotta {firmly) No chance at all 

Killigrew It’s about eighteen months ‘since I had any early 
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mormng tea (Smiling across at Camyon) You’ve probably had 
gallons — 

Camyon (angrily) I never touch the stuff 

As Killigrew vanishes, the telephone rings again 
Eileen We ought to go upstairs and change Come on, Hilda 
Lotta I will go with you — and put these dresses away 

Hilda (as they go to ^airs, turning to Camyon) But one day 
factory girls’ll look hke queens — and don’t you try to stop it 
Camyon Who said I wanted to stop it' 

Hilda, Eileen, Lotta go upstairs The telephone rings again 

Lady Farfield (m large clear tone) Come along, Pauline, we’U 
go along to the drawing-room — and let Group-Captain Camyon 
take his call 

Camyon (ironically) Thank you ' 

Lady Farfield (looking at him from near door) But be careful 
now, Edward Or I swear I’ll never speak to you again 

She sweeps out, with Pauline Telephone rings again Webber, 
who has been holding door open for Lady Farfield, shuts it and 
comes in He, Sam, Tony watch Camyon, who after some hesita- 
tion goes to telephone 

Camyon (at telephone) Yes, Group-Captam Camyon here 
What‘S Who d’you want to talk to? What’ Here 

Wait Gone (To the others) Some nonsense about a farmer 

and some fiddles What is this — & madhouse’ 

Webber (roaring with laughter) That’ll be Kilhgrew and his strmg 
quartettes Well, well, well' 

Camyon (bewildered) Who’s Kilhgrew — this fiddler chap here’ 
Webber (still laughing) Yes One of your promment Cml Ser- 
vants Ministry of Reconstruction 

Camyon Now are you startmg all over again ? 

Webber (still laughing) But I’ve told you the exact truth the whole 
time (To Sam, who has now taken off his footnum's coat, and is lighting 
his pipe ) Sam— -you’d better tell him 
Sam Now tak’ it easy, Group-Captam Camyon This is no 
madder nor most ’ouses We’re all bit barmy these days any’ow, 
Webber (laughing) I’U say we are 

Tony (to WIsbber) That’s all nght, old boy, but you’re not oany- 
mg the can Let’s get all this buttoned up, 

Camyon Now wait'a mmute What kind of a footman are you’ 
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Sam No kind Don’t be daft Ah’m foreman at factory where 
we make the new Prestons 

Camyon The new Prestons' I was coming over to your place 
Sam Ah know, Ah know An’ me an’ you’s met before 
Camyon (staring at him) So we have I thought I’d seen you 
somewhere 

Sam About twelve year since, an’ ^ou wor a Squadron-Leader 
then an’ yer come to t’old Kestrel Five factory Sam Cawthra 
Camyon Sam Cawthra — ^yes, I remember But what on earth 
are you doing here’ 

Sam Oh we’re ’avin’ a httle party — so we ’ad a bit o’ fun wi’ 
yer 

Camyon Bit of fun' Now look here, Sam, let’s get this straight 
Have Lady Farfield and those girls really been working with you’ 
Sam Ay, an’ good workers an’ aU Charge-’and now. Lady 
Farfield is 

Camyon But they looked 

Sam (cutting m) They looked as if they’d gone upstairs an’ put 
some fancy clothes on That’s all And — damn it — yer can’t expect 
’em to wear mucky overalls an’ corduroy pants all the time 
Tony Sir, we’ve bought it 
Camyon My God — ^I’ve made an ass of myself 
Sam Well, yer not first an’ yer won’t be t’last 
Camyon No, but this is senous (Turning to Wbbmr) I’m sorry. 
Major Webber ’ 

Webber Think nothmg of it Enjoyed every mmute of it Why, 

I haven’t laughed so much in years (Looks as if he's about to 

start kmghmg again ) 

Tony Easy, old boy We’ve had it now 
Pauline enters from dramng-room 
Pauline (calmly) Sorry to mtrude But I’m thirsty 
As she goes to drinks, Tony and Webber go too 
Tony Of course Good scheme' What’ll you have? 

Sam (takmg Camyon downstage) No, don’t worry, there’^ no real 
’arm done 

Camyon (quietly but urgently) No, but you see, we quarrelled 
before the war— and I was in the right then, apd she knew it but 
wouldn’t admit it And now that she’s put me nicely m the wrong, 
she’s never going to look at me again 
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Sam Ah can see yer know nowt about women It’s just when yer 
in the nght that they can’t forgive yer Now that yer in the wrong, 
all yer ’ave to do is just to say ’ow sony you are an’ what a lot yer 
think about ’er— an’ Bob’s yer uncle (Moving him towards door down 
right ) An’ this is yer chance 

Camyon (hesitates a second, then bracing) Thanks, Sam I’ll try 
Sam makes for the stairs 

Sam We’ll ’ave to be settin’ off ’ome soon Well, go on Up the 
Air Force* 

He goes upstairs, leaving Pauline and Tony obviously wishing 
to be rid o/ W ebber 

Webber (obviously beginning to settle down) Well, well* Turned 
out qmte a party after all Yes, sir' 

Pauline (gravely regarding him) Major Webber You’re loo king 
very, very tired now You really are 
Webber (concerned) Is that so? 

Pauline (gravely) Yes, it is I think you ought to go to bed— 
and never mmd about us 

Tony Good scheme* You look all in, sir Probably had a 
long day 

Webber Well, I have had qmte a long confused kinda day May 
take me some time, I guess, to get the hang of things m this httle 
neck of the woods 

Pauline Major Webber, I think you’re very sweet 

Webber (smiling) Well, that’s fine You’re a pretty cute tnck 
yourself. Miss Pauhne And I’ll turn in, I guess Good night 
Tony and Pauline Good ni ght 
Webber (turning on stairs) I’ll get around to it in time 
He goes upstairs 

Tony Mmd you, I know how he feels 
Paliline Why do you’ 

Tony Well, what with last mght 

Pauline (sternly) Were you drinking^ 

Tony Well — we had a can or two 
Pauunb Any girls? 

Tony No — ^no — chaps — just chaps 

Pauline Well, pull yourself together, because I want to talk to 
you senously You’re not, I hope, the type of officer who is looking 
forward to nothmg after the war but the secretaryship of a second- 
rate golf club m a decaymg society — are you? 
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Tony Good lord — ^no Hate golf And I’m full of plans and 
ambition and all that — ^you’d be surprised 
Pauline That’s settled then We can talk about your plans 
afterwards In the meantime I shall call you Tony and you can 
call me Pauhne 

Tony (sincerely) Thanks veiy much, Pauhne 
Kenton (entering from kitchen) Beg pardon, miss But is her 
ladyship in the drawmg-room? '' 

Pauline She is, and you mustn’t disturb her There isn’t any- 
thing more for you to do Just go straight upstairs to your httle 
room and have one of your interestmg dreams 
Kenton Thank you, miss I ’ad one last mght, miss I dreamt 
I took my old aunt, who used to keep the draper’s, to the races at 
Goodwood 

Pauline Well, to-night you try and get her into the Royal En- 
closure at Ascot 

Kenton (with a sudden smile — the first) Thank you, miss And 
— ^good luck' 

He goes back into kitchen 

Pauline (cool and clear) Well, Tony, I’ve decided to take a deep 
personal interest in you 
Tony Wizard' Absolutely wizard' 

Pauline But first, I want to know why you keep starmg at me 
in a puzzled rather than a fascinated manner 
Tony Well — ^look here — you are the httle Land Girl I saw when 
I first came m, aren’t you? 

Pauline Why? Does it matter’ 

Tony It does rather She completely bowled me over 
Pauline (indignantly) So much for glamour Look' 

She begins hastily pulbng off her dress 
Tony (m alami) Hoy' Steady' Whoa' 

Pauline now shows herself m her Land Girl’s uniform She 
smoothes her hair back to what it was before 
Pauline (holding dress over her ami) Well, here you are, idiot 
Specimen of the Women’s Land Army — Second World War 
Tchsiy (hst in admiratioii) What a girl' You’ve got everythmg 
While they gaze at each other, Camyon and Lady Farheld 
enter from drawmg-room 

Pauline (hastily) I must take this dress upstairs You can come 
with me, if you like 
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They begin to move towards the stairs 
Camyon {with mock seventy) Where are you going, Acton’ 
Pauline {coolly) I’ve asked Squadron-Leader Acton to go with 
me as I’m very nervous at mght 
Lady Farfield {laughingly) Pauhne’ 

Tony That’s right, sir Nervous type 

Camyon {gnnnmg) Go ^n {As the two youngsters hurry off, he 
turns to Lady Farfield) And another thing, Frances, I had a 
sphttmg bad headache 

Lady Farfield {coldly) Well, you shouldn’t drink too much 
Camyon I haven’t been drmking too much You see, I got 
rather a nastly httle crack on the head a few months ago and 
though It’s healed now, it troubles me at times, and especially after 
travelhng 

Lady Farfield {concerned) Oh— Edward, why didn’t you tell 
me’ 

Camyon Hadn’t a chance to {Moves towards her) But never 
mmd that What I really wanted to say was — ^not only was I wrong 
to-mght, for which I apologise all over again, but also I was badly 
wrong before the war I’m sorry 
Lady Farfield I’m not so sure you were 

Camyon Oh yes, I was And please say you forgive me And 
don’t forget I’ve already paid heavily for my stupidity 
Lady Farfield How’ 

Camyon By having lost you for all this time And to-mght— 
when I saw you — at last — ^you took my breath away 
Lady Farfield I certamly took your breath away — ^slappmg you 
like that And probably now that I’m a manual worker I don’t know 
my own strength I’m sorry, Edward 

Camyon I asked for it But please remember, Frances, I’ve been 
away overseas for four years, working with men who are wondenng 
aU the time about their womenfolk 
Lady Farfield {gravely) You tell them that we women at home 
work for them, pray for them, and think of nothmg else, deep down, 
but the time when it’U be over and they’re all back And that’s our 
real hfe 

Camyon {slowly) I suppose I’ve no right even to ask, now But 
—are you waiting for somebody hke that? 

Lady Farfield {half-srmlmg) No, Edward— not now. 

Camyon {about to embrace her) Frances — darhng! 
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Lady Farheld Darling' 

Sotmd of factory party and Herbert coming downstairs 
Lady Farheld Oh damn' They’re all coming down But 
Edward, there’s something I want to hear you say to other people 
before you talk to me 

As Hilda, Eileen, Sam and Herbert come down 
I suppose you ou^t to go really, but it seems a pity 
Hilda Yes, it does ’Ere, we’ve got our bikes, but what about 
’Erbert? 

Eileen I’ve fixed up to borrow one for him here 
Hilda (to Herbert) You see— got somebody to look after you 
now 

Sam (to Lady Farheld) Well, thank you very much Ah’ve ’ad 
a good evenmg. Ah don’t know about t’others 
Eileen (shy and happy) We all have Haven’t we, Herbert? 
Herbert (griming) That’s nght Except for that footman busmess 
Camyon Sorry about that. Corporal 

Herbert No ’arm done, sir And — er — ^Lady Farfield, I wash 
you’d keep them twenty Players— like— just for what you’ve given 
me to-mght 

Lady Farheld (surprised) But I haven’t given you anythmg, 
have I? 

Herbert (mdicatmg Eileen) Well— look what I’ve got 
(confused but radiant) Oh — ’Erbert' 

Camyon Qmte nght. Corporal Ladies, I seem to have misjudged 
you all I’m sorry But you shouldn’t have looked so gorgeous 
Hilda (to Lady Farheld) There' You see, he’s nice really 
Sam, Come on 

Camyon Good mght, Sam, see you at the factory in the mommg 

Chorus of good-byes, thank you's, etc , as they aU go up to mam 
door Enter Lotta right 

Lady Farheld And are you mce really, Edward? (To Lotta) 
You need not sit up, Lotta. 

Lotta (picks up tray) I know I go to the kitchen to make some 
porridge Always I forget the pomdge Good mght (Exit Lotta ) 
Iady Farheld (movmg to settee) And now tlmt we’ve got this 
place to ourselves at last, let’s be qmet and peaceful 
Qmy:on (sitting beside her) I’m all for it, Frances I’ve had quite 
a day 
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Lady Farfieu) So have I, darhng So let’s make the best of it 
Just relax and be qiuet 

Camyon Enjoy our bit of luck You know, I’m not bad-tempered 
really A peaceful quiet chap when I’m allowed to be 

Lady Farheld Perhaps we’re all peaceful qmet chaps when we’re 
allowed to be, darhng (Thete is a loud ringing at the front door) 
Oh — my goodness' 

Before they can move, %or bursts open and three people carrying 
instruments and scores burst in An elderly man with a beard, a 
stout middle-aged woman and a queer-lookmg young girl 
Elderly Man (Joud rural voice) Evemng, all' This is it, isn’t it? 
Farfield Hall Mr Kilh— summat or other— asked for us to come 
Onny time, he said, an’ sooner the better, I thought So we are here 
though I don’t know what use young Lucy’U be ’ 

Kiujgrew, armed with his fiddle and scores, dashes downstairs 
while the others stare, amazed ’ 

Kilugrew (m tremendous form) Hello, heUo, hello ' Happened to 
have my head out of the window and saw you amving in your gig 
or trap or whatever it is Dehghted to see you— Mr er (con- 
sults his note-book) Mr Bramley 

Elderly Man No 

Killigrew No, of course not Mr — er— Fraser 

Elderly Man No 

Kilugrew I mean, Mr Henmman 

Elderly Man No 

K^gmw Never mmd Dehghted to see you {Indicating girl) 
Looks a bit young for the Mozart— but we’ll manage— 

There is now a tremendous sound of lorries arrivmg,female voices 
shouting, etc 

Commodore Pentworthy bursts m, with uniformed girb behind 
her, carrying files, etc 

COMMODOM Pbntwortoy (i« loud official tone) I’m biUetmg the 
whole of my headquarters here There’s nowhere else— and I warned 
you, Frances 

Lady F,^pield (protestmg loudly) Phyllis, you can’t all descend 
on us like this 


COMMOI^ Pentworthy {ignoring them, in commandmg tones) 

* unload as quickly as possible Straight up the 

stairs, girb <^ce files and equipment before personal luggage Come 
^?^pc:nb k “ow— tell the lorries to clear the doorway aS socm 
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As she goes on giving loud orders. Lady Farfield and Lotta 
keep on protesting, Pauline bursts into a scream of laughter, in 
which Tony joms, while Camyon joins Lady Farfield m pro- 
testing The dm outside gets louder The orchestra plays a gay 
mockmg tune, and the curtam falls 
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ACT I 


The mam curtain may or may not be used, according to the size of the 
stage On each side of the stage, as far apart as possible, is a 
grand piano, each exactly alike, Ivith the keyboard downstage, 
at an angle of about sixty degrees to the footlights Near each 
piano, a little farther upstage, is a chair for each commentator 
These are backed by dark curtaming, hidmg the stage behmd, and 
there is an entrance through this curtaming at each side, used only 
by William and Helen Set a little farther back, occupymg all 
the centre of the stage, with a small proscenium formed by a con- 
tinuation of the curtaming behind the platforms, is a separate 
little stage, which may or may not be raised on a small rostrum, 
and IS eight or nmefeet deep This inner stage has its own curtain 
in front, about nme feet high, and it is essential that this can be 
pulled up or drawn along very easily, apparently at a touch At 
the opening this curtain is down, and the inner stage cannot be seen 
House lights go down and both pianos are lit Philip and Joyce, two 
youngish people m smple evenmg dress (Philip in dinner jacket) 
are seated at the pianos Philip at the right and Joyce at the left 
They begm playmg the overture, which goes along splendidly for 
two or three minutes, both keeping perfect time Then they begm 
to sound ragged and look worried He wants to increase the tempo 
and she is lagging behind Finally, with a discordant crash, they 
stop, glanrg at each other 

Philip (j-ising angrily) There you are, you see* 

Joyce {nsmg angnly) It’s not my fault 

Philip Of course it is 

Joyce No it isn’t, it’s your fault 

Philip No it isn’t, you were draggmg it again 

Joyce I wasn’t You were racmg away at a ndiculous pace 

Philip I wasn’t 

Joyce You were Always the same* Want to rush everything 
Phbup I don’t want to rush everything. 

Joyce Yes, you do Going and talong that cottage’ 

Philip (very angrily) What’s my taJang that cottage got to do 
with your dragging the time agam ? 

Fbter Weuam m dimer jacket 
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William {reproachfully) I say, I say, this won’t do, you know You 
two ought to be playmg, not shouting at each other {To audience) 
I’m so sorry about this Do excuse us, please’ (To the pianists) You 
were playing so well too I was just remarking to Helen how well 
you were playing— and then — ^no more music but another quarrel 
Joyce It’s his fault He began to rush it agam 

William Now, Phihp, you mustn’t rush it 

Philip I wasn’t She wz/fdrag it 

WiLLUM Now, Joyce, you really mustn’t drag it 

Joyce I never do That’s just his stupidity 

Philip (rising angnly) It isn’t It’s your 

William (very forcefully) Stop it, stop it, stop it’ Now if one of 
you would condescend to rush a httle less 

Philip and Joyce both sit at their pianos 
then no doubt you’d keep together, be in time, 

Helen enters m simple but striking evening dress 
m exqmsite tmison, in beautiful harmony, and you’d both be happy 

and we’d be happy Whereas 

Helen Wilham, you always go on too long 
William (rather annoyed) How do you mean — ^I always go on 
too long? 

Helen You shouldn’t go on with that Whereas Nobody wants 
your whereas And it’s pompous You’re rather inchned to be 
pompous, you know 

William (horrified) Pompous' My dear Helen, I’m the least 
pompous man who ever hved 
Joyce You’re all pompous 

Helen Perfectly true, Joyce, dear They me all pompous But 
when Wilham has a gnevance, I think he’s really above the average 
in pompousness 

Philip audibly guffaws William glmes across at him, 
William If you’re gomg to snigger and provide her with an 
appreciative audience, she’ll go on for hours. 

Helen Audience’ That reminds me (To the audience, with 
tremendous charrh) I’m so sorry about all this Do excuse us, please 
William (growArag Pats her m the shoulder) I’ve said that already 
Helen (sweetly) Possibly, but perhaps when a little charm is added 
to the apology 

William (cuttmg vi) .Charm! If there’s one quahty more con- 
temptible than another m your contemptible bag of tncks, it’s this 
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famous femimne charm As soon as I see that rotten httle piece of 
scented silk run up as a flag, I know that honesty and decency are 
about to be scuttled 

Philip And I agree 

Helen (ttmang to Philip) Only because you haven’t any, Phihp 
dear 

Philip Oh — ^I don’t know about thijt 

Helen (smiling sweetly at Philip) No, Phihp, you don’t know 
about It 

William (staring at her, then turning her round to face hint) Now 
what’s the matter with you’ 

Helen (mth wide-eyed innocence) Nothing that I know of, 
Wilham Why’ 

WiLUAM Because you’re behavmg very badly, that’s why You 
come on here, lookmg — ^I must admit — ^very dehghtful, shimng and 
smihng upon us like a May moon 

Helen Thank you, my pet 

William I’m not your pet And keep away, keep away* 

Helen Oh— why? 

William Because — ^weU, it’s less confusing and easier for me to 
say what I have to say 

Helen Then don’t say it Nobody cares 

William And what I say is that you come on here and mstead of 
trymg to help us out of our httle difllculty, you at once make every- 
thing worse Now why— why— do you go and make everythmg worse’ 

Helen Shall I tell you’ 

William (exonerated) I’m askmg you to teU me Though I doubt 
if you Jcnow 

Helen Oh yes, I do It’s perfectly simple You see, bemg a 
woman I must be noticed and appreciated. We take a great deal of 
trouble over our appearance — about twenty times as much trouble 
as you do, for mstance — and we msist upon flrst being noticed and 
appreciated Now if you’d said, at once, that I was lookmg very 
mce, or if you’d only smiled at me, that would have been qmte enou^ 
Immediately I’d have felt full of goodwill and kmdness and helpful- 
ness, and I’d have tned to do my best for everybody But first of all 
I must be noticed and appreciated 

WuxiAM That seems to me all wrong 

Helen Yes, but then you happen to b^a man and I hapi^ to 
be a woman 
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William It shouldn’t make so miicli difference 
Helen But it does 

William Well, does it’ I know women who aren’t like that 
Helen Yes, and how much time do you spend with them? 

Joyce bio'sts out laughing 

William {speaking to Joyce) I think you’d better start playing 
again ^ 

Helen {rising) No, not yet 
William Why not’ 

Joyce stops playmg 

Helen We ought to look mto this a httle more, this man-and- 
woman business 

Philip {with gloomy approval) Yes, it needs lookmg into 
Helen Of course it does Now it’s no use takmg ourselves, is it’ 
William (pnghtenmg at this) Not a bit Lot of talk about our- 
selves — only leads to trouble — ^scenes, temper and tears — temble* No 
use, you see, unless you can be detached 
Helen You love being detached, don’t you? 

William Can’t observe properly unless you’re detached That’s 
obvious 

Helen All right then, we’ll take some other pair 
Philip What about Henry and Munel? 

Joyce Dull 
William Very dull 

Helen I’m affaid you’re nght Well, you suggest somebody 
William Bons and Nma 

Helen Oh— -no, just a long cat-and-dog fight broken by an 
occasional orgy 

William {thoughtfully) True, Though I’ve always wanted to be 
in at an orgy All this wnting and talk about orgies, and yet you 
never seem to catch up with one Every place I’ve ever been to, 
they’ve always just stopped havmg them "You ought to have been 
here last year,” they say “It was terrible ’’ 

Philip I know. 

Joyce How do you mean, you know? 

William Now, Joyce, don’t you two start all over agam Look 
at your music or something 

Helen {tramphantly)' J know the very pair. Not too dull, not 
too wild Very nice and rather typical Paul and Rosemary. 

[ 450 ] 



ACT I EVER SINCE PARADISE 

William Rosemary and Paul Yes, they might do Pleasant pair 
As you say, mce people Not very intelhgent, perhaps, but I can 
supply the mtelhgence 

Helen And you’ve heard what’s happeiung to them’ 

William No Not busting up, are they’ 

Helen Sit down and pay attention You’ll see Joyce, Phihp' 
They begin playing some broken, ^discordant music Curtains 
open, to reveal room whose few props suggest waiting-room m a 
solicitor's office Paul, m middle thirties, with hom-rimmed 
spectacles and wearing dark overcoat and muffler (to facilitate 
quick change) is moving about like a man kept waitmg for an un- 
pleasant appomtment A noise outside, then Rosemary’s voice is 
heard off, saying, ''Ohm here Thank you f” She enters also wear- 
mg heavy coat, and looking pale and miserable She stares at him 
He looks very embarrassed 

Paul (with an effort) I’m afraid this is — er— rather embarrassmg 
— Rosemary 

Rosemary (with similar effort) Yes — ^Paul — ^I’m afraid it is 
Paul WeU, it’s not my fault I had a note from Coulson 
askmg me to be here at half-past three — ^to answer some questions 
about the — ^the divorce 
Rosemary (tiny voice) Yes, so had I 

Paul (restlessly) Oh, I say — ^monstrous thmg for Coulson to do 
— ^askmg us both here at the same time Shows you how blankly 
insensitive these lawyers are Typical lawyer’s tack, this Damn 
Coulson' 

Rosemary (faintly) Oh— I don’t think— it’s perhaps — (dies away ) 
Pau: What? 

Rosemary No — nothing 

Paul Look here. I’ll go and wait out there 

Rosemary No— it 

Paul Don’t mind a bit 

Goes, crossmg m front of her Just as he has passed, she makes 
a movement as if to halt him, but then sinks back He goes out 
and we hear the door closmg behmd him She stares after him, 
then her face begins working, and then she starts sobbmg 
WiLUAM I say, tins is too bad 
Curtains close 
Now, Helen. 

The curtams have closed and with the broken discordant music 
as before 
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Helen {sympathetically and satirically') Wliat made it all the 
worse, of course, is that obviously it was she who had asked their 
sohcitor to send for them both at the same time 

William Yes, but I can’t see why she should do that if they were 
airangmg a divorce 

Helen Because she was hopmg that a miracle might have hap- 
pened, that, seemg her again, he might have discovered he was stiU 
in love with her We’re ali^ays hopmg for miracles like that And 
then — ^well, you saw 

William Yes, but mmd you, if he’d been completely indifferent 
he’d have stayed in there He went out chiefly for her sake 

Helen She thought he went out because he couldn’t even stand 
the sight of her 

William Qmte wrong What a lot of muddlers we are, aren’t 
we‘> She ought to be ciymg over the human race There is somethmg 
to cry about 

Helen (yery gravely) She was crymg because once there was love 
and now there is no love If we can’t cry over the grave of love, what 
are our tears for’ I could cry a httle myself 

William {anxiously) Now, now' Now, now' Don’t you start, 
my dear Besides, we must keep our detachment, or we’ll never 
learn anythmg {To the pianists) Play something quiet but 
cheerful 

They begin to play, Helen turns to him and smiles, he takes 
her hand 

That’s better Let me see now, how did this begm’ Where, when 
and how did Paul and Rosemary first meet? 

Helen {slowly, reflectively) She told me once Her father gave 
Paul some architectural job, and asked him to come and dme. You’ll 
have to be Rosemary’s father Go on 

William I thought for a moment you said I’d have to be Rose- 
maiy’s father 

Helen That’s what I did say Go on 

WiLLiAk Certainly Great pleasure Only not for long y’know. 

Goes out Arch left 

Helen It takes some guls months, even years, before they know, 
but she seemed to know at once 

Curtains open, music swells up, disclosmg a comer of a drawmg- 
room Small tcAle with sherry, cigarettes, etc No chairs Rose- 
mary, lookmg younger and prettier, is pourmg out the sherry 
Paul, who looks younger without the spectacles, comes m, foUowed 

t 452 ] 



ACT I 


EVER SINCE PARADISE 


by William, 'wearing grey mg and moustache as Rosemary's 
father Rosemary pottrs out three glasses of sherry 
William (m older man's voice) Ah— you haven’t met my dau^ter 
Rosemary, I think My dear — Mr Paul Weybndge 
They smile and shake hands 

Glass of sherry, eh’ (Rosemary hands Paul and William a glass of 
sherry ) Thank you, my dear ^ 

Rosemary (smiling at Paul) And how’s the bungalow’ 

Paul (smiling back at her) I think it’s going to be grand 
Rosemary I thought your idea for it awfully clever 
Paul Thank you 

They raise their glasses at the same time and smile at each other 
sigmficantly over the top of them 

William (rambling on without noticmg theni) Yes, yes — ^I thmk 
Weybndge reahses now exactly what I’ve always had m mmd Con- 
vement and cosy are my two watch-words Easy and cheap to run, 
but snug Plenty of weather outside, on the top of that chff (pours 
out another glass of sherry) but none inside, eh, Weybndge’ 

Paul (who is lost) What’ Oh — ^yes, rather — ^that’s the idea 
William Made a httle sketch or two I wanted to show you Have 
’em in my den This way, my boy 

William goes out Paul, obviously reluctantly, hands glass to 
Rosemary, there is a pome between them He turns and goes 
out Music plays softly for a moment or two, she stands in a day- 
dream Then music stops and she comes forward a pace or two 
and speaks to Helen 

Rosemary Really I knew then Or one part of me did 
Helen (with sympathy) I know 

Rosemary That part of me which seems to stand back always and 
isn’t caught up with every moment 
Helen Yes, the part that can see far ahead, m a dim sort of way, 
and seems to know what’s commg 
Rosemary That’s exactly it, Helen But how does it work’ I 
mean, it’s just as if behmd the httle Now there’s this big Now, m which 
all at once you’ve met a man and loved him for years and lost him 
And how can that be? 

Helen I don’t know, darling I don’t beheve anybody knows 
Curtains close William enters briskly as himself through 
curtains 

William I know It’s a question of moyement along the fourth 
dimension-- — 
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Helen What is? 

William These two Nows — ^two different kinds of time Now 
imagine yourself travelhng with the speed of hght — a hundred and 

eighty-six thousand miles a second— along the fourth dimension 

JOYOB No 
Philip No 

Helen No thank you, ^^Wham 
William I thought you wanted to know 
Helen Not just now, thank you Some other time Now I wonder 
when Paul reahsed he was falling in love with Rosemary’ 

William Does it matter? 

Helen Of course it matters 

William Well, he told me it was about the third or fourth time 
he went there They were just saymg good-bye m the hall 

Curtains open Helen waves William off rostrum The rmer 
stage IS now set as an entrance hall Paul, dressed in hght over- 
coat and carrying haU is about to say good night 

Rosemary (Jightly) You know, if your taxi is ticking its Ufe away 
outside, you needn’t wait for Father He may be ages digging out 
that old photograph, but he can easily post it to you 
Paul {rather nervously) Well, the taxi is there, so I suppose I’d 
better go {He hesitates, then, with a rush) I wondered — ^well, the 
fact IS, I’ve been workmg too hard lately to go out much, but a — er 
— chent gave me two seats for the Haymarket for next Thursday, 
and— er— I wondered— whether you’d hke to come along with me 
We mi^t have some supper afterwards if you like — ^and — er— 
dance 

Rosemary {slowly) Thursday? Yes, I’d love to 
Paxil We’ll have to meet at the theatre, if you don’t mmd as I’m 
afraid I shan’t have time to dine 

Rosemary No, of course not We can find out what time it begms, 
can’t we’ 

Paxil Yes, I don’t think they make any secret of that Well— 

Thxirsday then 

They shake hands, he hesitates 

I suppose your probably go out nearly every night— with fellows who 
are rolhng in money— but to me Thursday will be quite an occasion, 
Rosemary {with apparent ccitni) Oh— I’m lookmg forward to it too, 

Paul I Good n^ht 

Goes out 
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Rosemary (as he goes) Good night 

77ten, after a short pause talkmg with great urgency to herself 
Thursday, Thursday, Thursday I’ll have to put Ahce off, of course, 
but she won’t mind Also the Kershaws can’t come to tea because 
I may not get back from the hairdresser’s m time, but I can easily 
put them off Now if I wear my blue I’ve time to get another belt 
— and — oh' — ^some shoes — ^I’ll go down on Wednesday with Ahce 
and buy the shoes That black bag’s filth? but it’ll have to do Unless 
I can get a blue one — like Alice’s — she said it was quite cheap — 
where was it*^ Somewhere in Regent Street 
William rises, points to Helen 

I might look at them while I’m getting the shoes But perhaps after 
all it might be better to wear the white, though it’ll be creased m the 
theatre and might look terrible afterwards, 

William is trying to attract Helen’s attention 
and that means wearmg my rotten old red velvet coat — ^I rmght have 

It cleaned, but they’re hombly slow at that place 

William No, no, no 
Curtams close 

Can’t have any more of that Dnve a man barmy' (Looks at 
Helen, who is calm and smiling ) How long would she go on hke 
that‘s 

Helen Hours and hours probably 

William Good God' But the evemng she’s gomg to have simply 
won’t be worth all that agonismg Better to stop at home 
Helen Nonsense* 

William Did you go through all that‘s 

Helen Certainly — still do, sometimes 

William and Philip (shakmg their heads) Simpfy isn’t worth it 

Helen We thmk it is 

Joyce And so— really— do you. 

William You know— I beheve the secret of you women is — 
you’ve got far less mdividual conceit than we have 
Joyce W Helen But— of course. 

Joyce That’s why we take so much trouble with ourselves 
William On the other hand, as a sex, you seem to have an enorm- 
ous collective conceit 
Helen How do you mean’ 

William —Well, you’re all convinced tMt thou^ mdividually 
you may not be up to much. Woman herself is a tremendous treat 
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That’s why if a man starts falhng out of love with one of you, you 
always beheve it’s because he’s falhng in love with another one* 
Joyce And nme times out of ten, at least, we’re right' 

William It’s a sort of trades umon conceit We can’t do without 
a member of the umon And very annoyed you are too when we 
prove we can 

Helen When you can ignore us, you’ve said good-bye to all hone 
of magic ^ 

William Magic of a kind Often a witch’s brew But we can do 
without your magic, because we’re all sons of Adam, who did without 
It once But you’re all the daughters of poor Eve, who was never 
by herself, but found Adam already there 

Helen And ever smce Eve we’ve felt socially responsible and even 
as guests we’re still anxious hostesses 

Philip (ca//mg out) Too much talk' 

He nods to Joyce and they burst into loud dance nttisic, which 
quietens down as William speaks 

William {tummg and going upstage with his back to the audience 
puts on a pair of spectacles, turns and comes downstage again) Now 
this IS where I nught indulge in one of these philosophical disquisitions 
on Jazz and the Spint of the Age, which were so popular a few years ago 
Helen {takes off his spectacles, puts them m his breast pockets This 
IS a few years ago, but you’re not here lb philosophise but to dance 
Takes his hand, leads him up on to centre of rostrum The music 
IS loud again Paul and Rosemary enter from alcove, they go on 
to rostrum, both couples start dancing Paul in dinner jacket, 
Rosemary m evening dress 

William {as they dance) Having a grand time, isn’t she’ 

dras^^Lwely workmg up to something 

William Might be lovely (Pawc) Might not Can’t tell {Pause) 
Never understand why you women alwaj^ want to help on the 
taological prwess Pairmg everybody off as if you were all Mrs 
Noah and it had started to ram 

Helen We know what hfe’s about 
William My pet, you haven’t the foggiest idea 
WmuAM bumps into Paul at the end of the dance 
William (to Paul) Sony 

Paul cmd the two women clap 
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Hbuen You know Wilham, of course, don’t you’ Paul, Rose- 
mary 

William (to Rosemary) Enjoying yourself, I can see that 
Rosemary Yes, I am, aren’t you’ 

William Not much 

Rosemary Oh, what a shame' I hke this place (Looks about 
happily ) 9 

WiLLUM (looking about unhappily) I don’t It frightens me 
Rosemary Some of the people do look pretty awful 
William And some look awfully pretty But that’s not it Con- 
sider the social and philosophical background 

Rosemary I don’t think I want to very much to-mght 
William (almost as if announcing a lecture) Jazz, Swmg, and the 
Spirit of the Age 

Helen (breaking off talk with Paul) No, Wilham, not to-night 
And the Cabaret will be starting soon Naked yoimg women 
William (gloomily) And the dirty songs at the piano 
Dance music again, not too loud 
Paul (happily) Rosemary' 

Rosemary (happily) Yes, Paul? (Taking his hmd) 

Paul Let’s dance 

They start dancing round and about 
William What’s the matter with ’em now’ 

Helen It’s the first time he’s ever called her Rosemary and the 
first time she’s ever called him Paul 

Alcove curtain held open, the other two, still dancmg, smile and 
go off 

And you needn’t look so glum about it That’s a very important 
moment Don’t you remember the first time I ever called you Wilham’ 
William No And I think I’ve had enough of this schoolgirl 
stufiT It’s like being forcibly fed with golden syrup 
Helen You’re envious really, y’know 

William (horrified) What— of that— mushy idioqr' (JSurlesgumg 
their eager happy look and tone ) Paul' 

Phiup Rosemary' 

Helen (coolly) Not of what he’s domg, but of his state of mind 
And now you’re going to see the next stage Do you remember what 
the next stage is? ^ 

WautAM (cheering up a little). Yes Bed 
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Helen No These aren’t that kind. Think now He’s taken her 
out for several evenings — dining — dancing, to a play or a film— and 
they’re not shy any longer but are beginmng to talk 
William Yes, I know now They’re begmmng to talk their heads 
oflf, and everything that each of them says, the other thinks is wonder- 
ful The way they have the same tastes, the very same likes and 
dislikes — ^it’s miraculous 
Helen She’ll have to clfeat a bit, of course 
William (sardonically) Oh, of course’ 

Helen But not as much as you think 

William Look at the way you pretended to like chess and be 
mterested in pohtics 

Helen (scornfully) Oh’ — chess and pohtics, there’s a limit But 
she won’t have to cheat very much, she’s still an impressionable and 
rather imformed sort of girl, and his very feehng for her, and her 
response to it, do really brmg her unconsciously mto Ime with his 
point of view 

Curtains open to disclose scene arranged to represent comer of 
drawing-room Paul sits m chair, Rosemary on stool Both m 
evenmg clothes, very eager, mwardly excited Note During this 
scene Helen quietly goes out, to make her change 
Paxil (eagerly) I never knew you’d been there 

Rosemary (same) Yes, I absolutely loved it I’ve always been 
hoping to go there again 

Paxe: So have I By Jove, if we could only— (breaks off, then 
resumes) And the castle, you know, is one of the most amusin g 
pieces of baroque I know 
Rosemary Yes, isn’t it? I adore baroque 
Paxil Well, I wouldn’t go as far as that It’s amusing 
Rosemary That’s what I mean, Paul It's ismhly amusing That’s 

all, of course No more than that Not like — ^well 

Paxil* Let’s say. Perpendicular Gothic or French Renaissance 
Rosemary Of course not They’re absolutely wonderful I’ve 
nearly fimshed that book you lent me on the French Renaissance 
Completely enchantmg. Have you played the Sibehus records yet? 

Paxil (sitting forward) Yes I put them on to-mght, just before I 
came out You’re right, of course He’s head and shoulders above 
all the rest 

Rosemary (joyfully) Oh— I’m glad you feel hke that about him, 
Paul 

Paxil Yes, he gives me just the same feelmg you descnbed — ^sort 
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of— you know, cold and stern yet with a kind of deep warmth in- 
side — 

Rosemary That’s it exactly It’s absurd saying you don’t under- 
stand music 

Paul And it’s absurd saymg you don’t understand architecture, 
Rosemary Some people have a natural good taste, a flair, and you’re 
one of ’em And I haven’t met many 

They exchange a smile and lean % each other 

Rosemary Won’t you have another whisky and soda 

Paul No, thanks I must go in a mmute 
They look at each other and smile 

William {the interested spectator, after a pause) Well, what about 
It’ Come on Everything’s all set 

Paul {slowly, shyly, looking away from her to out front) It’s queer, 
you know 

Rosemary What is, Paul? 

Paul The way you go on perhaps for years not meeting anybody 
who’s really your own kind, who likes the same things you like, who 
can have fun with you or be senous, just as the mood takes you both, 
until you begin to think you’re an odd kind of bird and almost alone 
in the world 

William Extraordinary how people can imagine they’re so 
different from the crowd {Turns to Philip at piano ) Paul and his 
odd kind of bird! One of the most commonplace fellows I know* 
Scores just like him eating biscuits and cheese in every club dimng 
room 

Philip Sh — Sh — Sh — {Points to stage) 

Paul {as before) And then, quite suddenly, you meet some- 
body 

Rosemary {fervently) Yes, I know 

Paul As we met 

Rosemary Yes And that’s the mcest thmg anybody’s ever said 
to me 

Paul {putting out a hand) Rosemary* 

Rosemary (givmg him her hand) Dear Paul* 

They kiss 

He has pulled her towards him and she is now m his arms 
and he is k^smg her They are enthusiastic btU look a trifle 
awkward. 

Curtains close 
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WiLUAM Yes, yes' Yes, yes' They’ll be hours now excitedly 
explauung their uniqueness to each other 
lOYCB {stotaly) Quite right too' 

William (surprised) Joyce, Joyce' 

Joyce Well, that’s how they feel, and they’re qmte nght 

William Yes, yes, Joyce Nobody’s blanung them All very 
natural and pleasant, only gf course we don’t want to be in at it 
All rather cloying and tedious to the onlooker Where’s Helen’ 

Philip She went out during that last scene 
William (calling) Helen — ^Helen 

Helen (off, just behind nearest curtairi) Shut up. I’m here 
William What are you domg there’ 

Helen Turning myself into Paul’s mother They’re engaged now 
and Paul is going to introduce Rosemary to his mother A big 
moment 

William Undoubtedly a big moment And I think Rosemary’s 
father ought to put m an appearance 

Helen (urgently) No, that’s not necessary Now don’t be silly, 
darhng 

William (with dignity) There is nothing silly about it 
He goes out 

Curtams open showing scene, corner of another drawing-room 
with a settee Paul and Rosemary are standing together, looking 
rather anxious 

Paul But you dear delightful idiot, what have you to be anxious 
about’ I tell you, she’ll adore you. After all, I ought to know She’s 
my mother 

Rosemary I know, darhng That’s just it 
Paul The only thing you’ve got to be afraid of is that very soon, 
if we’re not careful, she’ll settle down to tell you what I was hke when 
I was cutting my fet teeth or going down with whooping cough 
Rosemary Oh— I don’t mind that. In fact. I’d love to know what 
you were hke when you were tiny That’s the pomt about being m 
love You want to know all about the other person 
Paul I’d hate to know about you at the age of two I wish 
mother’d hurry up Though we were rather early 
Rosemary (nervously) I think she’s here 

He gives her a reassuring pat and she gives him a rather desperate 
quick smile. Helen *now enters as Paul’s mother, wearing Afferent 
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dress, grey wig, spectacles perhaps, and proceeds to give a per- 
formance as a solemn matron 

Helen I’m so sorry Well, Paul' (Smiles and he kisses her cheek 
lightly ) 

Paxjl Mother, this — ^is Rosemary 

The two women smile, but stare hard at each other 
Helen (with marked change to effusiv% tone) WeU, well, well' So 
this IS Rosemaiy (Shakes her head and smiles at Rosemary ) You’ve 
given me a real surprise, my dear I’d begun to think Paul was a 
bom bachelor And now — ^here you are (Embraces and kisses 
Rosemary ) 

Rosemary (shyly) Yes — and — ^I’m very, very happy 
Helen I’m sure you are And I know Paul is too 
Paul Tremendously Sappy, Mother 

Helen (smiling) And if he’s happy, you may be sure I am, having 
spoilt him all his hfe 

Rosemary (smilmg) He doesn’t seem very spoilt 
Paul (very playfully) Just you wait' Eh, Mother? 

Helen (archly) Yes, indeed Though I may be able to show 
Rosemary one or two httle tacks — to keep you m order 

Mime talk between Helen and Rosemary All three smile at 
each other, rather fatuously 

Philip (across to Joyce) Oh — Lord I hate this dialogue 
Joyce I know Loathsome' But it’s about what they’d say 

Enter William breezily m make-up as before as Rosemary's 
father 

William Well, well, well' Here we are, then 

Rosemary (astounded) But — ^Father— what are you domg here? 

Paul This is a surprise, sir 

Helen (after glaring at William) My surpnse this time 
William Yes, yes, quite nght Her surpnse Mostamusmg' 

Paul Yes — but — ^how did you -? 

William (bluffly) Oh, your mother’ll explain 
Helen (after another glare at Wiluam) Y ou see, dear, Rosemaiy V 
father and I are old friends 
William (bluffly) That’s nj^t Old— old— fnends 
Helen So I told him over the telephone he’d better come along 
and give you both a surpnse 

William And here I am, givmg you a surpnse (7b Paul) Well, 
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I expect Rosemaiy and your mother will have lots to talk about— 
so suppose we leave ’em to it Eh’ 

Helen No, no You men stay here while I take Rosemaiy with 
me and get to know her properly (Takes Rosemary’s arm) I’m 
sure you must have a lot to say to each other 

They turn to go together 

WiLLUM (bluffly) Yes, y^, naturally Young man marrying mv 
only daughter ^ 

Helen Yes, well— have a mce intimate man’s talk together Come 
along, Rosemary 

Women go out William and Paul sit on sofa Both men look 
stiff and uncomfortable and should be deliberately wooden m atti- 
tude and speech 

We,liam Humph! All right to smoke’ 

Paul Oh — ^yes, of course Sorry Cigarette’ 

William (producmg case) No thanks Never smoke ’em Cigar? 
Paul No thanks Can’t cope with cigars Wish I could 

Both men light up and look straight m front of them throughout 
followmg dialogue, which should be slow and wooden 
William I used to smoke a lot of cigars one time 
Paul Did you’ 

WiLLUM Yes, I did Used to get ’em by the thousand direct from 
Cuba Wonderful cigars 

Paul I’ll bet they were Best place for cigars, of course 
William Only place for cigars, really 

Paul (pause) Know much about the South Afncan market, sir? 
William No Never touch ii Why? 

Paul Nothmg reaUy Just wondered Chent of mine seems to 
have made a lot out of it, that’s all 

William Ibeheveyoucan Must be in the Imow, though (Pause) 
D’you ever go out after wild duck ? 

Paul No Fnend of mine does 

William Does he? (Pause) What’s his name? 

PAUL' Sanderson 

WniUM Not old BiUy Sanderson, used to be out m Malaya? 

about my agp In the Qty He’s veiy keen 

on wild duck (Pause ) 

William It’s a wonderful sport (Pause) 

Paul I tned my hand at trout — trout last year 
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William Didyou*^ {Pause) Diy fly’ 

Paul Yes 

William I never could get on with it Needs too much practice 
for me 

Paul Does really I wasn’t much good 
William No, neither was I {Pause ) 

Helen now appears outside rostrwfi If practicable she should 
look her ordinary self 

Helen {scornfully) A mce intimate man’s talk together, eh’ Just 
like two people made out of wood, sittmg there gruntmg at each other' 
What do you think you’re doing’ 

William {to Paul, hands his agar to him to hold for a moment) 
Excuse me a moment, my boy 
Paul {who doesn't see Helen) Certamly 

He remains m wooden attitude, while William comes forward 
to talk to Helen He takes off his wig and moustache to show that 
he IS now his ordinary self 
William What’s the matter’ 

Helen Is that your idea of a mce intimate talk between a father 
and his prospective son-m-law’ 

William Yes 

Helen {mdignmtly) But— it’s just nothmg Qgars and wild 
duck* 

William A bit impersonal, of course 
Helen A bit impersonal* 

William You can see the reason, can’t you’ 

Heien No, I can’t 

WiLUAM Just shows how insensitive you women are 
Helen {aghast) What? 

William {coolly) Yes, msensitive We can’t get up to your 
loquacious tncks, pourmg out floods of hombly mtimate stuff, dis- 
playmg our underclothes 

Helen Who wants you to display your underclothes? 

WniiAM The fact is, we’re shy 
Helen But what is there to be shy about? 

William This biology we’re suddenly caught up m He’s shy 
because very soon he’s going to take my daughter away and share 

a bedroom with her And I’m shy because I know he’s gomg to 

Helen Yes, yes, yes 
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We-liajm We’re the shy sex, you know Always were Now I’ll 
get back and finish this off 

Puts on moustache and mg and goes back to sofa Paul hands 
back cigar The two men play just m same manner as before 
William settles down in middle of sofa Helen goes out to change 
back into Paul's mother 

Paul How do you hke this car you’re trying^ 

William Very comfort&le, but find her a bit sluggish so far 
Paul Engine needs running in, eh*^ 

William Probably But don’t think she’s very nippy {Pause) 
You fairly busy now? 

Paul Yes We’re competing for that big Birmin gham job 
William Hope you get it 

Paul We stand a fair chance But that’s really my partner’s 
pigeon 

William Yes I suppose you’ll manage to get away all ri ght after 
the — er— weddmg’ 

Paul Yes I’ve fixed that all nght Hope to manage a month 
William Good* Any idea where you’re gomg*^ 

Paul Not quite decided yet Might motor across France and end 
up at the Itahan lakes 

William Good tnp Sorry I can’t be with you {Guffaws awk- 
wardly ) 

They look at each other Paul laughs awkwardly 
{Shy and solemn now ) I know you’ll try and make her happy, my boy 
Paul It won’t be my fault if she isn’t, sir 
WiLLUM No doubt Won’t be hers, though Happiest little, thing 
you ever saw Not like some of ’em, always whming and mopmg 
Miss her, y’know, my boy Miss her hke the devil However, there 
It IS, there it is 

Paul and William rise Helen as Paul's mother and Rose- 
mary enter They look happy and thick as thieves 
Helen {^aily) Now, you two I know you’re having a wonderful 
talk ^d telhng one another aU your secrets Don’t stop But there 
are drinks in your room, Paul, and I thou^t you’d like to go along 
there 

William Good idea 

Pair, Yes, rather How’s it going, Rosemary? 

Rosemary Grand* 

Heien Passed with honours, didn’t you, dear? Now, off you go 
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The men go out, William to change back at once to ordinary 
self As Paul passes Rosemary he pats her arm The two women 
get mto afemmme huddle, very corifidential and close, md talkmg 
rapidly 

Helen Yes, dear, I think you’re very wise to take a nice little flat 
at first 

Rosemary I thought a httle flat would be best, at first After- 
wards of course y 

Helen Afterwards, of course, when you’ve settled down properly 
then perhaps Paul might build you a house about twenty or thirty 
miles out {Looks to her and smiles ) But at first, I know you’ll both 
be happier m some convement little fliat m town Paul’s veiy fond 

of the coimtry, of course 

Rosemary I am too I love the country 
Helen I’m sure you do And of course for yoimg children I think 
the country’s perfect But you’ve no need to think about that yet 
(Smiles) In the meantime, you’re quite nght to want a mce httle 
:^t Not a service flat, eh*^ 

Rosemary No, I don’t think so 

Helen Saves trouble with maids, of course And cooks 

Rosemary But they’re so tembly expensive, aren’t they? 

Helen Most of the ones I know are, but there may be cheaper 
ones now, though what the food and service will be hke I don’t know 
And Paul’s rather fastidious about food, you know Which remmds 
me, Rosemary, don’t try and make Paul give up his club I know 
he’s so fond of it 

Rosemary Oh— I wouldn’t dream of it Of course not He’ll 
want to see other men But I thought if we had a mce httle flat some- 
where fairly central 

Helen. Of course, you’re absolutely nght You couldn’t do better, 
at first, than start with a mce httle flat, preferably somewhere fairly 
central If you could find a reasonably cheap service flat, of 
course 

William enters from alcove 
William I say' 

Ro sema ry Oh — ^we’d take it hke a shot, if it wasn’t too dear 
Because after all, it would save trouble with maids and cooks 
William I say' 

Helen That’s the pomt As long as the food and servK» are not 

too bad Paul’s rather 

William (almost m despair) Look here' 
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Helen {after giving him a sharp look) My dear, I’m sure I’ve kept 
you too long from Paul Run along to his room, where I was showing 
you the photographs, and you’U find him there 
Rosemary {rismg spontaneously) Oh — ^I’m so happy 

Helen I know you are, Rosemary, and I think you’ve every nght 
to be, for you’re a very lucky girl 

The two women kiss, Rosemary exits Helen looks at William, 
pushes the sofa upstage with her foot, in irritation, the curtams 
close 

William (going up on to rostrum and speaking through curtams) 
I’m sorry— I say— I’m sorry (To Philip) I beheve she’s annoyed 
Philip I know she was 

Joyce She was funous — ^and qmte nght too You deliberately 
broke into her scene 

William But she mterrupted me when I was Rosemary’s father 
Still I’ll try again I’m sorry Hearmg me, of course, but not answer- 
ing I’m sorry You don’t call that conversation, an exchange of 
views, opimons, ideas, expenences, do you? You were gomg round 
and round in a tmy circle You were simply making coomg noises at 
each other 

Joyce (rather sharply) Of course they were They knew that 
William Well, but what’s the pomt of it^ 

Philip I’ve been wondering for years 
Helen enters from alcove as herself 
Helen Don’t be so dense A girl has just met the mother of the 
man she’s going to many A woman has just met the girl her son 
is gomg to many An ordeal for both of them 
WiuiAM Yes, I can see that, dense as I am 
Helen Well, then they discover, to their great rehef, that they’re 
ready to like each other The ordeal’s over It’s gomg to be all nght 
William And so instead of exchanging expenences, opimons, 

1CLG2.S 

Helen They’ll do that much later on ’ 

Whjuam They make a lot of nice agreeing noises together, eh? 
HlELm That’s it Women can’t jog along on parallel Imes as men 
seem able to do They’re always either gomg away from each other 
or coming together And these two were commg together, and prov- 
ing it See? 

William Yes But what a hfe 

Heien Of course, it’s ten times harder than bemg a man But 
far more amusing, I fancy (Hesitates ) Now this is rathw awkward. 
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WnxiAM Why what’s wrong 

Helen We have to be two different characters soon — guests at the 
wedding reception 

WiLUAM Oh, have we’ That’s all right I shall be Major Spanner, 
back from the East and an old friend and admirer of the bnde No 
trouble about that 

William exits 

Helen Now, Joyce dear, I think we ought to show Paul and Rose- 
mary just for a mmute before the wedding Somethmg romantic — 
young — ^touchmg 

Joyce {mmg) Yes 

Helen A ramy evenmg m Sprmg — ^wet hlac — ^and the moon hght- 
ing her upturned face 

Philip {rising) Then you’ll want some music 
Helen Essential 
Helen eoats 
Joyce Chopin I think 
Philip Certamly One of the Nocturnes’ 

Joyce No The Fantasy Impromptu Middle Section 
Philip All right, but don’t go wrong with the triplets in the left 
hand 

Joyce No, of course not Yes, Chopm coming through some 
mystenous hghted wmdow Didn’t you always think, when you were 
young, that there was somethmg magical about those houses where 
somebody was playing a piano’ 

Philip No I didn’t 

Joyce You didn’t? Why, I used to feel there must be somethmg 
tembly special about the people m that house — ^that they were hvmg 
an enchanted hfe that I’d never know What’s the matter with you? 

Philip (sighs) I suppose the trouble is I just don’t think big, 
beautiful thoughts 

Joyce Oh, you’re hopeless (Joyce goes back and sits at piano left ) 
Philip Well I think we’re all set Lights (Sits at piano nght ) 
Lights dm on stage Some moonlight comes on Paul and 
Rosemary enter from alcove wearing light raincoats, wcdking close 
and lovingly They stop m a moonlight spot. 

Rosemary Darling' 

Paul What, darling? 

Rosemary The lilac 
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Paul Yes, marvellous 

Softly the Chopin music begins They listen rapturously 
Rosemary Chopin Perfect' 

Paul Perfect Only three days now, darling 
Rosemary Only three days 
Paul I love you 
Rosemary I love you 

They kiss, the moonlight spot fades They exit 

The Pianists begin a quiet amusing version of the Wedding 
March The first Pianist comes up to full strength as the lighting 
comes up too The curtain is drawn to reveal the inner stage set 
as comer of a large room where wedding reception is bemg held 
There are one or two small tables, with champagne, glasses, food, 
etc A lot of noise off, both direct and recorded — chatter, noise 
of plates and glasses 

Helen enters as Mrs de Folyat, a handsome vivacious widow 
of about thirty-five with an intense arch manner, with champagne 
glass in her hand 

William now enters as Major George Spamer, a military rather 
wooden, bronzed man about forty, who is slightly tight in a rather 
depressed fashion, and is also busy removing bits of confetti from 
his clothes 

Helen (shoutmg) I beg your pardon? 

William {shoutmg) Sorry What did you say*^ 

Helen {as before) I said “I beg your pardon” 

William {as before) Certamly — certainly 

Helen What tune is it ’ 

WauAM Sorry — can’t hear you 

Heien {top of her voice) I said — What time is it? 

It happens as she says this that the noise has suddenly stopped, 
so that It sounds very loud indeed William glances suspiciously 
at her before looking at his watch 
William Twenty to four 

Helen What a ghastly hour' Let me see, aren’t you Major 
Spanner’ 

Wiluam Yes Sony — don’t remember 

Helen No, we weren’t introduced Somebody pomted you out 
to me I’m Mrs de Folyat 
William Oh yes How d’you do? 

Helen Do you thmS: it all went off very well’ 
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William Suppose so No judge reaUy Don’t care for all this 
business Beastly functions 

Helen Definitely Let me see, you’re out East, aren’t you*^ 

William Yes (Pause) Rubber 

Helen That must be wonderful 

Helen is wavmg off to somebody agam 

William It was once But ever smce the bottom dropped out of 
the market it’s been terrible * 

Helen (with vague enthusiasm) Yes, but the hfe there — ^the colour, 
the romance, the mystery' The temple bells The sense of etenuty 
Do you practise yoga? 

William (horrified) Good lord' — No' I’m not m India by the 
way Straits Settlements Fifteen hundred miles away from India 

Helen Is it really*^ But then I suppose it’s aU much bigger out 
there than one imagines 

William Oh — enormous People here have not the faintest notion 
They ask me to look up fellas who are two thousand miles away from 
my place 

Helen (who has been glancing about her) Do they really*^ I wonder 
why‘> 

She waves as if good-bye to some people who are leavmg and 
makes this very big 

William (disturbed and looking to where she is waving) WeU, 
because they don’t reahse these feUas are two thousand miles 
away 

Helen (confidentially) I think I shall shp away now This seems 
a good chance (She comes forward to front of rostrum ) 

William (with a quick glance round) Yes, rather I was just going 
out Join you, I think 

He joins HteLEN The curtains close Once outside they halt, 
relieved, as if they had sneaked out of a hotel room It is now 
presumed they are m a street 

Helen (taking deep breath) Ah' — ^it’s so good to be in the fresh 
air agam 

William Yes FnghtM row in there Hate those scrimmages. 
Taxi' 

Helen (archly) Are you bnde or bndegroom? 

William (astounded, pause) What‘> 

Helen I mean, one of her fnends or one of his? 

WiLLUM Oh, one of hers Don’t know him at alL Known httle 
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Rosemaiy smce she was a child Friend of the family Rosemary’s 
grown up to be a very fine girl 
Helen Has she’ Taxi' 

William (mth genuine enthusiasm) Yes, decidedly No doubt 
about that Weybridge is a very lucky fella Hope he reahses it 

Helen Major Spanner, I do beheve {Breaks off) 

William {mtimidatmgly wooden) What’ 

Helen No, no, I don’t know you well enough I mustn’t say it 
As a matter of fact I don’t know her at all And I’ve only recently 
met Paul Weybridge He’s an architect, you know 
William Yes, so I gather 

Helen And a very clever one He’s been adding a wing to my 
little place in the country, qrnte briUiantly 
William He has, has he? Taxi' {Waving his stick) 

Heuen I couldn’t help thinkmg it a pity that a man who has 

obviously such a tremendous future should go and 

William What’ 

Hhusn Now, now. Major Spanner, you mustn’t tempt me to be 
mdiscreet 

William {bewildered) Didn’t know I was doing so 
Hbien Besides, it’s quite clear I can’t expect any sympathy 
from you 

William {stiffly) Now look here, Mrs de Folyat, if you’re suggest- 
mg he oughtn’t to have mamed because his wife isn’t good enough 
for him 

Helen NowFUeversaidthat I merely hinted that perhaps 

William Because if so, 1’U give you my opimon, as a man who’s 
seen a good deal of the world 
Helen And what is your opimon. Major Spanner’ 

William {stiffly) That that httle girl— Rosemary— -is worth ten of 
him— yes, ten of him Taxi' Ah, got it This one, I thmk 
They step off rostrum and exit 

Lights dm and music begins with final theme of the Act Curtams 
open to reveal inner stage set as balcony of hotel m Southern 
Europe Moonlight spot comes on Back of scene is dimly lit, 
large bedroom window Paul in a dressing gown and Rosemary 
m a wrap come out of the long windows, stand close together, 
looking out into what is obviously a wonderful moonlight night 
The music plays softly before they speak, and cmtames softly 
throughout 
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Rosemary I feel that you and the night are almost one 

I seem as near to you when I stare into the mght. 
Losing myself in the green ivory world 
The moon has carved, as when I felt your heart 
Dividing each precious moment with my own' 

And when you are so close my eyes have lost you 
To my hps, I seem to float m the wide night 
And behind my eyehds n|es another moon 
Paul (after a pause) 

Men are restless and nearly always alone, 

Gomg off in pursuit, nosing along a trail. 

Following a rumour of gold to the waterless hills 
Now here comes to an end for me many a trail 
That never had a thou^t m it of women and love 
Now there is nothing I wish to find 
He puts his arms romd her 

Rosemary There should be words that ring our joy hke belts. 
But I know none There is sorrow in all words 
Paul If my heart still drums it is to stop my ears. 

Because even to-night from somewhere beyond the 
moon 

Still roars into the abyss the cataract of time 
Rosemary Then take hold of this mght and keep it fast 
Never, never forget it 
Paul I shall not forget 

He holds her against him, and she leans her head against his 
shoulder Helen enters dressed as herself 

Helen (m happy excitement) 

Now Fm a woman too, and not a mere voice. 

And blast aU supercihous commentating 
Come on, give me that Mediterranean moon. 

And the n^t man, and I too can kiss 
And rave the very stars out of the blue 
Moonlight comes full on her too now She calls sharply 
Wilham, you idiot' 

Then m soft cajoling tone 
Oh, Bill, my sweet, come on' 

William enters as himself agam 

WiLUAM (mfine fomi) And here I am Hey — ^spiH that moonshine' 
SpiU It and spread it, boys Ah, that’s better 

With moonlight full on him, he looks across at Helbn 
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God, what a night' And Helen — ^what a girl 
Helen You fat, conceited and adorable fool You’ve Paul and 
Rosemary to thank for this 

William (grcmdly) And Adam and Eve and the angel who some- 
times nods 

Helen And lets us shp under his sword at Eden’s Gate 
Music, pause 
Paul Rosemaiy' 

Rosemary Paul' 

Music, pause 
Joyce Phihp' 

Philip Joyce! 

Music, pause 

Helen {the light spreading to therri) Wilham' 

Music, pause 
William Helen' 

They crash mto triumphant music Paul and Rosemary are 
close together Helen and William extend their arms to each 
other Philip and Joyce stare happily across as they play 


End of Act One 
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Philip and Joyce begm ptaymg a fairly brisk overture After about 
a minute and a half of it, however, it begins to flag and suddenly 
Joyce stops altogether and looks angry After plodding a bar or 
two by himself, Philip also stops Joyoe rises 
Philip What’s the matter? 

JoYOS (angrily) You know very well what’s the matter 

Philip I don’t 

Joyce Of course you do 

Philip (cmnoyed now) I tell you I don’t All I know is that you 
suddenly stopped playing 

Joyce And I stopped playmg because I couldn’t stand it any 
longer 

Philip Couldn’t stand what‘s 

Joyce Couldn’t stand the sight of you there, obviously with no 
mterest whatever m what we were playmg, just bored and not makmg 
any effort to hide it I suppose if it had been Margery Walker you’d 
been playmg with, your eyes would have been half out of your head 
and you’d have been bouncing all over your piano 
Philip (with irritating air of patience, rises) Would you mmd 
telhng me what on earth Margery Walker has to do with it*^ 

Joyce Oh — don’t be so pompous’ 

Philip (with same manner) I’m not being pompous I’m merely 

asking a reasonable question What has 

Joyce (furiously) Oh — shut up’ 

PHiLri> (with injured dignity, sits) Certainly Certainly Only too 
debated 

He brmgs Out of his far pocket a copy of a newspaper and very 
ostentatiously leans back and buries himself behind it 
Joyce (after a momeni) How you can sit there — ^pretendmg to read 
a newspaper ’ 

Philip (with wntatmg air of cdbii) I’m not pretending to read I 
am readmg I notice here, for instance, that a man called Worsnop 
has just found on his estate several Roman corns The coins, it says, 
were in an excellent state of 

JoYCT I haven’t the least desire to hear anythmg about your 
ridiculous corns 
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She goes back to her piano and sits 
Philip Thank you' 

He begms reading again She looks across at him in angry 
despair WiLLUM now enters smoking a pipe and carrying a copy 
o/The Times He looks i other grumpy Joyce brightens up at 
the sight of him 

Joyce Hello, Wilham' 

William (not interested) Hello' 

Joyce (with forced brightness) Any news‘s 

WiLLUM (beginning to open paper) I haven’t really looked at the 
paper yet 

Joyce I don’t mean m the paper I mean, have you any news‘s 
William (blankly) Me*^ Oh — ^no — ^nothing at all 

He sits and begms reading his paper Joyce looks in despair 
from him to Philip and then plays several hideously-sounding 
chords William and Philip together appear from behind their 
papers and look at her with silent reproach They begm reading 
(^am Helen enters, briskly and cheerfully 
Helen (crossmg over to William) William' 

William (looking up without mterest) Yes, my pet^ 

Helen (rather like a guide-lecturer) Pay attention Now, we’re 
going forward several years m the history of Paul and Rosemary 
Last time we saw them, you remember, they were on their honey- 
moon Five or six years j^ve passed smce then Rosemary has had 
a baby, now a very mce httle boy between three and four, called Robm 
Philip He doesn’t come into this, does he’ I mean, you don’t 
show us httle Robin brmging his parents together again m the end, 
do you? 

Helen (severely) No, of course hot You see that sort of thmg 
at the filrns, not here 

PHUiP Yes, dear, I know, but when you said they now had a mce 
httle boy, I began to be worried 

Helen You needn’t worry And by the way, Fm not really talking 
to you. I’m talking to WiUiam 

William (lookup up blankly from paper) Yes, my love, Fm 
hstening 

Hbien Move your chair round a bit or you won’t see anything 

Wiulam Cwtainly, certamly (fdoves his stool behmd piano, pre- 
paring to read agam ) 

Helen So now, after'imssing these first years of marriage, we now 
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find Paul and Rosemaiy comfortably settled m London And here 
IS an average eveiung 

Curtains open to disclose inner set, as comer of a sitting-room 
Pactl is buried m the evening paper, while Rosemary is fidgeting 
between writing a letter, doing a little sewing and reading a book 
Both are rather more mature than when we saw them last William 
and Philip are also reading their newspapers and pay no attention 
whatever to the scene, to the disgust^of Helen and Joyce 

Rosemary {after pause) I saw Diana Ferguson this mommg 
Paul {muttering) Don’t know her 

Rosemary Yes, you do know her She says she’s expectmg her 
husband back from India at the end of the month 

Paul merely grunts She looks at him in disgust, then tries agam 
Rosemary They’re taking a house m South Devon for his leave 
Then she wants to go back with him this time And I must say I 
don’t blame her Do you"^ {Pause Waits for a reply and doesn't 
receive one, keeping her temper with some difficulty ) Is there anything 
particularly interesting in that paper, dear? 

Paul {blankly, looking up) What‘S — ^no 
Curtains close 

Helen now notices that William is not looking at all 
Helen William, you’re the hmit* 

She goes over to hm and snatches the paper away from him 
He stares at her in blank astonishment 
William Now don’t be silly, Helen I’m reading that paper 
Helen You were, but now you’ve stopped I don’t beheve you 
noticed Paul and Rosemary at all, did you’ 

WiLLUM WeU, I’ll tell you 

Helen Did you’ 

WiLUAM No, I didn’t 

Helen You were too busy stanng at that newspaper What’s 
in It 

William Nothing Absolutely nothing to-day Very dull 
Helen I take the trouble to show you Paul and Rosemary having 
a typical evemng 

William {warming as he goes along) Yes, yes, but I don’t want to 
see them Let’s leave them alone That’s what’s the matter with the 
world now Everybody interfenng with everybody else Everybody 
wantmg to know what everybody else is doing and saying and think- 
mg Nobody’s left alone Not for a smgJe*half-hour is anybody left 
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alone Well, I say, leave them alone Refuse to indulge in this 
imiversal idiotic and shameless cunosity Just hand me my paper, 
will you? 

Helen Why’ It’s only crammed with information about other 
people, news of somebody else’s business, all arranged (hands paper, 
which she has crumpled, back to William) to satisfy an idiotic and 
shameless curiosity 

William (with cold dignry and folding his newspaper) It’s one 
thing to acquaint yourself with what is happening in the world and 
quite another thing to poke your nose into other people’s pnvate 
afiairs However, if you won’t see it, you won’t (Change of tone) 
Now, I suppose you want me to have a look at this pair of yours, 
several years after mamage, just to show me how dissatisfied she is 
Helen If you’d seen and heard 

William I saw and heard enough She’s not really dissatisfied 
with him— although she thinks she is — ^but she’s dissatisfied because 
she can’t have her cake and eat it 

Helen (cutting in, vehemently) If there’s one thing I loathe it’s 
that bit of misery about not being able to have your cake and eat it 
Philip You all do 

William Yes So she’ll begm taking her dissatisfaction out of 
him And it’s not his fault 

Helen and Joyce Of course it is 
Helen Just stuck there, with his head in the paper 
WiLUAM But he has to read the paper some time and probably 
It happens that’s he’s been busy aU day 

Helen And probably not But that’s not the point The pomt is 
he’s beginmng to treat her as if she weren’t really there All she 

wants IS a httle pohteness, a httle mterest, a 

WiLUAM (cutting m coolly, puts pipe in his mouth and newspaper 
under his arm) I know what she’d hke Now I’ll show you (He 
claps his hands ) 

Curtains open to same scene as before 

Rosemary (sittmg eatmg chocolates) I saw Diana Ferguson this 
mommg 

Paul (putting aside paper at once) Did you, darhng? When’s her 
husband coming on leave from Inia’ 

Rosemary At the end of the month. 

Paul (brightly astonished) No* 

Rosemary Yes She’S" awfully estcited 
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Paul Of course He must be too I know I'd be almost oiBf my 
head with excitement if we’d been separated so long They ought to 
take a furmshed house somewhere for his leave 

Rosemary (triumphantly) That’s just what they have done In 
South Devon 

Paul In South Devon*? Oh, they ought to have a grand tune 
there I know we should (They lean to each other and smile ) 

Rosemary She wants to go back witii hitn this time And I must 
say I don’t blame her Do you*? 

Paul No, I don’t Just imagine if it were us How lucky we are 
to be able to be together without either of us makmg any sacrifices 
(Blows kiss to her) 

Rosemary Yes, darhng (After smiling at him) But I’m keepmg 
you from your newspaper 

Paul Oh n > (Throws newspaper over his shoulder ) I’d much 
rather have a good talk about us, and especially about you (Leans 
forward, regarding her lovingly and kisses her ) 

Curtains close 

William And that’s quite enough of that Now, Helen, that’s 
what she’d hke — or what she thinks she’d like, and, honestly, what 
do you think of it? 

Helen I’ve always tned to be honest with you, Bill, haven’t I*? 

William Except when we’re quarrelling — ^yes 

Helen So, I’ll admit that for an ordinary conversation— not a 
special occasion, mmd you, makmg it up or celebrating an anm- 
versary 

William No, no — an ordmaty conversation at the conjugal hearth 

Helen It did stnke me as being a wee bit fatuous and sickly 

William Exactly Like sittmg down after dinner and eating two 
pounds of chocolate creams 

Helen But it isn’t the absence of that stuff that is makmg her 
feel dissatisfied What she feels is that he’s begmnmg to be bored 
with her 

William Now why? A man comes home tired at the end of a 
hard day, and naturally he wants to take it easy and 

Helen Yes, yes, we know all about that, and even women can 
understand it, seemg that they often have even harder days and aren’t 
allowed to take it easy and sprawl and yawn m everybody’s face But 
what infunates a wife is this sort of thing 
Helen exits 
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WnxiAM What sort of thing’ 

Joyce Watch and you’ll see, Wilham 

Cvrtaxns open to same scene Rosemary is reading a book 
this time 

Rosemary And I must say I don’t blame her Do you’ (Pause 
as before ) Is there anything particularly mteresting in that paper, 
dear’ 

Paul (looking up blankly} What’ No (Half stifles a yawn and 
returns to reading ) 

Rosemary (after another pause) Did anything amusing happen at 
the office to-day, Paul’ 

Paul (indifferently) No, can’t remember anything 

She looks at him despairingly but he doesn't even see it After 
another pause, to establish atmosphere of boredom, Helen marches 
in, looking very trim and gay 

Helen (briskly) Hello, Rosemary ’Lo, Paul' Just looked in to 
ask you about Saturday 

Paul Saturday by all means, Helen By the way, a most amusing 
thing happened at the office this mormng We’ve got a new chent, 
a Mrs Dowson, who’s actually very nch, but looks a queer, shabby 
old thing We’ve also got a new charlady whose name happens to be 
Mrs Rowston (Laughs) Well, this mormng this Mrs Rowston 
comes m for the first time, and of course the clerk thinks the name 
she gives is Mrs Dowson, treats her with enormous politeness, can’t 
understand why she keeps mumbhng something about cleamng and 
keeps apologising abjectly because my partner and I aren’t about 
He laughs, so does Helen Rosemary does not laugh 

Helen (clearly forcmg her appreciation) What a priceless thing to 
happen' 

Rosemary It doesn’t amuse me very much, somehow The only 
difference between the two women was that one had a lot of money 
and the other hadn’t any And I don’t think that’s funny 

Paul Oh— -nonsense, Rosemary (Pats her on the shoulder) That’s 
taking it altogether too senously 

Helen Did you read that extraordinary case of the woman who 
had two flats and hved a completely different hfe in them? 

PiOJL (eagerly) Yes I was just reading about it now Fascmating 
business I don’t think she was mad thou^, do you? 

Helen No I beheve there was a man in it somewhere 

Rosemary Where is this woman? 

Helen In all the papers to-day 
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Rosemary {to Paul) And you said there wasn’t anything in- 
teresting in the paper you were reading 

Helen (in ordinary tone) All nght, Rosemary, I think that’s enou^ 
You see, that’s what I mean If a man’s tired, all right, let him be 
tired It’s a bit dull for wives, who’ve been messing about at home 
all day, if husbands come back in the evemng fit for nothing but 
sprawlmg and yawning 

Rosemary But we’ll make the bes^ of it so long as they are 
genuinely tired, and not simply bored But you saw what happened 
As soon as another woman, an attractive woman, of course, came 
in, he was up and sparkhng, trying to be amusing, ready to show off 
as hard as he could 

Paul I realty can’t see that just because I show a httle ordmary 
politeness to a fnend — a fnend of yours as weU as mme — ^you should 
work yourself up into a jealous fury 

Rosemary I wasn’t jealous, and it just shows how stupid you are 
to imagme I was I was annoyed because you could take the trouble 
to entertain Helen when you’d just proved very plamly you couldn’t 
be bothered to entertam me 

William {whistles and beckons them up to hint) I see the point 
Helen He sees the point (Yu audience) We’re gettmg on 

William {tummg to Philip) But after all, when somebody calls, 
you have to exert yourself a httle, for the sake of ordinary soaal 
decency 

Philip And I agree {He breaks off because both women are 

shaking their heads ) 

Rosemary I must say, WiUiam, I expected somethmg better than 
that from you 

Paul {bitterly) Not from me, of course, bemg only your husband 
William “A wife”, said Dostoevsky, after covenng himself with 
glory at a shooting gallery, when his wife had been angry with hnn 
for trymg to shoot at all — “A wife,” he observed profoun^y, “is the 
natural enemy of her husband ” 

Paul And I know exactly what he means 
Philip So do I and I wish I didn’t 

Helen And I never heard anythmg more ndiculous I’m sur- 
prised at you, Wilham 
Rosemary So am I 
Joyce I thought he was inteDigent 
William I am mteUigent and so was Do&toevsky 
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Rosemary {pitterly) The point is, having another woman there he 
was no longer bored 

Helen Perfectly obvious and perfectly maHHArung 

Joyce (rising) Haven’t we all seen it over and over a gain ? 

Philip (also rising angrily) Because you’re so childish You want 
everything at once 

Paul You can’t have it both ways 
William You can’t have your cake and eat it 
Joyce (angrily) Oh— stop talking rot' 

Rosemary (angrily) What can’t we have both ways’ 

Helen (angrily) Oh— don’t begin about that cake 

The men all laugh together at this The women have all spoken at 
once they give each other apologetic little smiles and apologise 
Profusely to each other Then glare at the men The women Lve 
dnjted back and grouped themselves round the piano left The 
men begin speaking at once 

Philip It’s perfectly simple and I’ll explain 

Paul What I mean by not having it both ways is 

William Wantmg to have your cake and eat it means this 

The women all laugh as the men did at this The men stop and 
apologise in a hearty, masculine style to each other 

Philip Sorry, old man' You were going to say ? 

Paul Not at all, old boy My fault Interrupted you both 

The men group themselves round and lean against piano right, 
they remain in a huddle ^ 

William That’s all right, my dear fellow You go ahead 

Lord help US' When you take a good 
cool look at them, you wonder why you ever bother They’re so 

^ w “o* « “U. oU 

Philip One of us had better speak for the lot 
William Good idea' What about you, Paul? 

Paul No. you’re the chap, Wilham Your job, old boy 
William (muttering) All nght, old boy 

s^l^oolboys who’ve been allowed to 
^n?to see^d ^ ^^ave all 
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Helen Just overgrown, saggmg, ruined schoolboys 
WiLLUM (rising slowly) Ladies, after we have fallen in love with 
you we feel that existence would be intolerable if you are not by our 
sides, so we marry you What happens then‘s 
Rosemary You take us for granted and are bored 
William That is how you see it, but not how we see it 
Philip and Paul Hear, hear' 

William You are now associated intiur mmds with Home, with 
relaxation, with shppered ease, with all the cosy humdrum of domestic 
hfe, with lazy chit-chat 

Joyce (bitterly) And sprawhng and yawning 
WiLLUM If necessary, yes, with sprawling and yawrung With 
you we feel we need no longer pretend, for we are at home. There 
is somethmg m most women, however, that feels itself defeated by 
the ease and famiharity of marriage (He stands on stool and assumes 
the air and deportment of a political speaker ) It is not that you dislike 
the cosy domesticity, the shppers and dressing-gown atmosphere But 
at any moment when you feel so inchned you think you are entitled 
to be regarded as a person clean outside this atmosphere, a strange, 
exciting creature, a figure of romance 
Rosemary (pomtmg to Willum) But that’s the pomt We are 
strange, exciting creatures and what’s wrong with you men is that 
you stop thinkmg we are, and then you dimmish us We grow angry 
because there is a hght in us and you will no longer let it shine for you 

She returns to the piano 

Paul But the li^t has been turned mto the domestic lamp and 
firehght Your trouble is you want to be courted as well as mamed 
Helen And why not’ 

William Because — and this is one of the cakes you can’t both 
have aifd eat — ^to our way of thinking one relationslup cancels out 
the other Husbands take wives for granted Of course they do 
They mamed them in order to take them for granted But wives take 
husbands for granted just as much, and that, ladies and gentlemen, 
is our case 

William drops off stool PiaiLiP shakes hm by the hand, Paul 
does the same They go mto a huddle round the puma again 
Rosemary It doesn’t suit women to be taken for granted (Stamps 
her foot ) It withers them 

Joyce sits at the piano and plays a few mournful chords 
HteJBN What’s that? 

Joyce It’s the begnmng of a lament for women 
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Joyce plays very softly throughout womerCs speeches 

BDblbn {grouped near Joyce with Rosemapt) Who was the last to 
enter the Paradise of Eden — and the first out^ 

Rosemary The fool who can light up at a single kind word and 
bleed at a glance 

Joyce Who buys a new hat and hopes against hope 
Helen {m a grander style and going up on to centre of rostrum) I 
sing— after the manner of'^alt Whitman, who nevertheless, has 
always seemed to me an insufferable old bore— I chant the theme 
Woman Not Woman and the joys of the open road, for no woman 
ever had an open road All roads are narrow, dark, bristhng and 
dangerous to a woman Not Woman and the happiness of loafing 
hangmg about, watchmg other people work and producmg not hing 
but noble platitudes, because no woman is allowed— by herself or 
by anybody else — to mdulge in such idle antics 

Some men are handsomely paid and kept in comfort to prove and 
preach that the ultimate force in the universe is nothing but Love 
and they may or may not beheve it But aU women, even the stupidest 
and ughest that nobody cares about, act as if this were true {Comes 
down to piano and leans against it ) And much good it does them 
Rosemary It is temble to be a woman and know in your heart 
how dependent you are upon other people, how you wait and wait 
for some fool of a man, who doesn’t happen to have anythmg better 
to do, to bring you completely to hfe 

Joyce There are too many of us, that’s the trouble 
Ros^y a hiOTied, mdifferent kiss, a hint of a yawn, from some 
man who isn t really very different from rmlhons of other men. and 
ice IS packed round your heart 

JoYCT What we need is ice packed round our heads {Finish of 
music } \ j 

Helen After being a woman, to be a man must be like havmg a 
long rest, a sort of convalescence ® 

ItaLiP slides into piano chair and interrupts with some loud 
sharp chords while the women look at him 

Pmup {pimo silent) Convalescence* You can’t imagine what it’s 
ke being a man It’s like this {Plays some loud, restless, strident 

’SI ^ 

WuxuM In the fields you see the cows starmg at nothmg with 

mrng and chewmg, cosily mwufac- 
further, mto some lonely field or 
dark shed, and you wiU hear unhappy snorts and grunts mid see a 
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majestic but restless form, a creature passionate and bewildered, with 
a nng through his nose (Pause) The Bull' And that is Man 
Paul (quick leap on to rostrum) Man, fixed for ever in his terrible 
duahsm, the war between the spirit and the senses that no woman 
can understand Man who grasps at the moon, and finds himself 
eatmg green cheese Man, who cannot be luHed by the rhy thms of 
the fat earth and who is haunted by the Paradise you hardly remember 
Philep (sadly) After all, it is better buy a hat and hope a bit 
than to buy dozens of drmks and know there is no hope 
William When a pair of lovers declare themselves, one of them 
thinks he is jugghng with the sun, moon and stars, while the other 
IS busy workmg out how much it will cost to keep a housemaid in 
one of those mce new bungalows along Ehn Avenue It is safe to 
prophesy which one of these two will come a cropper first The chaps 
who saw themselves keepmg the sun, moon and stars gomg are bound 
to come down with a bump The ladies — God bless them — have 
never left the ground 

Paul Man — alternating between Don Quixote and Don Juan 

Philip points to William mdicatmg that the women are not 
listening 

William (to Paul) I don’t think they’re hstenmg, my dear fellow 
Better get back on the job 

Paul What’ Oh, yes, certainly (He goes back into the inner 
stage, sits in arm-chair ) 

WnxuM (crossing to Helen and Rosemary) Come along, you 
two Never should have stepped out of the scene like that y’know 
Spoils the illusion. 

Hemn and Rosemary go up on rostrum, take up their former 
positions 

Helen I’ll just say good-bye to you both, and then you show how 
annoyed you are with him, and we’ll carry on from there 
Well, I must run along, children Oh— what about Saturday’ 
(Heien and Paul rise ) 

Ro sem ary (coldly) Paul can go if he likes — ^but Fm sorry — ^I can’t 
Paul But you said 

Rosemary I promised to spend the afternoon with Father You 
go I’m sure you’ll find it very amusmg 
Helen Settle it between you and give me a nng, one of you, m 
the monung ’Bye, darhng 
Rosemary Good-bye, Helen 
Paul I’ll see you out 
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Paul goes out with Helen Rosemary now looks fioious, takes 
up her book and hurls it down in chair 
Rosemary {muttering angrily) Oh' damn — damn — damn' 

These get softer as she drops into chair PAUL enters and offers 
her cigarette box 

Paul (mth forced cheerfulness) Cigarette, darhng*^ 

Rosemary {very cold and ffistant) No, thank you 
Paul Anything the matter? 

Rosemary No, why should there be’ 

Paul I dunno — just wondered I thought you were very keen 
on going with them on Saturday 
Rosemary {miles away) Did you’ 

Paul Well, you said you were 

Rosemary I haven’t the least desire to go with them I loathe 
the Sunderlands anyhow I’ve always thought your fnend Helen had 
a very queer taste in people 

Paul {raising his eyebrows) My fnend Helen now, eh ’ 

She does not reply 

She used to be your friend too In fact you knew her before I did 
Rosemary I only knew her through WiUiam And I adore Wilham 
I don’t dislike Helen, but I think she has some very queer friends 
and I’d just as soon she didn’t bounce in and out hke that, even if 
you have to make such a fuss of her 
'Paxsl {very innocently) Fuss of her' What fuss did I make of her? 
Rosemary If you jom them on Saturday, you’ll be able to have 
a whole day of it, with funny stones about charwomen and women 
who hve in two flats at once and everything 
Paul Look here, I didn’t care tuppence about Saturday but if 
you insist upon tafang that tone about it, aU nght, I am gomg 

Rosemary I should It’U be a nice change for you after being so 
bored at home 

Paul {anp'y now) Now when have I ever said I was boned at home? 
Rosemary You didn’t need to say anything 
Paul Well, what have I done then? What’s the matter? 
Rosemary {stormily) Nothmg {Close to tears) Eveiythmg 
She goes out, we hear loud door-slam Curtams close 
Helen Well, there they are then 

WnxiAM Yes, and I was workmg out their ftrture. I see three 
stages waiting for them Ji'irst, a stage of constant and bitter qiiandl- 
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ling Secondly, a stage in which each seeks satisfaction elsewhere 
Thirdly, a stage of final separation or a real reconcihation and the 
beginning of a decent adult hfe together 

Helen Very good, darhng I couldn’t have done it better myself 

William You couldn’t have done it as well as I did 

Helen Yes I could Actually, you’ve left out a stage You see, 
with some couples hke Paul and Rosemary, there’s another stage that 
comes before the constant quarreUmg.^n this penod each partner 
finds a friend of the same sex that the other partner very much dis- 
likes It might be called the Unwise Fnendship Stage 

William You’re right {To audienci) She is nght, y’know Very 
clever woman Most men, especially En^shmen, dishke clever 
women, but I hke ’em So long as they’re reasonably good-tempered, 
of course {Pause ) An amiable clever woman is an absolute treasure 
(William takes her hand, brings her downstage ) Thank you You’ve 
probably been wondenng what our relationship is — ^haven’t you*^ 
It’s very interestmg And perhaps later on — ^weU, we’U see {To Helen) 
You’re dead nght, of course 

Helen Rosemary will suddenly become fnendly with some 
terrible woman whom Paul can’t stand 

William And Paul will pick up a pal who’s poison to Rosemary 

Helen It seems accidental — and yet — I don’t know 

William The subconscious does it, I thmk It dehberately singles 
out the type that the other partner loathes {Pause ) Well, it’s up 
to us, I suppose 

Helen Certamly What are you going to be*^ 

William I shall be one of those self-made City bachelors They’re 
always dimng in very expensive restaurants and they put up the 
money for bad musical comedies Wives hate them, because they 
imagine that these fellows have flats somewhere crowded with show- 
girls drinking champagne-cocktails and playing stnp poker 

Helen {interested) And have they‘d 

William No, it’s all an illusion Nevertheless, the mstmct of the 
wives IS nght, because these chaps are fundamentally anti-domestic 
and try to turn the husbands back- into bachelors That’s me, then 
And what about you*^ 

Helen I shall be Mrs Ambergate— Gloria Ambergate I’m 
separated from my husband — he probably cleared out with his typist 
—and now I’ve got a down on aU husbands and am very very sorry 
for the poor wives And she’s gone in for New Thou^t and Higher 
Thought and Astral Planes and Auras and Vibrations and she sees 
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everybody’s personality in terms of colour And she has a general 
deep soulfulness from which the coarse scoflBng male is excluded 
William I know the type But Rosemaiy would never put up 
with her 

Helen Oh yes, she would — ^for a time Just because she was sorry 
for her It often happens among women Bemg members of the 

gentler and more sympathetic sex 

William (astonished) Members of the what’ 

Helen (shouting) The more sympathetic sex — ^idiot 
William Yes, I see Well, that’s us, then 
Helen (to the pianists) And you two ou^t to find Leitmotivs 
for 

WiLLUM Jimmy Mowbray 
Helen Gloria Ambergate 
Helen and William exit 

Philip Oh, I’ve got mine (Pause ) This is Jimmy Mowbray (He 
plays snatch of cheerful, rather vulgar dance tune ) 

Joyce And this is Glona Ambergate (Plays a snatch of cheaply 
“soulfuV' music) 

Philip Good Now we can make ’em into something Short pre- 
lude to Scene illustratmg this stage of Unwise Friendships 
Joyce Alternative title What on earth Do you See in Him — or Her’ 
Fmish of music they bow to each other Curtains open to show 
same set Paul enters with tray with cocktail shaker and glasses 
Telephone rings, which Paul answers in dumb show during last 
bars of music 

Paul (as music ends) Ha, ha, ha Of course it’s not too early 
Come along at once, all nght then Good-bye for now 
Rosemary enters and sits with a book 
Will you have — er— have a cocktail? 

Rosemary No thank you You know I hardly ever have a cock- 
tail I thmk It’s an awful waste makmg them And why tftrce glasses? 
(She opens book ) 

Paul (uncomfortably) Well— as a matter of fact— Jimmy Mow- 
bray rang up to say he might look in 

Rosemary (disgusted) What agam? He’d better come and hve 
here, hadn’t he’ 

Paul (with great dignity) Mowbray happens to be a chent of mine 
Rosemary That has npthmg to do with it, and you know it hasn’t 
And what you can see in him I can’t imagine 
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Paul Oli — ^he’s not a bad fellow 

Rosemary He’s terrible And Sybil Stinnes says he has a flat 
crowded with chorus girls all dnnking champagne-cocktails Really, 
Paul, I thought you’d better taste than that 

Paul (irritably) Oh — don’t be so snobbish Jimmy Mowbray may 
not be your type 

Rosemary My t 3 ^e* He’s not anybody’s type outside a race- 
course and non-stop vanety He’s • 

Paul (cutting in sharply) Jimmy Mowbray’s quite a decent, 
amusing sort of fellow— who might turn out to be a very good 
chent 

Rosemary And then again might not I wouldn’t trust a man 
hke that a yard Still, I suppose if he wants to turn this house into 
his cocktail-bar I mustn’t complain 

Paul (unpleasantly) Oh — ^you couldn’t complain You wouldn’t 
know how to 

Rosemary Thank you (Giving him a wovcnded stare ) 

Rosemary goes to telephone and begms dialling Joyce plays 
Ambergate theme softly Rosemary speaks into telephone with 
marked sweetness Paul sits and picks up paper from table, begms 
to read it 

Rosemary Oh — ^is that you Glona? Rosemary Yes, I 

suppose It might be telepathy 

Paul looks across and snorts 
No, Glona, you come here 

Paul throws pcper down on table 
Yes, as soon as you like Good (Puts down telephone ) 

Paxil (glaring at her) Was that your dear fnend Glona Ambergate? 

Rosemary Yes She’s coming across to spend the evenmg here 

Paul (angrily) If that awful woman comes here. I’m going straight 
out 

Rosemary (with mock innocent air) I thought you were probably 
gomg out anyhow, with your mce fnend Mr Mowbray Weren’t you*^ 

Paul (rather confusedly) He suggested our dimng somewhere — 
but I hadn’t said definitely I would 

Rosemary (same tone as bgfore) Well, now you can, and that’ll 
be very mce for you, 

Paul I warned you before If you must see that frightful half- 
b^d woman — and what on earth you can see in her beats me — 
please don’t ask her here when I’m about I loathe the woman 
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Really, Pm surpnsed at you, Rosemaiy A year or two ago, you 
couldn’t liave spent an hour with a woman like that, and now 

Rosemary {vehemently) Yes, «o)v— when I have to watch you 
being dragged off every other night by that— that 

Sharp ring of bell off Paul rises and hurries out Rosemary 
glares after him, then hastily takes up shaker and smells it in 
disgust, then hastily puts it down and assumes an air of distant 
dignity William enters- as Mowbray 

William {who has entered laughing) Ah’ Good evening, Mrs 
Weybridge 


Rosemary {coldly) Good evemng 

William Wonder if I might snatch your husband — dine with me 
to meet another fnend just back from South Amenca— just the kind 
of bloke to amuse Paul Quiet bachelor evening Steak and a decent 
bottle o wme, y’know — ^an’ perhaps finish our cigars at a variety show 

Paul {who has been pouring out drinks) Cocktails’ Rosemary? 
Rosemary {distantly) No thank you 
Paul {handing one over) Mowbray’ 

William (toking it) Ta' Well, down the hatch' 

Paul Dry enough for you’ 

William Oh, yes Do with a dash p’r’haps j,^Like a dash myself 
Paul Ah — sorry about that ■' 

Rosemary {distantly) And what is a dash’ 

WiLLUM Dash’ Don’t you know what a dash is’ Where have 
you been’ It’s absinthe 

Rosemary {condemnmg it) Oh — ^absinthe 

{not noticing her attitude) That’s it Absinthe makes the 

ij’l fonder, eh’ {Guffaws) Well, I won’t say No to another, 
old boy ’ 

Paul pours out another drink 


Had a hard day to-day Market’s all over the place Still, never say 
die {Gives Rosemary a hearty pat on the back ) Met a bloke at 
lunch to-day who’s bnnging that musical show over from New York 
and blow the expense {takes drink from PAUL)~y’know the big 
smash hit there— Got What It Takes or something Says if he can 
sneak most of it past the Lord Chamberlam, it’ll make London’s hair 

o^ginal girls {NudgmgVkXjL 


Rmemary {coldly) I would have thought we’d enough chorus 
girls here without bnngihg some all the way from New York 
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WiLLUM That’s just your innocence, Mrs Weybndge These 
Amencan kids have got something Ask your husband Well, down 
the hatch 

Another sharp ring at bell Paxjl makes as if to go but Rose- 
mary rises and goes herself 

Paul {dropping his voice) We’d better push off in a minute, Jimmy 
This woman’s terrible 
William What woman? • 

Paul You’ll see 

William Isn’t time for it now, but remind me when we get out 
to tell you the story of the widow and the piano tuner It’ll kill you 
By the way, this bloke you’re going to meet — ^hke most of these lads 
just back from the pampas or whatever they are — is a bit hot and 
might want to start a pretty thick sort of evemng Have to sit on his 
head a bit Y ou don’t want any young female society to-night, do you ^ 
Paul No, defimtely not 

William Same here Last week-end was bad enough and I’ve a 
business to look after {Takes another drink which Paul has poured 
out) 

Helen enters as Gloria Ambergate, followed by Rosemary 
Helen contrives to register her disapproval of the two men and 
the cocktails at once 

Paul Oh — ^good evemng, Mrs Ambergate 
Helen How d’you do? 

Rosemary Glona — ^this is Mr Mowbray 
William How d’you do? 

Helen {coldly) Good evemng 
Paul Cocktail, Mrs Ambergate? 

Helen {sitting) Oh— no, thank you I can’t take alcohol in any 
form 

William {taking drmk offered by Paul to Helen) Can’t you? It’s 
about the only thmg I can take nowadays {Laughs) Well, Wey- 
bndge, better push off, eh? > 

Paul I’m ready {Drinks up and puts glasses on table ) 

William Well, the skin off your nose {Dnnkmg to Helen ) Good 
mght, Mrs Weybndge 

William exits, 

Rosemary Don’t be too late, Paul 

Paul No, I won’t be ’Night Mrs Ambergate 

Helen That man, Rosemary— who is hfe’ 
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Rosemary He’s a client of Paul’s You can say what you like 
about him I loathe him 

Helen I’m so glad, dear I was sure you must He’s a dreadfully 
imdeveloped type Earthy — quite earthy With a muddy brown aura 
I wish you could have been at our lecture last Wednesday Mdme 

Rubbishky gave us a wonderful talk on I AM THE GREAT ALL 

Rosemary On what‘s 

Helen (solemnly) I AM" THE GREAT ALL And so profound 
— so stmidatmg and yet at the same time so essentially smple We 
are all of us the Great AH And the Great All is all of us The whole 
thing was there 

Rosemary I’m not sure I beheve in all this, you know 
Helen I didn’t expect you would, dear, not yet Perception comes 
with suffeiing and lonehness of spirit You’ll see 
Rosemary (dismayed) But I don’t want any suffering and loneh- 
ness of spint 

Helen It won’t be so bad for you, dear, as it was for me You’ll 
have fnends — certainly one fnend, darhng — ^who can help and gmde 
As soon as I saw that man here to-mght, and saw him takmg your 
husband away, I knew at once that soon you’ll need a friend very 

badly I could feel a downward, earthward influence 

Rosemary But what kind of influence is that, Glona? 

Helen It’s downward — earthward, dear — ^pulhng down I’ve 
always been able to feel it, even before I knew what it meant Chiefly 
among men, of course And I’ve always known it was antagomstic 
But I myself rejected the influence I said “You cannot pull me 
down, I am all spirit’’, I said — ^And, of course, I was 
Phiup I say, Helen, is there much more of this horrible stuff’ 
Helen (m ordinary tone) Yes, Phihp Hours and hours 
Phujp Then let’s cut to midmght Lights' 

Lights black-out Clock chimes twelve As lights go on again 
Rosemary is discovered slumped down m her chair, half asleep, 
and Helen lymg on the floor with her head on a chair 

Helen . And four Hmdu di$ciples hvmg in the spare room 
Good gracious — ^twelve o’clock already We’ve had such a wonderful 
lovely satisfymg talk, it’s just given the evemng great golden wings 
—and— pouf— It’s just flown away (She rises, Rosemary givmg her 
a helpmg hand) 

Rosemary (stifling a yawn) Yes, hasn’t it? 

Helen (solemnly) But I do hope nothmg has happened to your 
husband, dear * 
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Rosemary Of course not Why should it? Just a moment. I’ll 
put the hght on {Exits ) 

Helen {moving to door) It’s all very well saying, of course not, 
my dear But I can’t forget the night I was sitting up late with poor 
Mildred FothergiU We heard the ambulance rmging right outside 
her window, and the telephone went and a voice said, “Come at 
once, Mrs Fothergdl’’ But, of course, it was all over by the time 
she got to the hospital Mr Fothergdl had departed for the Astral 
Sphere, and had not even insured himsllf properly 

Lights on the stage black-out and come up to Full agam We 
hear the clock strike one o'clock Rosemary has now changed into 
a dressing-gown to indicate time lapse She enters, goes to wmdow 
and looks out She seems agitated, now moves to table and is about 
to pick up telephone but decides not to Just as she is about to sit 
down the telephone rings urgently 

Rosemary {rushing to telephone) Yes, yes ? {Then sharply) 
No, we’re not Well, I ought to know whether we’re the 

gasworks or not You’ve got the wrong number, that’s all 
{As she puts down the receiver, she mutters to herself) Silly 
idiot 

An ambulance bell now rings furiously This disturbs Rose- 
mary and she moves restlessly about the stage 

Enter William from alcove 

William What’s the matter with her*^ 

Joyce Paul’s late, so now her imagmation will get to work We 
aU do it 

Rosemary {lights fade cmd Rosemary picked out m a single pmk 
spot) the hospital, please dnver — ^and hurry — ^it’s tembly urgent 
— ^yes, nurse. I’m Mrs Weybndge, take me to him — oh* — ^yes. I’ll 
be bravQ — ^I will be brave {Then in worrying tone like that m Act One ) 
I’d have to ask Father to come up to look after thmgs — and I couldn’t 
let Robm stay here — ^perhaps he and Nanme could go to Alice’s for 
the week — ^and as soon as I’d got them off I’d have to order my black 
— ^and then when it was all over I couldn’t afford to stay on here — 
Pd have to sell this house — ^then tiy to find a httle cottage in the 
country-— and then Robin would have to go away to school — ^but 
we’d share our httle cottage dunng all his hohdays {Sighmg very 
dreamily now ) Yes, dear, it’s years ago now, and they reahse that 
my Paul was a great architect — and they want me to unveil a memorial 
to him — ^it will be a beautiful ©cpenence but, of course, sad too {Hie 
lights begin to come now, Rc®bmary moves upstage to sit down She 
IS dcibbmg her eyes with a handkerchief) • 
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We hear Paul outside, he is whistling the Mowbray therm, but 
she does not hear hm He enters 

(with joy and surprise) Paul’ (Rising) 

Paxjl I’m sorry, my dear You shouldn’t have waited up 

Rosemary (severely) Where have you been*^ 

William The eternal question (Pause ) And now I understand 
why they always put it so angrily 
Paul Mowbray took me to his club — and we began playing 
snooker — and then I couldn’t get a taxi You know how it is, my 
dear What have you been doing’ 

Rosemary Listemng to Gloria for hours and hours 

Paul (laughing to himself) Oh' Bad luck 
William (tummg to Joyce) I wonder if the chump reahses this is 
his chance He’s had as much as he wants of Jimmy Mowbray and 
she’s had far more of Gloria Ambergate I wonder if he reahses this 
Oh dear, it doesn’t look as if he does 

Paul is pouring himself a glass of whisky from the bottle but 
this bottle only contains sufficient for one glass, therefore he has 
tipped the bottle up and is drammg it 
Paul (drmking) You know very well, Rosemary, that’s a terribly 
dreary woman 

Rosemary I know— but I’m sorry for her, though I admit she can 
be an awful bore But she’s lonely Not like your friend Jimmy 
Mowbray, who’s so pleased with himself 
Paul Well I’ll admit that Jimmy is a bit much at times But Ona 

Glambergate — ^is a teanly dreary 

Rosemary Paul, I beheve you’re tight 

Paul (swaying about and toying with his glass) If I say I am, you’ll 
beheve I’m not, which wouldn’t be quite true But if I say I’m not, 
then you’ll think I’m very tight, which would be quite wrong Better 
Ignore the whole thmg 

William Now, what’s her reaction gomg to be? She might burst 
into tears She mi^t lose her temper and throw something at him 
She might nse haughtily and sweep out of the room Or she— — 
Rosemary suddenly bursts out laughing It is quite warm and^ 
friendly laughter He seems to her, at this moment, very funny 
Joyce (as Rosemary’s laughter is quieter) This is his chance 
William Of course it is He’s only to drop down and put his 
arms round her and babble any nonsense and she’s his again , 
JotCE (scomftdly) Bht he isn’t going to (Pawre) You men' 
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William (sadly) Pompous vanity is our weakness 
Paul (with foolish dignity) Glad you’re amused 
Rosemary (still ready to be reconciled) Paul, don’t be silly 
Paul After spending five hours exchanging idiocies with that 
woman, you can ask me not to be silly* 

Rosemary Oh — you are a fool* 

Exits We hear door being slammed He stares after her half 
bewildered, half angry, then stares bfankly out front There is a 
little broken music 

William Let’s hide the poor chump 
Curtains close 

Helen enters from alcove as ordinary self William takes her 
arm and brmgs her downstage 

Helen We shall have to look at them now, somewhere m the 
middle of the next stage 

William (reflectively) Now wait a minute Constant quarrelhng 
IS bad for both, of course, but I think that in this quarrelling stage 
the woman is better off than the man 

He says no more because Helen begins straightening his tie, 
brushing his hair back and generally trying to smarten up his 
appearance She takes him by left ear and tvms him to Joyce 
Helen And that’s supposed to be a clever one Imagine what 
some of the rest are like* 

Joyce He just doesn’t know, dear How could he? 

William (severely and rather annoyed) Instead of mdulging in idle 
antics, I will produce a reason or two for my statement The woman 
IS better off because — ^first — an emotional outburst, a $cene is less 
repugnant to her than it is to the wretched man, who will go to 
almost any length to avoid one Secondly, the woman has a supenor 
techmcal equipment and knows instinctively how to put the fellow 
in the wrong and keep him there, and has a diabohcal skill m detect^ 
ing the weak joints in his armour 
Helen The said armour consisting of sohd plates a foot thick of 
masculine vamty, conceit and self-complacency While the poor 
\yoman, her heart thumping away, her tummy tymg itself mto knots, 
has no armour and feels completely naked 
Philip But I thought you liked to feel naked 
Helen (doing a funny walk) Five minutes after he has stamped 
out of the house the man begins to forget about the quarrel, and by 
the time he has plunged into the day’s business it no longer exists 
for him But the woman hves with the quafrel all day and half the 
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m^t, as if she were wrestling with a giant scorpion She hears the 
angry voices hour after hour Her whole world looks as if it has been 
torn into quivenng stnps by an earthquake The very chemistry of 
her entire being 

William (catching hold of her hand and kissing it) Yes, yes, yes, 
my pet An excellent speech How weU you do these things We all 
enjoyed it But I think we ought to be getting along Let’s have 
another look at them ^ 

Helen Here they are then Typical' 

Curtains open We now see the same room, but the table has 
been removed and m its place is a modem desk There is a different 
picture on the watt, something which suggests the study of an archi- 
tect PAin, IS sitting at his desk and making a few casual notes, 
he IS not working very hard and after a moment or two Rosemary, 
looking rather pale and strained, enters and begins rather elabor- 
ately looking for something 

Rosemary (after a moment, very politely) I’m sorry to disturb you 

Paul (with strained politeness) No, that’s all nght Can I ’ 

Rosemary (still looking vaguely) No No (They get weaker ) 

She exits and after a moment or two she returns This time she 
comes to centre, looking as if she has been in the room for hours 
You haven’t seen my scissors — ^the large pair — ^have you? 

Paul (half rising, very politely) No, I’m afraid I haven’t Can 
I ^ 

Rosemary (lookmg roimd vaguely) No No Sorry to disturb you, 
that’s all 

Paul (sitting down again) No, that’s all right (Goes on with his 
work ) 

Rosemary gives him a sharp contemptuous look and goes out 

WiLLUM I don’t quite see the point of this dodgmg in and out 

Helen She’s givmg him a chance to be human again and to say 
he’s sorry, and then of course she’ll say it’s all her fault But meeting 
this heavy pohteness, she knows that the quarrel is still on 

William Why has the man to say he’s sorry first‘s He nearly 
always has, you know 

Hbi£n Yes, but once he does, the woman is nearly always ready 
to be downright abject 

William Qmte so But why has he to start the ball ro lling ? 

Helen It’s a kind of tradition with us. 

William (pause) ThSt is very curious 
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Rosemary enters again and this time stands rather ngidly look- 
ing at hm 

Back again Different technique this tune 

Helen Yes She’s still giving him a chance, but now she’s harden- 
ing rapidly The excuse to talk to him will be a telephone conversa- 
tion that she’s saved up for this moment 

Rosemary (m cold, polite tone) I forgot to tell you that Mona 
Roberts rang up to ask if we’d dine wit» them on the fifteenth Do 
you want to go’ 

Paul (rising slowly and taking off his spectacles) Not particularly, 
I think he’s rather a bore But — ^you like her, don’t you’ 

Rosemary (same tone) Yes, but I can see her some other time 
It’s not essential that you should go and be bored 

Paul No, if you w^nt to go 

Rosemary I know how easily you are bored 
Paul (heavily) Was that necessary’ 

Rosemary (furious) Oh — don’t be so pompous 
Paul (still heavily) Really, I don’t see why I should be accused 
of being pompous just because I try to be decently pobte 
Rosemary (cold, contemptuous) Don’t you’ 

Paul (with more warmtfi) No, I don’t 
Rosemary Well, what am I to say to them about the fifteenth’ 
Paul (impatiently) Oh — ^say what you hke What do I care’ 
Rosemary What do you care about anything’ 

Paul What does that mean? 

Rosemary (contemptuously) What do you think it means’ 

Paul I don’t know 

Rosemary No, of course, you wouldn’t 

Paul and Rosemary turn their backs to each other We-liam 
and Helen rise They look at Paul and Rosemary m astonish- 
ment 

Wexiam (to Helen) Y’know what’s wrong with this is our 
horrible modem poverty of language It’s sheer misery to feel such 
sudden hate and despair and yet be so marticulate 
Helen I agree They’d feel ever so much better if they could let 
It rip 

We-liam Then we’ll let It rip for them We’ll make an Elizabethan 
job of It Hold tight, girl' Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks 

Helen Rage, blow' You cataracts and*hutTicanoes 
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There is a roll of thunder md a black-out Helen and William 
exit Tkvl and KosEUkB.Y conie downstage Cw tains close Paul 
sits stool right and Rosemary on stool left There are now light- 
ning flashes and thunder William and Helen enter from their 
respective alcoves with cloaks They come to centre on rostrum, 
the lightning and thiaider stops and two blue spots come on them 
Helen {in grand manner) 

Oh — ^that I sl^ould be tied to such a pudding bag 
Of dreary Vanity and duller wit A thing 
Made up of braces, collar studs and starch. 

With hardly more red blood in it than drips 
Out of the poor frozen joint from Argentine 
William Imagine a cat five feet four mches high, 

Take away digmty and let it rage 
With deep infenority — and that’s a wife 
Helen Why — ^hot-water bottles of the cheaper sort. 

Bargains from Boots, brmg me more comfort 
Two and fourpence at the nearest Odeon 
Brmg more romance or cheerful entertamment 
William (pointing to Helen) 

You’re Madame Nature’s grim old conjuring trick 
Every man’s disappomtment — girl into wife 
I married a loving, npe and merry lass. 

To find myself keeping, at a rising cost, 

A bitter woman who hates the sight of me 
Helen {coming to centre and standing in front 0/ William) 

And why? Because I had a lover once 
And now he’s disappeared, and in his place. 

For me to hve with, are a costing clerk, a 
Lecturer, a stomach and a thirst 
Helen comes down to piano left William comes down io piano 
right Paul and Rosemary rise Joyce md Philip rise 
Helen (pointing to William) Oh, hateful, pompous clown' 
William (pointing to Helen) Oh, damned, mahcious shrew' 
Rosemary and Paul point at each other also Joyce and Philip 
do the same, all bitterly quarrellmg 

There is a crash of thunder and the lighting is held until the 
curtain has fallen 


End of Act Tvyo 
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Philip and Joyce begin playing and go on brilliantly for a minute 
or so Then he stops and, after a moment or so, she stops too 

Joyce {annoyed, leaning on piano) WSat’s the matter, darlmg*^ 

Philip Well, nobody’s coming on or anything What happens 
now*^ You see, it’s exactly what I said They can’t make a third act 
out of It All the critics will say, “Not really a play at all, and even 
so it goes to pieces in the third act ’’ 

Joyce Well, you’re qmte wrong {Sits at pumo again ) The third 
act’s all nght and it’s starting now lasten’ 

Plays a few bars of pseudo-Onental, mystical music 

Philip What’s that muck for? {Pause ) Are they bnngmg on a 
bogus Oriental illusiomst‘> 

Joyce {as she plays softly) No, this is the fortune-telling music 
Madame Aurora who’s just returned from the East 

Philip Probably Clacton-on-Sea 

Joyce — ^to read palms and gaze into crystals. 

Philip Rosemary’s consultmg her, I suppose? 

Joyce Yes {Music stops ) She and Paul have now arrived at the 
third stage, when each feels the other is hopeless and is ready to be 
consoled by somebody else And so of course Rosemary’s having 
her fortune told 

Philip Using her husband’s money to find out if there is any 
other chap on the way 

Joyce What a noble mmd you have, maestro* 

Joyce commences to play agam in which Philip joins her in a 
mockmg manner and curtains open to disclose comer of Mdme 
Aurora's sitting-room, with a few cheap pseudo-mystical decora- 
tions Rosemary m outdoor clothes sits at small tdble with crystcd 
on It, opposite Helen as Mdme Aurora She wears Oriental shawl, 
with grey hair showmg under it, probably large spectacles Musk 
dm away 

Helen {in thwk common voice, looking at Rosemary’s hand) Yes, 
dear, I see you’re married Two children 

Rosemary {hastily) One 

Helen {quickly) That’s right, dear Onef I’m afraid you’re not 
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very happy Nothing hke so happy as you thought you was going 
to be Of course, dear, your trouble is you’re a lot more sensitive 
than people think— you’re a very loving, sensitive nature, it’s ’ere as 
plain as a pikestaff— an’ what’s the result? The result is people close 
to you ’urt your feehngs when they ’ardly know they’re doing it An’ 
what else*^ You go an’ trust people — for you’ve a trusting nature 
I can see that — ^an’ then they go an’ let you down Isn’t that nght*^ 

Rosemary Yes, it is I can’t imagme how you can see me so 
clearly '' 

Hei^ It’s a gift, dear Very few ’ave it, an’ even then it needs 
a lot of development (Coughing ) 

Rosemary Could you — ^tell me what’s going to happen‘d 
Helen (taking and staring at Rosemary’s right hand) I see a tall 
man commg over the sea with love for you m his ’eart You’ll meet 
’im soon, qmte soon, an’ he’ll make you very ’appy I see a journey 
— and a strange bed 

Rosemary What sort of strange bed? (Withdraws her hand) 
Helen (darkly) Never you mind about that, dear (With marked 
change of manner) And that’ll be seven-and-sixpence, thank you, 
Mrs — er 

Rosemary (hastily) Oh yes — of course (Rises and exits right) 
Thank you so much Good mornmg 
Helen (rising as Rosemary goes) Good morning 

Curtains close Philip with one hand plays quick harsh music 
Philip (pleased with himself) Not bad, eh’ Taxis Street scene 
Joyce What about this? (Plays a h^vy thumping tune in march 
tune) 

Philip Now what’s that’ 

Joyce Major Spanner on the way 
Philip Who’s Major Spanner? 

Joyce (loudly and cheerfully) He was the wedding guest, you 
remember, who’d known her for a long tune and didn’t think Paul 
good enou^ for her An awful chump, if you ask me, but nearly 
every woman’s got one of these faithful hounds tucked away some- 
where Keep the street music gomg 

As he does, Rosemary enters She goes to centre below rostrum, 
looks at her watch, then glances at the space above footlights as 
if tt were a shop wmdow, catches sight of something that mterests 
her, tries it on, so to speak, then rejects it and is just turning away, 
gimg another glance at her watch, when WttLlAM enters as Major 
George Spanner, bronzed md trim, just bade from die East, Be 
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suddenly recognises Rosemary with delight They talk in front 
of the imaginary window through which we see them 

William (with enthusiasni) Why — Rosemary 
Music stops 

Rosemary (almost equally pleased) George Spanner' How mce 
to see you again' 

William Wonderful to run into you like this ' Just goin’ to nng 
you up, matter of fact • 

Rosemary (with mock seventy) You haven’t been back ages and 
never told me’ 

William Of course not, my dear Rosemary I only got in last 
mght 

Rosemary You didn’t come to England at all, did you, on your 
last leave? 

William No Haven’t been here smce your mamage— you re- 
member’ 

Rosemary Yes And I’ve missed you, George 

William Ho, hoi Like to beheve that, but sounds a bit steep 
I mean, young married woman and all that 

Rosemary But you’re one of my very oldest friends, George, and 
of course I’ve missed you 

WiLUAM (soldierly embarrassment) Very decent of you to say so, 
Rosemary Of course, I’ve missed you no end Fact is, that’s why 
I stayed out East last leave Felt I couldn’t face it here with you — 
well — er— tied up elsewhere sort of thmg 

Rosemary George, is that true’ 

William Word of honour I shouldn’t have mentioned it, of 
course Your fault it shpped out Let’s forget it 

Rosemary (snnling at him) But I don’t want to forget it 

WiLUAM Look here I suppose you’re busy and crowded with 
engagements, eh’ No chance of joimng me m a spot of lunch, eh’ 

Rosemary I’d love to 

William (as they begm to move away to left, takes Rosemary’s ami) 
Good show' Now look here, I’m out of touch, and you know aH 
the places Where do you suggest we go’ 

Exit alcove left As they move away, Philip supplm a little 
more street music This dies down when they have gone BtoEH 
en^rs She is wearmg a Mrs de Folyat day dress but not the wig 
or fmke*up 

JbYtE I’m sorry, Helen, but I think that autfit’s all wrong for you. 
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Helen {speaking to Joyce) It’s not meant for me This outfit is 
for Mrs de Folyat — ^you know, the nch widow who talked to Major 
Spanner in the wedding reception scene She’s given Paul another 
commission, after leaving him alone for several years, and now she’s 
gettmg her claws mto him Paul and Rosemary are in the third stage 
now, you know 

Joyce Yes, I know But what’s she after, this Mrs de Folyat’ 

Helen Anythmg she c^n get, I thmk But nothmg very serious 
If she can detach an attractive man from his wife and keep him 
playing around and commg to her for sympathy, she’s quite happy 
A sort of collector 

Joyce I know And how I hate ’em' 

Helen Yes, but men often hke them 
Joyce Men’ll hke anything 
Philip And so will women 

Helen I must see how the Spanner affair is progressing {Goes up 
on rostrum Looks through curtains, addresses Joyce ) Yes, yes I 
think at any minute now she may throw a biscuit or a bone at his 
doghke devotion 

Curtains open to disclose comer of restaurant Table for two 
at end of meal, just when cigarettes are lighted Rosemary and 
William sit each half-facing audience, the table having comer, 
not side, to front 

William {who has had a good meal, holding photo frame) Yes, this 
photograph you once gave me — ^you remember it, el^’ 

Rosemary Yes, but that was ages ago I’d only just left school 

You don’t mean to say that's the photograph 

William Yes, it is Had this neat httle folding — er — ^frame 
arrangement made for it, and taken it everywhere Been m some 
dashed queer places {puts photograph m his back pocket), I can tell you 

Rosemary But, George, that’s texnbly touchmg I’d no idea 

WiLiiAM No, no, of course not I couldn’t expect you to have 
But— -er— well, I don’t mmd telhng you now, Rosemaiy, it was quite 
a blow— had to take it nght on the chm — ^when I came home last 
time and found you’d just got engaged to Weybndge {Pause) 
Because I had made up my mmd to ask you> — Because I was gomg 
to say somethmg pretty fierce to you myself 
Rosemary {softly) I’m sorry, George {Pause Puts out a hand - 
cold he pats it enthusiastically ) Go on Tell me some more 
William {pats her hand again, more heavily) Isn’t much to tell, 
reaUy Except this Shouldn’t have said anythmg now if I’d known 
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you were happy But now I know you’re not, it’s different (Pause 
Fiercely, leaning back in chair ) Good God, a wonderful little girl 
like you not being happy' 

Rosemary (half-laughmg) But you’re forgetting I’m not a httle 
girl and haven’t been for years Not only am I manned but I’m a 
mother— nearly a matron 

William Nonsense' To me you’re a httle girl — (pats her hand) 
—my httle girl 

Rosemary ReaUy, George (pats his hand), I beheve you’ve been 
taking a course of something You say all the mce things I want 
to hear 

William (taking his hands from under hers, pats her hands again) 
You won’t hke this, though it’s got to be said You’re not happy, 
are you*^ Weybndge doesn’t reahse what a lucky fella he is 

Rosemary (qmetly, sincerely now) It doesn’t seem to be workmg, 
somehow 

William Queer thmg At your wedding do, some fool of a woman 
— ^a fnend of his, of course — ^told me what a clever fella the bnde- 
groom was And I as good as told the woman there and then that 
in my opimon you were worth ten of him, ten of him (Pause ) I’ve 
been uneasy m my mmd ever smce 

Rosemary (affectionately) Poor George' 

William (fatuously) Well, that’s something But— er— is that the 
best you can do’ 

Rosemary (m hdf-comiccd whisper) No 

WlLHAM (doglike devotion m his stare, takes her hand and kisses li) 

A wonderful httle girl 

Curtains close EfeLEN enters wearing no hat and a light coat 
or something to suggest outdoors Philip plays some music 

Helen (near entrance, callmg) Here I am, Paul 

Paul enters in ordinary lounge smt without hat or overcoat 
He carries a note-book with hvn It is essential she should look 
a rich, attractive woman 

Helen Now then, this is what I mean Would it be possible to 
enlarge the wmg that way’ No, you can’t see it properly from here 
This IS better (Takes his arm and leads hm a few paces, keeping her 
hand mside his arm ) Now you see what I mean? 

Paul Yes, it could be done 

Helen Mind you, Paul, I wouldn’t dream of letting anybody bat 
you lay % finger on the house You do understand that, don’t you? 

Paul, Yes. That’s very good of you. >* 
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Helen (turning so they face each other) Paul— don’t be so pro- 
fessional 

Paxe:, (smiling) Sorry, Frances But you see, it was a professional 
question you were asking me 

Helen Ob— but I can’t divide relationships into compartments 
like that Don’t forget (moves closer and smiles seductively at him) 
I’m a woman 

Paul (smilingly) I’m nf»t hkely to forget that, my dear Frances 
(In mock whisper) In fact, if I didn’t think there were at least a 
couple of your housemaids watchmg us through a bedroom window. 
I’d probably behave — ^this very moment — ^very unprofessionally 
ffldeed 

Helen You talk as if architects could be struck off the register, 
like doctors 

Paul Oh— no, we can be trusted If you don’t make it too hard 
for us 

Helen (with change of attaclc) Paul, I think you’re looking tired 

Paul I have been rather hard at it lately 

Helen Of course A man in your position and with your gemus 
has to give and give We aU understand that But it’s obvious that 
wife of yours isn’t looking after you at all 

Paiel WeU, as you know, we don’t get on — and of course, now 
she isn’t very much interested m my welfare 

Helen (with fine show of indignation) Paul, I think it’s monstrous^ 
To have no mtdlectual compamonship, no deep store of sympathy, 
at home — ^that’s bad enough— in fact, for a man of your kmd it’s 
the worst thmg of all- but on top of that simply to neglect the most 
obvious duties a woman has towards a man — oh' 

Paul (uncomfortably) Well— there it is (About to change the 
subject) Do you think you’d hke ? 

Helen (freaking m, impressively) Paul, I thmk I ought to meet 
your wife Remanber I haven’t seen her smce your wedding and 
don’t know her at ah You ought to bung us together 

Paul (alarmed) I don’t think that would work very well, would it? 

Helen My dear Please remember I’m a sensible woman of the 
world— and don’t get mto a siUy mascuhne panic. There won’t be 
any scenes I’m a chent — ^we’ve somethmg to talk over— so you ask 
me to your house. (Taking his arm agam.) 

Paul All n^t, only don’t blame me if you don’t enjoy yourself. 

Helen Of course, I’H enjoy myself Better make it lunch, thot*^ 
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not dinner Just the three of us I’ll look at my book and see if we 
can fix a date 

They go out the way they came in Joyce plays a few harsh 
chords 

Philip What on earth is that’ 

Joyce {grimly) Just a bnef sketch of the music for that lunch 

Philip Is it gomg to be like that’ 

Joyce It’ll be worse than that 

Enter Wiluam as himself 

William Gretting a bit tired of Major Spanner Not a character 
that gives a feUow much scope Where’s Helen’ Still domg Mrs 
What’s-her-name? 

Philip Yes Mrs de Folyat wants to meet Rosemary, so Paul’s 
got to arrange a lunch 

Joyce If he’d any sense, of course, he’d have refused The two 
women’ll sit there, hatmg each other, and he’ll be wretched How- 
ever, I like this third stage, with philandermg just round the comer 
I’m gettmg quite mterested now 

William (adch-essing audience) Not enough comment now, in my 
opmion It’s rapidly degeneratmg mto ordmary theatncal muck 

Philip That’s what she likes 

Joyce It’s what everybody likes Let’s see how they’re gettmg on 
at that lunch 

William I’m agamst it Leave ’em alone 

Joyce Just have a peep 

William jumps up on rostrum and stealthily peeps through 
curtains mto mner scene, then comes away 
How’s It gomg’ 

Wiluam {sombrely) Light thickens and the crow makes wmg to 
the rooky wood 

Philip Hamlet? 

William Macbeth And it’s extraordmaiy— the way Shake- 
speare 

Joyce {impatiently breakmg in) Oh, never mmd about Shakespeare 
now — ^I want to see what’s happemng at that lunch It’ll be over soon 

Wiluam Over now, I thmk 

William exits Curtams open and show comer of dmmg-room. 
Helen is just gomg Paul is m centre standmg Ro^maky and 
Heusn both have their backs to each other 
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Helen {with false gusli) Thank you so much, Mrs Weybndge 
It’s been such a pleasure conung here and meeting you, especially 
after I’ve heard so much about you from your clever, clever husband 
RosatARY {with obvious false geniality) Awfully good of you to 
come, Mrs de Folyat I hope you’ll come and dme with us sometime 
Helen That would be lovely 

Paul I’ll see you down to your car {crossing after her to left) and 
then I must get back to tlje office ’Bye, darhng 
Follows Helen out 
Rosemary ’Bye, darhng 

Rosemary watches them go 

Of all the false, faked-up, smarmy, poisonous man-himters' It 
wouldn’t be so bad if he’d found himself a decent woman 
Pmup {turning to Joyce) You women always say that, don’t 
you’ 

Joyce Yes We do 

Rosemary has now gone to telephone and is dialling 
Rosemary Is that the Sahibs Club’ Is Major Spanner there, 
please’ 

Curtains close PfflLiP is playmg de Folyat music Joyce comes 
m with the Spanner tune 

Phiup Don’t come m with that awful Major Spanner tune now 
I’m playmg the Mrs de Folyat music 
Joyce I know you are, dear But I don’t particularly hke the way 
you are playmg it 
Pedup I was playmg it very weU 

Joyce Rather too weU, I thought I beheve you are beginning to 
take an mterest m that fiightflil woman 
Philip I am Very attractive type And probably cleverer than 
she looks 

William enters 

William Well, I lay six to four against her 
Philip I’ll take you It’s mon^ for nothmg Paul hasn’t a chance 
against that woman 

William Hasn’t he? Well, I think she’s going to learn that the 
situation IS not quite as simple as she imagmes The relation between 
a husband and wife, even though they may be quarrellmg all the time, 
IS never simple, and I think we’ll find tlmt Mrs What’s-heMiame— 
de Folyat — doesn’t reahse that and so plays the wrong card 
Joyce I am dehghtad to hear it 
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William Well, let’s see But give her every chance (ro pianists) 
Music, atmosphere 

Curtains open William exits alcove Philip and Joyce play 
,de Folyat music 

Scene shows corner of Mrs de Folyat s sittmg-room, similar to 
Rosemary’s, but harder, brighter colours Helen as Mrs de 
Folyat, in loose, semi-evening gown, is seeing that the right drinks 
— brandy, whisky, etc , are on low tab^e and is all-expectant She 
has a final glance at herself, and Paul enters dressed as before 
Joyce leans on her piano Helen, arranging flowers, turns to 
meet him 

Paul I came along as soon as I could I was kept at the ofBce 
until nearly nine 

Helen (all solicitude) Poor boy> But have you had anything 
to eaf^ 

Paul Yes, I had a quick bite at the club on the way here 

Helen (moving to table) Drink then, eh? Whisky, brandy’ This 
brandy’s supposed to be rather wonderful (Pours out glass) Let 
me give you some And sit back and relax You poor boy, you must 
be so tired 

Paul relaxing, while she gives hm a liberal helping of brmdy 

Helen There, darhng' (Commg to behind sofa with the glass) 

Puts cushion behind Paul As she stands near hm, he takes 
her hand and she immediately leans over and kisses him, then 
fondles his face for a moment <md lifts glass for hm to drmk She 
sits centre of sofa 

Philip She knows her staff all nght 

Joyce (sharply) Sh-^h (Philip stops playu^ ) 

Emup leans on his piano They now look very cosy and relaxed 
Paul sips las drudc 

Paul. You’re perfectly right, Frances. This is a wonderful brandy 

Helen Well, my dear, I always take a httle trouble and try and 
get tte best of everythmg I may not always look it, but, beheve it 
or not. I’m rather a clever woman 

Paul (smilmg, takes her hand) You’re a fascinating woman, and 
that’s even more important (Kissmg her hand.) 

Helen puts her head on Paul’s shoulder who is lymg back with 
his arm round her 

Helen (snulmg at Paul) Well, we had our lunch. 

Paul (not quite happily) Yes, we had oilr limch 
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Heu 3N And of comse, being a man, you loathed every mmute of 
It, didn’t you’ 

Paul Yes, ’fraid I did 

Helen (soothingly) Never mind All over now But, of course, 
I had to see for myself 
Paul And what did you see’ (Into his glass ) 

Helen My dear' Why, of course, you’re quite nght 

Paul (rather stiffly, lowering his glass) What do you mean ’ About 
Rosemary’ 

Helen Of course Everything you told me about her — as well as 
everything you meant to infer — was, of course, absolutely nght She’s 
completely wrong for you 

Paul (tonekssly) Yes (Puts glass on floor left of sofa ) I suppose 
she IS 

Helen But — mean — saw that in two rmnutes I can quite see 
how It all began, of course A mce, firesh, httle thmg But now, 
you’re qmte nght You’re growmg all the time She can’t develop 
In fact, hke most women of her type, she’s narrowing instead of 
broademng It’s not even a matter of bemg really aware — of bemg 
shall we say— mtellectual — ^but, of course, she’s not even moderately 
mtelhgent In fact, let’s adnut it, she’s stupid 
Paxjl (vfho has liked this less and less) You know, you really saw 
Rosemary at her worst to-day I mean, we’ve been having rows and 
so on— and then I think she spotted something 
Helen Oh — ^but then — as I say, it didn’t take me two mmutes to 
see She is stupid 
Paul (angrily) She isn’t stupid 

Helen My dear Paul, there’s no need to be cross merely because 
I’m agreemg with everything you’ve told me about her 
Paul (sulkily) I never said she was stupid 
Helen Not m so many words, perhaps It takes a woman to do 
that But you’ve told me she doesn’t make an effort to understand 
you— she doesn’t try to develop And now that I’ve seen her for 

myself I’m merely tellmg you m one word— why— because she’s 

Paul (crossly) Yes, yes, yes You said it before 
Hbjen Paul What’s the matter? 

Paul (turning to face her) I suppose the matter— is that I don’t 
enjoy hstenmg to you sneermg at my wife 

Helen (annoyed herself mw) Sneermg’ When I’m only 

pKX!L(cuttmginsharflty) I know You said that before too Well, 
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no doubt It’s all very illogical, inconsistent and absurd, after the rot 
I’ve talked, but there it is—/ don't like it (With forced change of 
manner') I’m sorry, Frances, I’ve had a long day and I’m probably 
rather tired I thmk I’d better go 

Helen (cooling rapidly) I think you had I also think you’re 
behavmg very stupidly 

Paul No doubt that’s the trouble with us Weybndges — we’re all 
stupid people Thank you for the brandy Good night 

He hurries out Curtains close William exits Paul wearing 
light overcoat enters as if walking home We hear him muttering 
angrily to himself Paul goes up on to rostrum Moonlight spot 
comes on 

Paul Damned cheek talkmg about my wife hke that’ Just 
damned cheek Rich, spoilt woman — say anything 

Paul takes same position in moonlight spot as m Act One, 
then listens 

Rosemary (voice off) Darhng the lilac 

Chopm music as before Paul hears it 

Rosemary (voice off) Chopm perfect only three days 
I love you 

Paxil Rosemary' 

Lights stay down but music soars as he hurries out Curtam 
draws on right alcove, where Paul is discovered still m his ram- 
coat Holdmg telephone, he is speaking into it eagerly 

Paul Rosemary, hsten, darhng Oh, it’s you, Nanme Could 
I speak to Mrs Weybndge, please Gone away, well, if there’s a 
note you’d better read it to me Gone away for the week-end, 
perhaps longer, all nght then, Nanme If she does nng up would 
you tell her I’ve gone away too, and I nught be back on Monday, 
and I nught not 

Some music Curtam closes on alcove Fade-m ordinary 
lightmg 

Pmup It’s too bad she wasn’t there, just when he was ready to 
make it up 

Joyce (rising) Doesn’t surpnse me, though That woman at lunch 
was the last straw, so she telephoned Major Spanner to take her away 
somewhere, for a mce httle bit of consolmg romance 

PmuP (showing more interest and rismg) Oh— that’s it, is it? 
They’ve taken to the road, have they, probably under a false name'^ 
Fim in a Tudor Trust House, eh? Though I have my doubts about 
the Major ' 
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Joyce Oh, I don’t know I’m begmmng to fancy the Major, 
though I think: he’d need a lot of trainmg Not a week-end man at all 

Phe-ip The blatant cynicism of you women — ^ugh' 

Joyce {indignantly) And after the thmgs I’ve heard you say 

Curtains open showing corner of private sitting-room m very 
Olde Worlde Irnie Rosemary in day clothes is sitting on sofa, 
looking rather forlorn and dubious She sits still throughout out- 
side dialogue 

Phii-ip There we are Ye Olde Tudor Inne with plaster beams 

Joyce And he’s taken a pnvate sitting-room with the best double 
bedroom adjoimng it Well, well, well' 

William enters as Major Spanner, in dinner jacket Philip 
and Joyce retire to pianos and sit Spanner has traces of a cold, 
which gets worse throughout the scene 

Rosemary But, George, you’ve changed 

William {startled) Changed*^ Same man you’ve always known 
Loved you for years 

Rosemary No, I mean your clothes 

William Oh yes Always hke to change Make a habit of it 
Keeps a fella from getting slack, y’know 

Rosemary {half vexed, half laughmg) But we want to be slack 
That’s why we’ve come here Besides I didn’t bnng any evemng things 
with me 

William Oh— I see Look odd, will it? 

Rosemary Of course it wiU We’ll have to have dinner up here 

William {rather disconcerted) Oh— will we*? Oh, I say, I’ve just 
commandeered a good table down there Slipped down for a short 
dnnk before feeding {Sneezes, then sniffs a little ) Fact is, that bath- 
room’s damned draughty and I didn’t notice it in time Have to be 
careful after aU these years m a hot chmate 

Rosemary {vaguely) Yes, of course Well, you’d better shp down 
again and tell them we’ll dme up here, 

William You don’t think it would look odd, do you? I moaJDii 
you know what these people are {Pointing to the door ) 

Rosemary {rather impatiently) Well, if you hke you can dme 
down there by yourself and I’ll just have somethmg on a tray up here 
I’m not very hungry anyhow. 

William Oh, aren’t you? Oh, I say, that’s rather a shame Food 
hare’s pretty good, too. That’S how I remembored tifew name of the 
place. 
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Rosemary I don’t care I didn’t come here for food 
William (rather embarrassed at this) No, of course not Neither 
did I, of course Happy, httle girP 
Rosemary Yes, of course, darhng I’ve been enjoying the lovely 
peace of it To be quiet — ^with peace all around— lovely 
William (dubiously) Yes, quite Mayn’t last, though 
Rosemary (startled) Why? 

William Got a big table all laid out down below (kmmg towards 
her) and the head waiter told me it’s for a crowd of Air Force blokes 
who make a night of it here every Fnday Probably won’t be much 
peace and qmet when those lads get started Ho — ^ho' 

Rosemary Yes, but I didn’t mean that 

William No, of course not Qmte understand what you mean 
Rosemary (after pause, wistfully) George, do you really love me? 
William Why, Rosemary, httle girl, you know I do Haven’t I 
earned that photograph of you with me everywhere for years'^ Got 
it here now, matter of fact (Fats his back pocket ) 

Rosemary You don’t want it now because you’ve got me (After 
staring at him speculatively) You know, George, darhng, I hope you 
reahse that a photograph is one thmg and a real hve person is quite 
a different thmg I mean, are you qmte sure it’s me — ^me myself— 
you really want'' 

WiLUAM Why of course, Rosemary darling I tell you. I’ve 
dreamed of this for years 

Rosemary (stiflmg all doubts) Darhng' (Holding up her face) 
Kiss me' 

William (moving to her) By Jove, yes Just a second (Suddenly 
stops and turns away, f hen violently sneezes) Oh — damn' Sorry* 
(Sniffs and blows his nose hard) 

Rosemary (not holding up her face now) Have you got a cold’ 
William (annoyed and apologetic) Yes Be ginnin g to look like 
It Damn that bathroom* Felt a touch somewhere too, commg down 
in the car That’s why I wanted the wmdow closed, but you wouldn’t 
hear of it 

Rosemary (rather coldly) I’m sorry I didn’t realise you were so 
susceptible to colds 

William Well, a fella can’t be years m a hot climate and then 
come back to this cold, damp hole — without (Just catches another 

sneeze, then sits on sofa and looks at her gravely) 

Rosemary (efter a pause) What’s the matter, George’ Is it — 
something about us^ 
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WILIMM {solemnly) Oh— no But I’ve just reahsed I didn’t pack 
my httle glass thmg For the nose, y’know 

Rosemary {sadly) No, George, I don’t know 

William {solemnly, sitting very close to her) Sort of nasal douche, 
y’know Harley Street feUa told me never to be without it here at 
home First sign of a cold you fill it with a solution of common salt 
and bicarbonate, then use it night and morning {Goes through 
motions of douching ) Loosens and dissolves the mucus, he said 

Rosemary {m a tiny voice) Did you say the mucus, George? 

William {solemnly) Yes, Rosemary And I’ve gone and forgotten 
the thmg and it’s too late now to buy one 

Rosemary {sadly) Yes, George, it’s too late now to buy one 
He gives mother violent sneeze, fiddles with his shirt cuff, takes 
out his hmdker chief, mops his face, and now she suddenly bursts 
into a fit of hysterical laughter, rockmg and sobbing with it while 
he sniffs and pats his nose and stares in amazement at her After 
several moments of this 

William {puzzled) Look here, are you laughing or ciying"^ 

Rosemary Both’ Both' {Rising with decision) Listen, George 
do you know what we’re going to do? 

William {surprised sniffing) Well, yes, I suppose 

Rosemary {briskly) No, you don’t, so I’m going to tell you One 
of us IS gomg to dnve back to town to-night, now, and the other is 
takmg the early tram back m the mormng Now, if you hke you 
can Stay here and enjoy your cold and let me go back in the car now 
Or 

William But — ^but — {pist stifimg a sneeze) — I mean to say — ^what 
—I thought we were 

Rosemary No, we’re not, my dear I hke you very very much, 
but all the rest of it is simply off My nustake And don’t pretend 
not to be reheved because I know very well you are and not just 
because you’ve got a cold either And if we both stay we’ll only 
qumel and feel silly afterwards Now, do I go back in the car to- 
mght or do you? 

WiLi^ Well— if It’s all the same to you— I thmk I’d like to get 
oacK: — ^because if my cold 

Rc^mary I know— your httle nose thmg That’s settled then 
Run down and get somethmg to eat and I’U pack for you Go on, 
there s a lamb {As she almost bustles hm out) And George' Re- 
member' We’ve never been here It never happened. All a dream! 
Oh— what name did you* put m the hotel register? 
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William {almost off, still trymg to sneeze) All I could think of 
was the name of an old C O of mine — ^temble old stickler {sneezes) 
Smith 

William goes out Rosemary sits on sofa, half-laughing, half- 
crying Curtains close Bar or two of music with Spcmner theme 
suggested 

Joyce AH he wanted was to go on with his nice, safe httle doghke 
devotion A photograph to wag his head over when he’d had a few 
dnnks, and not a real woman '' 

Philip He’s probably got two or three httle brown wives m 
Banji-Banji But I thought that bogus romantic devotion was just 
what you women wanted 

Joyce Not at all 

Helen enters through curtains and comes to centre of rostrum 

Helen What we women want is something qmte simple, and it’s 
you men who make it all seem comphcated What we want is simply 
to be intensely real hving people to the men we love Nothmg fancy 
at all — ^we get over that a year after we’ve left school — ^not strange, 
romantic, glamorous figures — ^but just attractive and desirable real 
people And your trouble is, whether you’re romantics, sensuahsts, 
Don Quixotes, Don Juans, it’s all the same— you won’t let us be real 
people You’ll turn us into anythmg, dolls, goddesses, drudges, 
symbols, phantoms, rather than recognise us as our simple selves 
And that’s the honest truth 

Lights are now fadmg Curtain on alcove left draws, showmg 
Rosemary telephoning like Paul m the previous scene Joyce 
plays 

Rosemary {at telephone) Ob, Nanme, is Mr Weybndge there’ 
I see All nght, Nanme 

jShe begins dialling savagely to the sound of staccato music, 
'playmg stops 

Is that Fletcher, Fletcher and Coulson Is Mr Coulson there, please’ 
Mrs Weybndge Say it’s rather important Oh, Mr Coulson, 
could I see you as soon as possible? Well, it is, really Well, it’s 
— ^it’s — {hurriedly, but rather louder) — ^it’s about a divorce 

Music starts a little mournful Close of curtain alcove left 

Helen And there you are That separated them 

Playmg stops 

Joyce It’s just the sort of dam’ silly thmg that would 

Phejp No doubt But may I pomt out one important fact? If 

she hadn’t been in such a hurry to nng up that sohcitor 
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Joyce (cutting in) Yes, yes, we know But she felt she had to do 
something I understand exactly how she felt 

Philip There you are You women 

Helen (cutting m) Yes, we’ll admit it’s when we feel thoroughly 
upset, we are mchned to do the first thmg that comes into our heads 
Joyce Oh Lord— yes' 

Philip Qmte so Whereas — ^if you’d only take it easy, just turn 

things over, enjoy a httle qjnet reflection 

Joyce (cutting m) You’ve been taking it easy, turning thmgs over, 
and enjoying your httle qmet reflection ever smce I’ve known you 
Philip I prefer to ignore that type of remark 
Joyce (mockmg his tone) He prefers to ignore that type of remark 
Philip (annoyed) Oh— shut up' 

Helen Hoy, hoy' It’s not you two we’re domg but Paul and 
Rosemary Now of course, it was months — and hombly dreary 
months— before they found themselves together in the sohcitor’s 
oflBce 

Joyce Yes, it would be But don’t show us any of those dreary 
months 

William now enters as himself 
William No, no, we can imagine (Sits on rostrum ) 

Helen In any case, they ought to be back m that sohcitor’s oflEice 
by now Joyce — ^Phihp 

Helen joins William Curtams open to reveal exactly the same 
solicitor's office scene as m Act One Paul moves about as before 
Rosemary’s voice is heard off, as before, saymg “Oh, m here 
Thank you<” and she enters as before, wearmg the same clothes 
Paul is looking out of window md turns She stares at Paul He 
looks embarrassed All as bffore 

Paul (ynth an effort) I’m afraid this is — er— rather embarrassing 
—Rosemary 

Rosemary (with similar effort) Yes — ^Paul— I’m afraid it is , 
(Sits mid looks away ) 

Paul Not my fault . I had a note from Coulson asking me 
to be here at half-past three— to answer some questions about the — 
the divorce . 

Rosemary (tmy voice) Yes, so had I 

Paul (restlessly) Oh, I say— monstrous thing for Coulson to do 
—askmg us both hefe at the same time Shows you how l^fcly 
insensitive these lawyers axe Typical lawyer’s tnek, this Damn 
Coulson! 


[ 512 ] 



ACT m EVER SINCE PARADISE 

Rosemary (Jamtly) Oh — ^I don’t think — ^it’s perhaps — {Dies amy ) 
Paul What? 

Rosemary No — ^nothing 
' Paul Look here I’ll go and wait out there 
Rosemary No— it 
Paul Don’t mind a bit 

They stare at each other uncertainly and miserably Lights on 
inner stage and pianos and fore-stag^ now begm to fade Joyce 
rises from piano and begins to move towards back Philip does 
same 

Joyce It’s just as it was before In another nunute he’ll go out, 

and that poor girl will start crymg 

Philip And if we’re not careful, we’ll find ourselves arguing about 
It as before, and then we’ll be shown how they first met, and it’ll 
all go round and round 
Joyce It’s not good enough 

Paul {quietly but indignantly) I couldn’t agree with you more 
Rosemary {rising, same tom as Paul) It’s really Helen’s fault — 
and Wilham’s 

Philip {voice beginning to fade) Well,' my dear, let them settle it 
Moves to right alcove, and exits 
Joyce {voice fading) And themselves — ^if they can 

She exits from alcove left Curtains close William owd Helen 
are now ht as if in firelight, with the rest of the stage dark Hemn 
speaks quietly, as if concludmg a long story 
Helen So there they were Paul, like a fool, went out, and poor 
Rosemary sat there crymg Of course, she’d asked the sohcitor to 
send for them both at the same time, m the hope that seeing her agam 
he nught have discovered he was still m love with her {Pause) 
Wilham, are you listenmg? 

William Yes, I’m hstemng But I’m thmkmg too 
Helen No doubt But I don’t beheve you were hstemng 
William Yes, I was The last thmg you said was that she hoped 
he was still m love with hw Well, he is. And he’s only got to run 
mto her anywhere outside that solicitor’s ofiBce, and he’ll show her 
he IS 

Helen I’ll tell her about that. Then she’ll make sure he does run 
into tor But what were you thmkmg about— those two? 

William No About two other people 
'Hsusn {who kmws at oncd) Oh!^ 
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William (slowly) Two people — ^rather older and more mature — 
and perhaps cleverer in some ways — than those two, who also fell 
m love, got marned, and went gallopmg away to happmess — only, 
of course, to find the usual hurdles and jumps and obstacles — losing 
the first excitement of possession, disagreemg about friends 

Helen (quietly) Complamts about bemg taken for granttd or 
neglected, and jealousy when other men and women were specially 
attentive 

William (quietly) And t&en a whole fog of cross-puiposes 

Helen And each of them wearing their pnde hke bhnkers 

William And so, instead of cleanng the hurdles and reaching the 
long flat stretch where they could canter home in trust and affection, 
they turned aside, they broke — ^they got divorced 
Helen (with controlled emotion) One of them — didn’t seem to 
mmd very much— behaved as if it were true what he’d said when — 

when they were quarrelling— that marnage wasn’t nght for him 

William He was a fool— and a bar But he didn’t know enough 
then And those were the silly easy days when people were busy 
deceiving themselves Now he ^ows that life is hard, and the years 
are shpping by, and soon the mghts will be longer and loneher and 
fhends will vamsh and where there might have been love to the end, 
not excitement and passion and possession, not rockets and stars but 
the steady glow of the fire, there wiU be darkness — ^and nothing 
(Pause ) She can’t understand that yet 
Helen (hedfilaughing, half-cryutg) Oh, can’t she’ You ask any 
woman hvmg alone' 

William But she needn’t hve alone 
Helen She prefers to 

William (jpause, turning to Helen) I’m giving myself a last chance, 
Helen 

Helen Why do you say that? 

William Because— this bemg fnends, all so gay and matey and 
cool— doesn’t work any longer for me I’ve tned hard but I can’t 
make it work So if this is all, I’m gomg away 
Helen (hastily) You’re not gomg without me 
'WvuLiAM (joyfully) Helen' (Ttowwg' to Aer) 

Helen No, wait, Wilham. I agree with eveiythmg you’ve said, 
and I’ve felt it too 4But it’s not good enough, I’m a woman— and 
not an msurance apinst a lonely old age Say it — or never talk hke 
this agam t 

WiLUAM (with ireat smeenty, Puttse) My dear» I love you— I love 
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you with aU my heart — and I ask you to forgive me — ^and marry me 

again » 

Helen Oh — ^my darling — ^there’s nothmg to forgive — and I love 

you too — and, of course, I will 

_ They embrace, and then after a moment she withdraws and looks 

at him, half laughing, half crying 

But darhng, makmg all that fuss and getting divorced — and then 

marrymg again — ^they’ll say we don’t know our own minds 

William (sturdily) Well, we do * 

Helen (same tone as before) They’ll laugh at us 
William (roundly) Let ’em laugh 

They rise Curtains open on inner stage Great burst of laughter 
from all four on inner stage, with all lights coming on full— showing 
a back wall of drawmg-room and a buffet table, with drmks,food, 
and the four — ^Paul, Rosemary, who are now m evenmg dress 
standing in front of it The side curtams of alcoves are also drawn 
aside to show flowers or lighted decorations The laughter is 
friendly and not at all malicious 

Paul Well, you’re a bright pair Ask us here to celebrate with 
you — ^and then go off mto a comer 

He gives William a glass, Philip hands glass to Hern 
William (gnnmr^) Sorry, old boy' 

Rosemary And you haven’t even congratulated Joyce and Phihp 
Hbubn (to Phelip) I hope you’ll be very happy, Phihp I’m sure 
you will 

Philip Thank you, Helen I had to do somethmg to make her 
play m tune 

William (after drinkmg) I don’t know that m the long run 
mamage makes anybody very happy But then the smgle hfe doesn’t 
make anybody very happy either The fact is, nobody in his senses 
can be happy 

Helen Don’t start philosophismg now 
William No, my love (To Joycse) My congratulations, Joyce' 
Joyce Thank you, Wilham' I’m so tired of seemg him look 
bleary-eyed that I decided I’d better marry him to try and clean 
him up 

William (sternly) For that, get back to your piano 
Joyce comes down to piano left 
Helen (to Philip) And you to yours 

Phiup comes down to piano right. They all kbre drinks now 
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Rosemary (holding up glass) Well, here’s to aU of us * 

* Joyce, Phiup and Paul Well, here’s to all of us 

They all toast each other and drink, die three couples look and 
smile at each other 

WiLLUM Mmd you, the sexual life, as even Shelley had to admit, 
IS a cheat 

Joyce (sardonically) Are you telling me? 

William (munching away.at a sandwich whi^h Rosemary has handed 
km) It’s been a cheat ever since Paradise 

Philip It has 

Helen It takes us women in, just as it does you men 

Rosemary Worse, I suspect 

William (broadly now) But to share the cheat together — ^with 
humour and kindness 

Helen (smiling at him) With trust and deepenmg affection 

William Is to put up a tent not too far from the shinmg gates 

Rosemary That’s true And I only hope you’ll all be as happy 
as Paul and I have always been 

Philip and William take a drink 

Paul (too heartily) Well, I suppose we’ve been extraordinanly 
lucky— but there it is — ^never even a reaUy senous misunderstanding 

Rosemary (sweetly) We said from the first we’d take care never 
to quarrel 

Hblen Well, I must say, my dears 

William (to Helen with irony) I don’t think we can do better 
than follow their wonderftil example 

At this Philip and Joyce sit at their pianos and begin playing, 
while Helen and William toast each other and move up on to the 
rostrum to meet Paul and Rosemary 


End of Play 



